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PREFACE. 

— ^ — 

An autlior wlio has mucli to communicate under this head, 
and expects to have it attended to, may he compared to a 
man "v^ho takes his Mend by the button at a Theatre Door, 
and seeks to entertain him Mth a personal gossip before he 
goes in to the play. 

Nevertheless, as Prefaces, though seldom read, are con- 
tinually written, no doubt for the behoof of that so richly 
and so disintercstodly endowed x'/orsonage, Posterity (who will 
come into an immense fortune), I add my legacy to the 
general remembrance. 

It was observed, in the Proliico to the original Edition, 
that the Pickwick Papers wore designed for the introduction 
of diverting characters and incidents; that no ingcnuily of 
plot was attempted, or even at that time considered very 
ibasible by the author in connection with the desultory mode 
of publication adopted; and that the machinery of the Cliib^ 
proving cumbrous in the management, was gradually aban- 
doned as the work pi\)grossod. Altliough, on one of these 
points, experience and study have since taught mo something, 
and I could perhaps wish now, that these chapters wore 
strung together on a stronger tliroad of general interest, still, 
what they are, they wore designed to bo. 

I have scon various accounts in print, of the origin of these 
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Pickwick Papers; •wMcli liaye, at all events, possossorl— for 
mo — tlie ckarm of perfect novelty. As I may infer, from tlie 
occasional appearance of suck Iiistorics, tliat my readers liavo 
an interest in tlie matter, I will relate liow tlioy came into 
existence. 

I was a young man of ilmoe-and-twoniy, when tlio present 
pukliskers, attracted by some pieces I was at tliat time 
writing in tke Morning Cbroniclo newspaper (of vdiic;li one 
series bad lately been collected and pnblisliod in two volumes, 
illustrated by esteemed fiiond Me, Geoege CEXiiiesirANK), 
waited upon mo to prox)osG a somclbiog iliat slionld bo pub- 
lisbed in skilling numbers — ^tkon only knovm to me, or, I 
beHove, to anybody else, by a dim recollection of certain 
interminable novels in tkat form, wkicli used to bo carried 
about tke country by pedlars, and .over some of wkick I 
remember to kave sked iimumerablo tears, before I kad 
served my apprenticoskip to Life. 

Wken I opened my door in Puinivars Inn to tko managing 
partner wko represented tlie firm, I recognised in kim tiH*) 
person from wkoso bands I kad bought, two or tkreo years 
previously, and whom I kad never soon before or since, my 
first copy of tke Magazine in wkick my first effusion- 
dropped stealtkily one evening at twilight, with fear and 
trembling, into a dark lotter-box, in a dmk office, up a dark 
court in Fleet Street — appeared in all tko glory of print; 
on wkick memorable occasion — ^liow well I recoUoct it!— I 
walked down to Westminster Hall, and iuinod into it for 
kalf-an-kour, because my eyes wore so dimmed with joy and 
pride, that they cotdd not bear tko street, and wore not fit to 
be seen there. I told my visitor of tko coincidence, wkick we 
both hailed as a good omen ; and so feU to business. 

The idea propounded to mo was, tliat tko monthly some- 
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tiling slioald be a voliiclc for certain jdaics to be executed by 
Mr. Sktmoitiij and tlioro T^^as a notion, eitber on tbo part 
of tliat admirable Immorous artist, or of my -visitor (I forget 
-wlii(ii), tliat a Nimrod CW),’^ tlic members of -v^Mcli were 
to go out aliootiiig, fisliing, and so foiili, and getting tbem- 
BolvoB into difTicnltics tliroiigb iboir want of dexterity, would 
bo tlio best means of introducing tbose. I objected, on con- 
sideration, tliat altliougli born and partly bred in tlie country, 
I was no groat sportsman, except in regard of all kinds of 
locomotion; tliat tlio idea was not novel, and bad been 
already inucb used ; ibat it would be infinitely better for 
tbo i>laies to arise naturally out of tbo text; and tbat 1 
sbould like to take my omr way, with a freer range of 
Exiglisli scones and pooxilc, and was afraid I sbould ultimately 
do so in any case, wbatover course I might prescribe to myseK 
at starting. My views being deferred to, I tbougbt of Mr. 
Pickwick, and wrote tbo first number ; from tbo proof-sbeets 
of wHcb, Mr. Seymour made bis drawing of tbo Club, and 
tliat bappy portrait of its founder, by wbicb bo is always 
riK’oguised, and wbicb may be said to bave made liim a 
reality. I coimGctod Air. Pickwick with a club, because of 
tbo original suggestion, and I imt in Air. Winlde expressly 
for tbo use of Mr. Seymour. Wo started -witb a number of 
twenty- four pages instead of tbiriy-two, and four illustrations 
in lien of a couple. Mr. Seymour^ s sudden and lamented 
deaib before tlie second number was p’^bb'd od, brouglit about 
a quick decision upon a point aboady in agitation; tbe 
number became one of ibiidy-two pages witb two illustrations, 
and remained so to tbo end. Aly friends told me it vras a 
low, cboap form of publication,^ by wlncb I sbould ruin all 

* Tliis book would liavo coHt, at the tliou csial disked price of novels, akout 
four guinoas aiul a kalf. 
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my rising Iiopes ; and liow rigM my friends turned ont to be, 
everybody now knows. 

my signature in tlie Morning Cbronicle, appended 
to tbe montbly cover of tbis book, and retained long after- 
wards, was tbe nickname of a pet child, a younger brother, 
whom I had dubbed Moses, in honour of the Vicar of ‘Wake- 
field ; which being facetiously pronounced through the nose, 
became Boses, and being shortened, became Boz. 
was a very familiar household word to me, long before I was 
an author, and so I came to adopt it. 

It has been observed of Mr. Pickwick, that there is a 
decided change in his character, as those pages proceed, and 
that he becomes more good and more sensible. I do not 
think this change will appear forced or unnatural to my 
readers, if they will reflect that in real life the pc'culiariiic's 
and oddities of a man who has anything whimsical about 
him, generally impress us first, and that it is not until wo 
are better acquainted with him that we usually begin to look 
below these superficial traits, and to know the bettor part 
of him. 

Lest there should bo any weU-iatontioned persons who do 
not perceive the difference (as some such could not, when 
OLD MOKTALiTY was newly published) between religion and 
the cant of religion, piety and tbe pretence of piety, a liumblo 
reverence for the great truths of scriptiuo, and an audacious 
and offensive obtrusion of its letter and not its spirit in tho 
coimnonest dissensions and meanest affairs of life, to the 
extraordinary confusion of ignorant minds, let them under- 
stand that it is always the latter, and never the former, wMch 
is satirized here. Further, that tlio latter is hero satirized 
as being, according to aH experience, inconsistent wMi the 
former, impossible of union with it, and one of tlxo most e’vil 
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and miscliioTons falsclioods existent in society — ^wlietliGr it 
ostablislx its lioiid-Qiiartcrs, for tlie time Tbeing, in Exeter 
IIcJl, or Ebonezor Cliapol, or Tbotla. It may appear nnneces- 
saiy to oITer a word of observation on so plain a bead. 
But, it is never out of season to protest against tbat coarse 
familiaiity -vvitli sacred things, wbicb is busy on the Hp, and 
idle in tbe heart ; or against the confounding of Christianity 
with any class of persons who, in the words of Swipt, have 
just enough religion to make them hate, and not enough to 
make them love, one another. 

I have found it curious and interesting, looking over the 
shoots of this reprint, to mark what important social improve- 
ments have taken place about us, almost imperceptibly, even 
since they were originally written. The licence of Counsel, 
and the degino to which Juiios are ingeniously bewildered, 
are yet suscoptiblo of moderation j while an improvement in 
the mode of conducting Parliamontary Elections (especially for 
counties) is stiH within tho bounds of possibility. But, legal 
roforms have pared tho claws of Messrs. Dodson and Fogg ; 
a spirit of self-respoct, mutual forbearance, education, and 
co-oporation, for such good ends, has diffused itseK among 
thoir dorks,* places far apart are brought together, to the 
present convonionco and advantage of the Public, and to the 
certain destruction, in time, of a host of petty jealousies, 
blindnesses, and prejudices, by which the Public alone have 
always been tho sufferers ; tho laws relating to imprisonment 
for debt are altered ; and the Fleet Prison is pulled down ! 

With such a retrospect comprised within so short a period, 
who knows, but it may be discovered, witbin ibis Century, 
that there are oven magistrates in town and country, who 
should bo taught to shake hands every day with Common- 
sense and Justice; that even Poor Laws may have mercy 
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on tlie wcaK, fclie aged, and nnfortmiato ; fliat Scliools, on tlio 
broad n.'jiicipjcs of Cluistianity, aro tlio bost adornment for 
tlie lengtli and breadtli of tLis civilised land; tliat Prison- 
doors sbonld be barred on tlie outside, no less beavily and 
carefully than tliey aro barred witbin; that the imiversal 
diffusion of common means of decency and health is as much 
the right of the poorest of the poor, as it is indisj^onsa'ldc to 
the safety of the rich, and of the State; that a few potty 
boards and bodies — ^less than drops in the great ocean of 
humanity, ■which roars around them — are not to let loose 
Pever and Consumption on God’s creatures at their wiU, 
or always to keep their little fiddles going, for a Dance of 
Death ! 
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CHAPTER I. 

THE PIOKWICKIANS. 

The first ray of liglit -which ill-umines tke gloom, and 
couvorts into a dasszling brilliancy tbat obscurity in wMclr tbe 
(miiior liistory of tb© public career of tbe immortal Pickwick 
would ax)poar to bo iiivolvod, is deriyod from tke perusal of 
tlio following entry in ike Transactions of tke Pickwick Club, 
wliicli iko editor of tkeso papers feels tke kigkest pleasure in 
laying before bis readers, as a proof of tke careful attention, 
link' fa tig able assiduity, and nice discrimination, witk wkick 
Ills soarck among tke multifarious documents confided to kim 
kas keen conducted* 

May 12, 1827. Josepk Smiggers, Esq*, P.Y.P. M.P.O.,'*‘" 
prosidirig. Tko ^ unanimously agreed to. 

“ Tkat tkis Association kas beard read, witk feelings of 
uinulnglod satisfaction, and unqualified approval, tke paper 
communicated by Samuel Piclnvick, Esq , G.C.M.P.C.,t entiHed 
^ .SpecuLuions on tke Source of tke Hampstead Ponds, witk 
some Observations on ike Tkeory of Tittlebats ; ' and tkat tkis 
Association does kereby return its warmest tkanks to tke said 
Samuel Pickwick, Esq., G.C. M.P.C., for tke same. 

‘^Tbat wMle tkis Association is deeply sensible of tke 
advantages wkick must accrue to tke cause of science, from 
tko production to wMck tkey kave just adverted, no less tkan 
from tke unwearied xesearckes of Samuel Pickwick, Esq., 

* Perpetual Yieo-President — MemLcr Pickwick Oluk* 
f Qeuoral Chairman— Mcmbci Pickwick Club. 

TOL. I* ® 
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G,C. in Hornsey, Brixton, and CamUorwell; 

tEey cannot "but entertain a Jiveiy sense of tEe inestimable 
benefits ^McE must inevitably result from carrying tEe apocti- 
lations of tEat learned man into a wider field, from extending Eis 
travels, and consequently enlarging Eis spEere of observation ; 
to tEe advancement of knowledge, and tlie diffusion of learning. 

TEat witE tEe view just mentioned, tins Association Eas 
taken into its serious consideration a proposal, emanating 
j6rom the aforesaid Samuel Pickwick, Esq., G.C. M.P.C., and 
tEree otEer Pickwickians Eeroinafter named, for forming a 
new branoE of United Pickwickians under tEe title of TEo 
roi’iv‘-|)-"‘nd'iig Society of tEe Pickwick Club. 

'■ 'i’cin i'io said proposal Eas received tEe sanction and 
approval of tEis Association. 

TEat tEe Corresponding Society of tEe Pickwick Club is 
tEerefore Eereby constituted,* and tEat Samuel Pickwick, 
Esq., G.C. M.P.C,, Tracy Esq., M.P.C., Augnsius 

Snodgrass, Esq., M.P.C., anil I Winkle, Esq., M.P.C., 

are Eereby nominated and appointed members of the same : 
and tEat tEey be requested to forward, j&rom time to time, 
autEenticated accounts of tEeir journeys and invostigaiions ; 
of tEeir oEservations of cEaracter and manners; and of tlie 
wEole of their adventures, together wiili all talcs and papers, 
to which local scenery or associations may give rise, to the 
Pickwick Club, stationed in London. 

TEat this Association cordially recognises the principle of 
every member of the Corresponding Society defraying Eis own 
travelling expenses ; and that it secs no oEjection whatever 
the members of the said society pursuing their inqmrios for 
any length of time they ploaso, upon the same terms. 

That the members of the aforesaid Co!Tos])oiiding Sociot}’’, 
he, and are herohy informed, that their lo pay the 

postage of their letters, and the carriage of their parcels, has 
been deliberated upon, by this Association, That this Asso- 
ciation considers such proposal worthy of the great minds 
from which it emanated; and lliat it hereby signifies its 
perfect acquiescence therein.*’ 

A casual ohserver, adds the Secretary, to whose notes we 
are indebted for the following account, — a casxial obsorvi'i* 
might possibly have remarked nothing oxtraordinaij in fte 
bald head, and circular spectacles, which were intently turned 
towards liis (the Secretary’s) face, during the reading of the 
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aliOYo resolutions. To -tiiose wlio knew that the gigantic 
brain of Pickmck -was TYorking beneath tliat forehead, and 
that the beaming eyes of Pickwick were iwinisling behind 
those glasses, the sight was indeed an interesting one. There 
sp,t the man who had traced to their source the mighiy Ponds 
of Ilamxistcad, and agitated the scientific world with his 
Theory of Tittlebats, as calm and unmoved as the deep waters 
of the one on a frosty day, or as a soHtary specimen of the 
other, in the inmost recesses of- an earthen jar. And how 
much more interesting did the sp)ectacle become, when, starting 
into full life and animation, as a simultaneous call for Pick- 
mck ” burst from his followers, that illustrious man slowly 
mounted into the Windsor chair, on which he had been pre- 
viously seated, and addressed the club himself had founded. 
What a study for an artist did that exciting scene present ! 
The eloquent Pickwick, with one hand gracefully concealed 
behind his coat tails, and the other waving in air, to assist 
his glowing declamation: his elevated position revealing those 
tights and gaiters, which, had they clothed an ordinary man, 
might have passed without observation, but which, when 
Pickwick clothed them — ^if wo may use the expression — 
inspired involuntary awe and respect ; surrounded by the men 
who had volunteered to share the perils of his travels, and 
who were destined to participate in the glories of his dis- 
coveries. On his right hand, sat Mr. Tracy Tupman; the 
too susceptiblo Tupman, who to the wisdom and experience of 
maturer years superadded the enthusiasm and ardour of a 
boy, in the most interesting and pardonable of human woalc- 
nesses — ^love. Time and feeding had expanded that once 
romantic formj the black silk: waistcoat had become more 
and more dc\'olop(xl ; inch by inch had the gold watch chain 
beneath ii di‘'ap})(\n-od from within the range of Tupman’s 
vision j and gradually had the capacious chin encroached upon 
the borders of the white cravat, but the soul of Tupman had 
known no change — admiration of the fair sex was stih its 
ruling passion. On the left of his great leader sat the poetic 
Snodgrass, and near him again the sporting Winkle ; the 
foriiicr po( li( nU\ enveloped in a mysterious blue cloak with a 
canirio->ivin (oUar, and the latter communicating additional 
Ixxstre to a new green shootiag coat, plaid neckercMof, and 
closely fitted drabs. 

Mr. Pickwickh oration upon tliis occasion, together vdth 



4 


POSTHUMOUS PAPERS OP 


the debate thereon, is entered on the Transactions of the Club. 
Both bear a strong affinity to the discussions of other cele- 
brated bodies ; and, as it is always interosting to trace a 
resemblance between the proceedings of great men, wo transfer 
the entry to these pages. 

Mr. Pickwick observed (says the Secretary) that fame was 
dear to the heart of every man. Poetic fame was dear to th(^ 
heart of his Mend Snodgrass, the fame of < * ‘ ‘ eq^uaHy 

dear to his Mend Tupman ; and the desire of earning fame, in 
the sports of the field, the air, and the water, was uppermost 
in the breast of his friend Winkle. He (Mr. Pickwick) woxiltl 
not deny, that he was infiuenced by human passions, and 
human feelings, (cheers) — possibly by human weaknesses — 
(loud cries of ‘ No' ) ; but this he would say, that if ever the 
fce of self-importance broke out in his bosom, tlie desire to 
benefit the human race in preference, efibctuaJIy quenched it. 
The praise of mankind was his Swing; pliil.Liulp-npy was his 
insurance ofEloe. (Vehement cheering.) Ho had felt some 
pride — ^he acknowledged it freely ; and lot Ms enemies mtilco 
the most of it — ^he h^ felt some pride when ho presented his 
Tittlehatian Theory to the world ; it might ho celebrated or it 
might not. (A cry of ^ It is,' and great cheering.) Ho would 
take the assertion of that honourable Pickwickian whose voice 
he had just heard — ^it was celebrated ; but if the fame of tliat 
treatise were to extend to the farthest confines of the Imown 
world, the pride with wMch he should reflect on the author- 
ship of that procluciion, would he as nothing compniM^d with 
the pride with wMch he looked around Mm, on this, the 
proudest moment of his existence. (Cheers.) Ho was a humble 
individual. ( ^ No, no.' ) Still he could not but fiiol that they 
had selected him for a sernce of great honour, and of some 
danger. Travelling was in a troubled state, and the minds of 
coachmen were unsettled. Let them look abroad, and contem- 
plate the scenes wHch were enacting around them. Stage 
coaches were upsetting in all directions, horses wore bolting, 
boats were overturning, and boilers were bursting, (Clxeors— 
a voice ' No.' ) No I (Cheers.) Let that honourable Pick- 
wickian who cried ^ No ' so loudly, come forward and deny 
it, if he could. (Cheers.) Who was it that cried *No'? 
(Enthusiastic cheering.) Was it some vain and disappointed 
man — ^he would not say haberdasher — (loud eboors)-- wlio, 
jealous of the praise which had been — ^perhaps uiidosorvcdly — 
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1)esto-\ved oil Ms (Mr. Pickwick’s) researckes, and smarting 
imder tke censure wMcli Iiad been heaped upon Ms own feeble 
attempts at rivalry, now took tMs vile and calumnious mode 
of 

Mr. BnoTTOisr, (of Aldgate,) rose to order. Did the honour- 
able Pickwickian allude to him ? (Cries of ' Order,’ ‘ Chair,’ 
^ Yes,’ ^No,’ ^ Go on,’ ^ Leave off,’ &:c.) 

'' Mr. Pickwick would not put up to be put down by clamour, 
lie had alluded to the honourable gentleman. (Great ex- 
citement.) 

Mr. Bloxtok would only say then, that he repelled the hon. 
gent’s false and scurrilous accusation, with profound contempt. 
(Great cheering.) The hon. gent, was a humbug. (Immense 
confusion, and loud cries of ' Chair ’ and ' Order.’) 

Mr. A. Snodgeass rose to order. Pie threw himself upon 
the chair. (Hear.) He wished to know, whether tMs dis- 
graceful contest between two members of tliat club, should be 
allowed to continue ? (Hear, hear.) 

The CiiAiEMAK was quite sure the hon. Pickwickian would 
withdraw tlie expression he had just made use of. 

Mr. Blotton, with all possible respect for the chair, was 
quite sure ho would not. 

The Chaieman felt it Ms imporaiivo duty to demand of the 
honourable gentleman, whether he had used the expression 
wMch had just escaped him, in a common sense. 

Mr. BnoTTON had no hesitation in sa,ying, that he had not — 
ho had used the word in its Pickwickian sense. (Hear, hear.) 
He was bound to acknowledge, that, personally, he entertained 
the Mghest regard and esteem for the honourable gentleman ; 
ho had merely considered him a humbug in a Pickwickian 
point of view. (Hear, hear.) 

Mr. Pickwick felt much gratified by the fair, candid, and 
full explanation of Ms honourable friend. He begged it to be 
at once understood, that Ms own observations had been merely 
intended to bear a PickwicMan construction. (Cheers.)” 

Plere the entry terminates, as we have no doubt the debate 
Md also, after arriving at such a MgMy satisfactory, and 
1 .hlhgihlo point. We have no official statement of the facts, 
wiiich the reader wall find recorded in the next chapter, but 
they have been carefully collated from letters and other MS. 
authorities, so unquestionably genuine, as to justify their 
narration in a connected form. 
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CHAPTER II. 

THE EIRST DAY S JOURNEY, AND THE PIRST EVENING’S ADVENTURES ; 

WITH THEIR CONSEQUENCES. 

That ptmctiial servant of aU work, the sun, had just risen, 
and begun to strike a light on the morning of tho ilxii'toonth of 
May, one thousand eight hundiud and twenty-seven, when Mr. 
Samuel Pickwick burst like another sun from his slumbers ; 
threw open Ms chamber window, and looked out upon tho 
world beneath. GosweH-street was at his feet, Goswoll-stroot 
was on his right hand — as far as tho eye could roach, Goswoll- 
street extended on his left; and tho opposite side of Goswoll- 
street was over the way. Such,’^ tliought Mr. Pickwick, 
are the narrow views of those philosoi)]iors wlu;, content with 
examining the things that lie before them, look not to tho 
truths wMch are hidden beyond. As woU might I bo content 
to gaze on Goswell-street for over, witliout one effort to 
penetrate to the hidden countries which on every side surround 
it.'' And having given vent to tixis beautiful reflection, Mr. 
Pickwick proceeded to put liimself into liis clothes ; and his 
clothes into his portmanteau. Groat men are seldom over- 
scrupulous in tho ...■•■ 'of their attire ; tho operation 
of shaving, dressing, ana coireo-inihibing was soon porformod : 
and, in another hour, Mr. Pickwick, with his portmaihxum in 
his hand, his telescope in his groat-coat pocket, and his note- 
book in his waistcoat, ready for the reception of any discove- 
ries worthy of being noted down, had arrived at tho coach 
stand in St. Martin’ s-le-Grand. 

'' Cab !” said Mr. Pickwick. 

'‘Here yon are, sir,” shouted a strange specimen of tho 
human race, in a sackcloth coat, and apron of tlu^ same, who 
with a brass label and number round his neck, looked as if lie 
were catalogued in some collection of rarities. This was tiiio 
waterman. Here you are, sir. Now, then, fust cab 
And the first cab having been fetched from Ulo public-lious(\ 
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wliere lie liad been smoking Ms first pipe, Mr. Pickwick and 
liis portmanteau were tkrown into tke veMcle, 

Golden Cross, said Mr. Pickwick. 

Only a bob’s vortb. Tommy,” — cried tbe driver, sulkily, 
for tbe information of Ms Mend tbe waterman, as tbe cab 
drove off. 

How old is that borse, my Mend inquired Mr. Pick- 
wick, rubbing Ms nose with tbe sbiUing be bad reserved for 
tbe fare. 

Porty-two,” replied tbe driver, eyeing Mm askant. 

‘^'Wbat!” ejaculated Mr. Pickwick, laying Ms band upon 
Ms note-book. Tbe driver reiterated Ms former statement. 
jSIr. Pickwick looked very bard at tbe man’s face, but Ms 
features were immoveable, so be noted down tbe fact fortb- 
witb. 

And bow long do you keep Mm out at a time?” inquired 
Mr. Pickwick, searcbing for furtber information. 

Two or three veeks,” replied tbe man. 

Weeks ! ” said Mr. Pickwick in astonishment — and out 
came tbe note-book again. 

He bves at Pentonwil when be’s at borne,” observed tbe 
driver, coolly, but we seldom takes Mm borne, on account of 
bis veakness.” 

On account of Ms weakness ; ” reiterated tbe perplexed 
Mr. Pickwick. 

** He always falls down, wben be’s took out o’ tbe cab,” 
continued tbe driver, but wben be ’s in it we bears Mm up 
worry tight, and takes him in werry short, so as be can’t 
werry well fbll down, and we’ve got a pair o’ precious large 
wheels on ; so ven be does move, they run after Mm, and be 
must go on — ^be can’t help it.” 

Mr. Pickwick entered every word of tMs statement in Ms 
note-book, with tbe view of communicating it to tbe club as a 
singular instance of tbe tenacity of life in horses, under trying 
circumstances. Tbe entry was scarcely completed wben they 
reached tbe Golden Cross. Down jumped the driver, and out 
got Mr- Pickwick. Mr. Tupman, Mr. Sjirxl^^ra-s, and Mr. 
Winkl e, wbo bad been anxiously waiting the arrival of their 
illustrious leader, crowded to welcome him. 

Here ’s your faro,” said Mr. Pickwick, bolding out tbe 
sMbing to tbe driver. 

What was tbe learned man’s astonishment, when that 
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xmaceotmtable person flung tiro money on tlxe payement, and 
requested in figurative terms to be allowed tbo pleasure of 
figliting Mm (Mr. Pickwick) for tlie amount ! 

You are mad/^ said Mr. Snodgrass. 

Or drunk,” said Mr. Winkle. 

Or both,” said Mr. Tupman, 

Come on,” said tfie cab-driver, sparring away Hk© clock- 
work. Come on — all four on you.” 

Here ^s a lark ! ” sbouted kalf-a-dozen liaclmey coaclimen. 

Go to vork, Sam,” — and tkey crowded wxtk groat glee 
round tke party. 

What’s the row, Sam?” inquired one gontlenuin in black 
calico sleeves. 

“ Eow ! ” replied the cabman, what did ho want my 
number for ? ” 

''I didn’t want your number,” said Hie astonished Mr. 
Pickwick. 

What did you take it for, then ? ” inqtnrcd the cabman. 

I did n’t take it,” said Mr. Pickwick, iudignanily. 

Would any body believe,” continued the cab-driver, 
appealing to the crowd, — would any body believe as an 
informer ’ud go about in a man’s cab, not only takin’ down 
Ms number, but ev’ry word ho says into tli© bargain” (a 
light flashed upon Mr. Pickwick — ^it was the note-book.) 

Did ^ inquired another cabman. 

Yes, uid JLo,” replied the first— and then arter aggora- 
watin’ me to assault liirn, geis iliroo witnesses hero to prove 
it. But I’ll give it him, tf i’\e six months for it. Como 
on,’^ and the cabman dashed Ms hat upon the ground, wiih a 
reckless disregard of his own private pr( »pot fy, and knoekcKl 
Mr. Pickwick’s spectacles oil, and ibll{)\\('{l up the aita<k 
with a blow on Mr. Pickwick’s nose, and another on Mr. 
Pickwick’s chest, and a tMrd in Mr. Snodgi'ass’s eye, and a 
fourth, by way of variety, in Mr. Tu[)man\s waistcoat, and 
then danced into the road, and tluux back again to the 
j:jLxonLcnb and finally dashed the whole temporary supply of 
lu'c.UiL out of Mr. Winkle’s body; and aH in hahf-a-dozon 
seconds. 

Wlxere’s an ofiicer ? ” said Mr, Snodgrass. 

Put ’em under the pump,” suggested a hot* pi© man. 

** You shall smart for this,” gasped Mr* Pickwick. 

Informers,” shouted the crowd. 
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Come on, cried the cahman, who had been sparring 
without cessation the whole time. 

The mob had hitherto been passive spectators of the scene, 
but as the intelligence of the Pickwicldans being informers 
was spread among Uiem, they began to canvass with con- 
siderable vivacity the propriety of enforcing the heated pastry- 
vendor’s proposition : and there is no saying what acts of 
personal aggi'ession they might have committed, had not the 
fifiray been unexpectedly terminated by the interposition of a 
new comer. 

What ’s the fun said a rather tall thin young man, in a 
green coat, emerging suddenly ixom the coach-yard. 

Informers ! ” shouted the crowd again. 

W’o are not,^’ roared Mr. Pickwick, in a tone which, to 
any dispassionate listener carried conviction with it. 

''Ain’t you, though, — ain’t you?” said the young man, 
axixicsaling to Mr. Pickwick, and making Ms way through the 
crowd, by the infallible process of elbowing the countenances 
of its component members. 

That learned man in a few hurried words explained the 
real state of the case. 

" Como along, then,” said he of the green coat, luggiag 
Mr. Piokmck after him by maia force, and talking the whole 
way. " Hero, No. 924, take your fare, and take yourself off — 
respectable genileman, — ^know him weU — ^none of your non- 
sense — ^this way, sir — ^where’s your friends ? — ah a mistake, 
I see — never mind — accidents wih happen — ^best regulated 
families — ^never say die — down upon your luck — ^puh him up 
— ^put that in his pipo — ^like the flavour — damned rascals.'’ 
And with a lengthened string of similar broken sentences, 
delivered with extraordinary volubility, the stranger led the 
way to the travehers’ waiting-room, whither he was closely 
fohowed by Mr. Pickwick and his disciples. 

" Plere, waiter,” shonted the stranger, riuging the heh 
with tremendous violence, " glasses round, — ^brandy and 
water, hot and strong, and sweet, and plenty, — eye damaged, 
sir? Waiter; raw beef-steak for the gentleman’s eye, — 
nothing like raw beef-steak for a bruise, sir ; cold lamp-post 
very good, but lamp-post inconvenient-damned odd standing 
in the open street half-an-hour, with j-our eyo against a lamp- 
post — eh, — ^voiy good — ^ha ! lia ! ” ind the stranger, without 
stopping to hike breath, swallowed at a draught fidl half-a-pint 
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of tlie recking "brandy and water, and Hung liinisolf into a cbair 
witb as much ease as if notMng 110001x1111011 bad occnrrod. 

While bis three companions were bnsily engaged in prof- 
fering tbeir thanks to tbeir new ac<][uaintance, Mr. Pickwiclc 
bad leisure to examine bis costume and appearance. 

He was about tbe middle height, but the thinness of bis 
body, and tbe length of bis legs, gave him the appearance of 
being much taller. The green coat bad boon a smart dross 
garment in tbe days of swallow-tails, but bad evidently in 
those times adorned a much shorter man than ibo stranger, 
for tbe soiled and faded sleeves scarcely readied to bis wrists. 
It was buttoned closely up to Ms cbiu, at the imminent 
hazard of splitting tbo back,* and an old stock, without a 
vestige of sMrt collar, ornamented bis neck. His scanty black 
trousers displayed here and there those shiny patches wMch 
bespealc long service, and were strapped veiy tightly ovcjr a 
pair of patched and mended shoes, as if to conceal ilio dirty 
wMte stockings, wMch were nevertheless distinctly visiblo. 
TIN lo>;g black hair escaped in negligent waves from beneath 
» ,!fh ti'le of Ms old pinchod-np hat; and glimpses of his bare 
■wrist might he observed, between the tops of Ms gloves, rmd 
the cuffs of Ms coat sleeves. His face was thin and haggard ; 
hut on indescribable air of jaunty iin])iul('nc (5 luul perfect self- 
possession pervaded the whole man. 

Such was the individual, on whom Mr. Pickwick gazed 
tlirough Ms ■ ' " ho had fortiniah'ly rocovorocl), 

and to whom he proceeded, when his friends had exhausted 
themselves, to return, in chosen terms, Ms warmest thanks for 
Ms recent assistance. 

“ Never mind,^^ said tlio stranger, cutting tlio address very 
short, said enough, — ^no more ; smart chap that cabman-— - 
handled his fives well; but if I^d boon yoxir friend in the 
green jemmy — damn mo — ^imneh Ms head— kiod I would,— 
pig^s wMsper, — ^pieman too, — ^no gammon.” 

Ibis coherent speech was iniorrupiod by the ontranoo of 
the Eochester coachman, to announce that Commodore” 
was on the point of starting. 

Commodore !” said the stranger, starting ux>, my coach, 
— ^place booked, — one outside — Cleave you to pay for the 
brandy and water, — ^want change for a five,— bad silver— 
Brummagem buttons — ^woMt do — ^no go — eh?^^ and he sliook 
Ms head most knowingly. 
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Now it so liaxipened tliat Mr. Pick-\7ick and Ms tkree com- 
panions had resolved to make Eockester tkeir fost Halting 
place too ; and Having intimated to tHeir new-found acquaint- 
ance tliat tHey were journeying to tHe same city, tHey agreed 
to occupy tlie seat at tlie back of tHe coacH, wHere tHey could 
all sit togetHer. 

Up with you/’ said the stranger, assisting Mr. Pickwick 
on to tHe roof witH so mucH precipitation, as to impair tHe 
gravity of tHat gentleman’s deportment very materially. 

Any luggage, sir ?” inquired tHe coacHman. 

WHo — I ? Broivn paper parcel Here, tliat ’s all, otHer 
luggage gone by water, — ^packing cases, nailed up — ^big as 
Houses — ^Heavy, Heavy, damned Heavy,” replied tHe stranger, 
as He forced into His pocket as mucH as He could of tHe brown 
paper parcel, wMcH presented most suspicious indications of 
containing one sMrt and a HandkercMef. 

Heads, Heads, take care of your Heads,” cried tHe 
loquacious stranger, as tHey came out under tHe low arcHway, 
wHicH in tHose days formed tHe entrance to tHe coacH-yard. 

Terrible — d<”'g(r(Ai'< work — otHer day — ^five cHildren 
— ^motHer — tali lady, eating 'd fi-'-y-d tHe arcH — 

cr asH — ^knock — cHildren look i m d ' i ; ^ b • : • - Head off — 

sandwicH in Her Hand — ^no moutH to put it in — ^Head of a 
family ofp — sHocking, sHocking. Looking at WMteHaU, sir, 
— ^fino place — ^Httle window — somebody else’s Head off tHere, 
ell, sir ? — ^He did n’t keep) a sHarp look-out enougH eitHer — eH, 
sir, ell?” 

I was ruminating,” said Mr. Pickwick, on tlie strange 
mutabiHty of Human affairs.” 

AH ! I see — ^in at tHe palace door one day, out at tlie 
window tHe next. PHilosopHer, sir ?” 

An observer of Human nature, sir,” said Mr. Pickwiclc. 

Ah, so am 1. Most pieople are when tHey ’ve little to do, 
and less to get. Poet, sir ?” 

My friend Mr. Snodgrass Has a strong poetic turn,” said 
Mr. Pickwick. 

“ So Have I,” said the stranger. , Epic poem, — ^ten thou- 
sand lines — ^revolution of July — composed it on the spot — 
Mars by day, Apollo by night, — ^bang the field-piece, twang 
the lyre.” 

You were present at that glorious scene, sir ?” said Mr. 
Snodgrass. 
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^'Present! tliirOk I was;* fired a musket, — ^fired witli an 
idea, — rushed into wine shop — ^wxote it down — ^back again— 
wliiz, hang — another idea — ^wine shop again — ^pen and ink- 
hack again — cut and slash — ^nohlo time, sir. Sportsman, 
sir abruptly turning to Mr. Winkle. 

A little, sir,’’ replied that gentleman. 

Fine pursuit, sir, — ^fine pursuit. — Dogs, sir 

Not just now,” said Mr. Winkle. 

Ah ! you should keep dogs — ^fine animals — sagacious 
creatures — dog of my own once — Pointer — surprising instinct 
— ont shooting one day — entering i'l- bi*!.'. 'w* :1 d- b‘ ji 

stopped — ^whistled again — ^Ponto — jm -i k ■!! r.‘!l 

him — Ponto, Ponto — ^wouldn’t move — dog transfixed — staring 
at a board — ^looked up, saw an inscription — ‘ Gamekeeper has 
orders to shoot all dogs found in tliis inclosuro— woxddn’t 
pass it — ^wonderful dog —valuable dog that — “Veiy.” 

Singular circumstance that,” said Air. Pickwick. “ WiH 
you allow me to make a note of it ?” 

Ccriainly, sir, certainly — ^liundrod more anoedotes of iho 
same animal. — Fine girl, sir” (to Mr, Tracy Tnpman, who 
had been bestowing sundry anti-PiokwioHan glances on a 
young lady by tlie roadside). 

Very !” said Mr. Tupman. 

English girls not so fine as Spanish — ^noblo oroaturos— 
jet hair — black eyos — lovely forms — sweet croatxiros — 
beautiful.” 

You have been iu Spain, sir ?” said Mr. Tracy Tupman. 

Lived there — ages.” 

Many conquests, sir ?” hujuiivd Air. Tupman. 

Conquests ! Thousands, Don iSolai’O Fizxjgig—Grandco 
— only dauglitor — Donna ChTibiiua — sjd.aidld croaturo— lovqd 
mo to distraction — jealons father — ^liigli-soulcd daugld(M’“" 
liandsomo Englishman — Donna Olixistina in dc.si);nr ]»nisslc 
add — stomach pump in my portmanteau— operation i)('iT()niH‘d 
— old Bolaro in eostacios — consent to our union— join Imads 
and floods of tears — ^romantic story — ^vory.” 

Is the lady in Englaxid now, sir ?” inquired Air. Ttipman, 
on whom the description of her diarms had produced a 
powerful I MI -n '>!<■ , 

Dead, - r i« .m/’ said the strangcu, applying to Ms right 

^ * A remarkaWo iastanc© of tko prophetic force of Mr. JinKt ; 

this cUalogae ooomred in the year 1827 : and ike Kevolatiou m Ib'ii). 
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eye tlie brief renmaiLt of a very old cambric bandkiercliief. 

Never recovered tlie istomach pomp — ^imdermined constitii- 
tioiL — ^fell a victim.’’ 

And ber father ?” inquired the poetic Snodgrass. 

Remorse and misery,” replied the stranger. Sudden 
disappearance — ^talk of the whole city — search made every- 
where — ^without success — ^public fountain in the great square 
suddenly ceased pla^/ing — ^^\'coks elapsed — stilL a stoppage — 
workmen to clean it — ^water drawn off — ^father-in- 

law discovered sticking head first in the main pipe, with a full 
confession in his right boot — ^took him out, and the fountain 
played away again, as well as ever.’' 

“Will you allow me to note that little romance down, sir?” 
said Mr. Snodgrass, deeply affected. 

“ Certainly, sir, certainly , — £fty more if you like to hear 
’em — strange life mine — ^rather curious history — ^not extra- 
ordinary, but singular.” 

In tMs strain, with an occasional glass of ale, by way of 
parenthesis, when the coach changed horses, did the stranger 
proceed, until they reached Rochester bridge, by which time 
the note-books, both of Mr. Pickwick and Mr. Snodgrass, were 
completely filled with selections from his adventures. 

“ Magiiifiv.cnt ruin!” said Mr. Augustus Snodgrass, with 
all the poetic fervour that dMinguidird him, when they came 
in sight of the fine old castle. 

“ What a study for an antiquarian,” were the very words 
winch foR from Mr. Pickwick’s mouth, as he applied his 
telescope to his eye. 

“Ah! fine place,” said the stranger, “glorious pile — 
frowning walls — ^tottering arches — dark nooks — crumbling 
staircases — Old cathedral too — earthy smell — ^pilgrims’ feet 
worn away the old stops — little Saxon doors — confessionals 
like money-takers’ boxes at theatres — queer customers those 
monks — ^Popes, and Lord Treasurers, and all sorts of old 
feRows, with great red faces, and broken noses, turning up 
every day — ^bxiff jerkins i i’’ C' '■ 

place — old legends too — strange stories: capital;" and the 
stranger continued to soRloquizo untR they reached the BuR 
Inn, in the Iligh-sireet, w’here Ihe coach stopped. 

“ Do you remain here, sic ?’' inquired Mr. Nathaniel 
Winkle. 

“ Here — ^not I — -but you *d better — good house — ^nice beds 
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— ^Wriglif s next liouse, deax — ^very dear — lialf-a-crown in ilic 
bill, if yon look at tlie waiter — ckargo yon more if yon dine 
at a friend’s ikan tkoy would if yon dined in the coifeo-rooni 
— ^rnm fellows — ^very.” 

Mr. Winkle turned to Mr. Pickwick, and murmured a few 
words ; a whisper passed from Mr. Pickwick to Mr. Snod- 
grass, from Mr. Snodgrass to Mr. Tnpman, and nods of assent 
were exchanged. Mr. Pickwick addressed the stranger. 

Yon rendered ns a very important service, this morning, 
sir,” said he; ''will yon allow ns to offer a slight mark of 
our gratitude by begging the favom of your company at 
dinner?” 

Great pleasure — ^not presume to dictate, but broiled fowl 
and mushrooms — capital thing ! What time ?” 

Let me see,” replied Mr. Pickmck, referring to his watch. 

It is now nearly three. Shall wo say hve ?” 

Suit me excellently,” said the stranger, ^‘flvo im'cisolv 
till then — care of yourselves;” and hftmg the |d.i' Iiul-up hat 
a few inches from his head, and carelessly replacing it very 
much on one side, the stranger, mth half tlu) browji paper 
parcel sticking out of Ixis pocket, walked briskly up the yard, 
and turned into the Pligh-street. 

‘‘Evidently a traveller in many countries, and a close 
observer of men and things,” said Mr. Pickwick, 

“ I should like to see Ms poem,” said Mr. Snodgrass. 

“ I should like to have soon that dog,” said Mr. Winkle. 

Mr. Tupman said nothing; but ho thought of Donna 
Christina, the stomach pump, and tho fountain ; and his eyes 
filed with tears. 

A private sitting-room having boon engaged, bod-rooms 
inspected, and dinner ordered, tlio party wadked out to view 
the city, and adjoljihig neighbourhood 

We do not lind, i'roui a carefrd ponisal of Mr. Pk*kwi(k’s 
notes on the four towns, Stroud, Eochostor, Chaiham, and 
Brom])tou, that his iinpre^slous of ihoir a])])<'uraiic(* differ in 
any matorial point, frojn Ihcse of other travollorB who liavtj 
gone over the same ground. His general dt'MTij>iioii Is ('asHy 
abridged. 

“The principal prodiuilons of tlioso towns,’* says Mr. Pick- 
wick, “appear to be soldiers, sailors, Jews, chalk, Blmmps, 
officers, and dockyard men. Tho commodities chiefly exposed 
for sale in tho public streets, cue marine stores, haxd-bake, 
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apx3les, flat-fisli, and oysters. Th.e streets present a lively and 
animated appearance, occasioned cMefly by tKe conviviality of 
tbe military. It is truly deliglitfiil to a mind, 

to see tbese gallant men, staggering along under tne influence 
of an overflow, both of animal, and ardent spirits; more 
especially when we remember that the following them about, 
and jesting with them, affords a cheap and innocent amuse- 
ment for the boy population. Nothing (adds Mr. Pickwick) 
can exceed their good humour. It was but the day before my 
arrival, that one of them had been most grossly insulted in the 
house of a publican. The bar-maid had positively refused to 
draw him any more liquor; in return for which, he had 
(merely in ][)]avfijlncsb) drawn his bayonet, and wounded the 
girl in the shoulder. And yet this flne fellow was the very 
first to go down to the house next morning, and express his 
readiness to overlook the matter, and forget what had 
occurred ! 

The consumption of tobacco in these towns (continues Mr. 
Pickwick) must be very great : and the smeU which pervades 
the streets must be exceedingly delicious to those who are 
extremely fond of smoking. A superficial traveller might 
object to the dirt which is their leading characteristic; but to 
those who view it as an indication of traffic, and commercial 
prosperity, it is truly - ' ” 

Punctual to five o’clock came the stranger, and shortly 
afterwards the dinner. He had divested himself of his brown 
paper parcel, but had made no alteration in his attire; and 
was, if possible, more loquacious than ever. 

What’s that he inquired, as the waiter removed one of 
the covers. 

Soles, sir.” 

Soles — ah ! — capital fish — all come from London — stage- 
coach proprietors get up pohtical dinners — carriage of soles — 
dojzens of baskets — cunning fellows. Glass of wine, sir?” 

'^With pleasure,” said Mr. Pickwick — and the stranger 
took wine ; first with him, and then with Mr. Snodgrass, and 
then with Mr. Tupman, and then with Mr. Winlde, and then 
with the whole party together, almost as rapidly as he talked. 

Devil of a mess on the staircase, waiter,” said the stran- 
ger. Forms going cjrpOTiIrrs coming down — Clamps, 
glasses, harps. What ’s going forward ?” 

EaU, sh,” said the waiter. 
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Assembly — oli ?’’ 

No, sir, not *Asscnil)ly, sir. for tli© benefit of a 

cliariiy, sir.’’ 

^^Many fine women in this town, do yon know, sir?” 
inquired Mr. Tupman, witli great interest. 

Splendid — capital. Kent, sir — ^Everybody Imows Kent— 
apples, cherries, hops, and women. Glass of wino, sir ?” 

With great pleasure,” replied Mr. Tupman. The stranger 
filled and emptied. 

I should very much like to go,” said Mr. Tupman, rtv 
suming the subject of the ball, very much.” 

“ Tickets at the bar, sir,” interposed the waiter, half-a- 
guinea each, sir.” 

Mr, Tupman again expressed an earnest wish to be present 
at the festivity ; but meeting with no response in the darkened 
eye of Mr. Snodgrass, or the abstracted gaze of Mr. Pictlavick, 
he applied himself with great interest to the port wine and 
dessert which had just been placed on tlxe table. The waiter 
withdrew, and the party were left to enjoy the cosy coui>lo of 
hoxirs succeeding dinner. 

Beg your pardon, sir,” said the stranger, Bottle stands — 
pass it round — ^way of the sun — ^through the button-hole — no 
heeltaps,” and he emptied his glass, which ho had fiUod about 
two minutes before ; and poured out another, with the air of a 
man who was used to it. 

The wine was passed, and a jBresh supply ordered. Tlio 
visitor talked, the Pickwickians hstoned. Mr. Tuxunan ftlfc 
every moment more disposed for the ball. Mr. Pickwick’s 
countenance glowed with an expression of universal x^hUan- 
thropy ; and Mr. Winklo, and Mr. Snodgrass, foU fast asleep. 

Tlicy’ro beginning up stairs,” said the stranger — hoar 
the company — ^fiddles tuning — ^now the liiu'[> -Iborf' ilioy go.” 
The various sounds which found ilxeir way down stairs, 
announced the oommencoment of the first quadrille. 

Plow I should like to go,” said Mr. Tupman, again. 

'' So should I,” said the stranger, — “ ooiifoundod luggage- 
heavy smacks — nothing to go in — odd, an’t it ?’* 

Now general henevolence was one of the loading features of 
the Pickwickian theory, and no one was more rcmnarkablo for 
the zealous manner in which he observed so noble a princi])lo, 
than Mr. Tracy Tupman. The number of instances, recorded 
on the Transactions of the Society, in which that excellent man 
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referred objects of cliariiy to tbe bouses of other members for 
left-off garments, or pecuniary relief, is almost incredible. 

I sbonld be very bappy to lend yon a change of apparel 
for ibe pnrpose,” said Mr. Tracy Tnpman, but you are ratber 
slim, and I am — ” 

Ratber fat — grown up Bacebus — cut tbe leaves — dis- 
mounted from tbe tub, and adopted kersey, eb ? — ^not double 
distilled, but double milled — ^ba ! ba ! — ^pass tbe wine.” 

■Wbotber Mr. Tupman was somewhat indignant at tbe 
peremptory tone in wbicb be was desired to pass tbe wine 
wbicb tbe stranger passed so quickly away; or whether be 
felt very properly scandaHzed, at an induential member of tbe 
Pickwick club being ignoi-unLoii-ly compared to a dismounted 
Bacebus, is a fact not yet complete^ ascertained. He passed 
tbe wine, coughed twice, and looked at tbe stranger for several 
seconds with a stern intensity; as that individual, however, 
appeared perfectly collected, and quite calm under bis searching 
glance, be gradually relaxed, and reverted to tbe subject of tbe 

ban. 

I was about to observe, sir,” be said, that though my 
apparel would be too large, a suit of my friend Mr. Winkle’s 
would, perhaps, fit you better.” 

Tbe stranger took Mr. Winkle’s measure with bis eye ; and 
that foatoe gbstened with satisfaction as be said — “ Just tbe 
thing !” 

Mr. Tupman looked round him. Tbe wine wbicb bad 
exerted its somniferous influence over Mr. Snodgrass, and Mr. 
Winkle, bad stolen upon tbe senses of Mr. Pickwick. That 
gentleman bad gradually passed through the various stages 
which precede tbe lethargy produced by dinner, and its 
coii'^cqucncos. He bad undergone tbe ordinary transitions 
fToni ilio bc-iglit of conviviabty, to tbe depth of misery, and 
from the depth of misery, to the height of conviviality. Like 
a gas lamp in the street, with the wind in the pipe, he had 
exhibited for a moment an unnatural brilliancy: then sunk 
so low as to be scarcely discernible: after a short interval, 
be bad burst out again, to enlighten for a moment, then 
flickered with an uncertain, staggering sort of Hgbt, and then 
gone out altogether. His bead was sunk upon bis bosom; 
and perpetual snoring, with a partial choke, occasionally, were 
tbe only audible indications of tbe great man’s presence. 

Tbe temptation to be present at the ball, and to form bis 
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first improssioBS of tlxo beauty of tlic Ivimtisli ladies, was 
strong upon Mr. Tax')man. Tiio tomx)tation to take tlio 
strangor witk Mm, was equally groat. IIo was wlioliy 
au;LC([iiohuo(l witli tlie place, and its irikabitants ; and tlio 
si ranger seoimd to possess as groat a knowledgxi of botli as if 
li© liad liTod tlxoro from Ms infancy, Mr. Winklo was asleep, 
and Mr. Tu]}man liad bad sufficient oxx)orionco in sxieli 
matters to know, that the moment ho awoko, ho would, in the 
ordinary coxirse of nature, roll heavily to hod. IIo was 
undocidod. “P^ill yom glass, and imss tho toio,’' said the 
indef liigal ^1 o risitor. 

Mr. Tupman did as he was requested ; and tho additional 
stimulus of tho last glass settled Ms determination. 

^^WinMe’s hed-room is inside mino,^' said Mr. Tupman; 
“ I could Mt mdio him understand xvhat I wanted, if I wok(? 
Mm now, hut I know ho has a dress suit, in a eaipc't-h.ig ; 
and supposing you wore it to tho hah, and took it oil* wluui 
we letiii-'ied, 1 could roxolaco it without trouMiug Mm at all 
about the matter.’ ' 

“Capital,” said the siraugor, “famous xdan- — dauniud odd 
situation — ^fourteen coats in tho packing cas<‘,s, a,nd ohligt'd to 
wear another man’s — ^vory good notion, tliair— very.” 

“ Wo must purchase our tickets,” said Mr. Tupman. 

“Not worth whilo .‘'plitihig a guinea,” said tlio stranger,. 
“ toss who shah X)ay for hoik - - I cah; you spin — -first tiuu^— 
woman — ^woman — ^bewitcMng woman,” and domi came the 
sov'croign, with tho Dragon (cahed hy courtesy a woman) 
uX)pormost, 

Mr. Tupman rang tho hoh, purchased tho tickets, uiul 
ordered chamber candlesticks. In another quarter of an hour 
the stranger was completely arrayed in a full suit of Mr. 
Nathaniel WinMe’s. 

“It’s a new coat,” said Mr. Tupanaii, as tlio stranger 
surveyed MmsoK with groat complacency in a cheval glass* 
“The first that’s been made witli our dub button,”— and he 
cahed Ms companion’s attention to tho large gilt btiiton which 
displayed a bust of Air. Pickwick in tho oontro, and tho letters 
“ P. C.” on either side. 

“P. 0.” said the stranger, — “queer set out— old fehow’s 
likeness, and ^ P. C.’ — ^What does ^ P. C.’ stand for- — Peculiar 
Coat, eh ? ” Mr. Tupman, with rising indignation, and groat 
importance, esq)lained tho mystic device. 
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Rather short in the waist, an^t it?’^ said the stranger, 
screwing himself round, to catch a glimpse in the glass of the 
waist buttons which were half way up his bach. Like a 
general postman's coat — queer coats those — ^made by contract 
— \ . dispensations of Providence — all 

ilio short men get long coats — all the long men short ones." 
Running on in this way, Mr. Tupman’s new companion 
mljusted his dress, or rather the dress of Mr. Winkle ; and, 
accompanied by Mr. Tupman, ascended the sta,ircase leading 
to the ball-room. 

'' What names, sir ? " said the man at the door, Mr. Tracy 
Tupman was stepping forward to announce his own titles, 
when the stranger prevented him. 

No names at all," — and then he whispered Mr. Tupman, 
Names won't do — ^not known — ^very good names in their 
way, but not great ones — capital names for a small party, but 
won't make an impression in public assembhes — incog, the 
.!»•> fi, I from London — distinguished foreigners — 
-■p-SNi;.' ■ door was thrown open; and Mr. Tracy 

Tupman, and the stranger, entered the ball-room. 

It was a long room, with crimson-covered benches, and was: 
candles in glass chandeliers. The musicians were securely 
confined in an elevated den, and quadrilles were being syste- 
maticaEy got through by two or three sets of dancers. Two 
card-tables were made up in the adjoining card-room, and two 
X^air of old ladies, and a corresponding number of stout 
gentlemen, were executing whist therein. 

The hnale concluded, the dancers promenaded the room, 
and Mr. Tupman and his companion stationed themselves in a 
comer, to observe the company. 

Charming women," said Mr. Tupman. 

^^Whit a minute," said the stranger, ‘'fun. presently — ^nobs 
not come yet — queer place — ^Dock-yard people of upper rank 
don't know Dock-yard people of lower rank — Dock-yard 
j)eople of lower rank don't know small gentry — small gentry 
don't know tradespeople — Commissioner don't know a in body." 

“ Who 's that httLe boy with the Hght hair and piok eyes, 
in a fancy dress ? " inquired Mr. Tupman. 

“Hush, pray— pink eyes— fancy dress— little boy— non- 
sense — Ensign 97th. — Honourable Wilmot Snipe — gi*eat 
family — Snipes — very,'’ 

“ Sir Thomas Clubber, Lady Clubber, and the Miss 
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Clubbers ! shouted the mau at tho door in a stoutorian 
voice. A great sousatiou was created tluougboiit the rooui, 
by tlie entrance of a tall gciutloman in a blue coat and bright 
buttons, a large lady in blue satin, and two young ladies on 
a similar ec^e, in fashionably-made dresses of the same 
hue. 

Commissioner — ^head of the yard — great man— ronxark- 
ably great man,” whispered tho stranger in Mr. Ti'[)uuin’.s ear, 
as the charitable committee ushered Sir Thomas Clubhor and 
family to the top of the room. Tho Honoxirahlo Wilmot 
Snipe, and other ai'iirpni.^lud gentlemen crowded to render 
homage to the Miss Clubbers j and Sir Thomas Clubber stood 
bolt upright; and looked majestically over his black necker- 
chief at the assembled company. 

Mr. Smithie, Mrs. Smithie, and tho Misses SmitMe,” was 
the next announcement. 

'^What’s Mr, Smithie?” inquired Mr. Tracy Tupman. 

Something in the yard,” replied tho stranger. Mr. 
Smithie bowed doferentiaJly to Sir Thomas Clubber ; and Sir 
Thomas Clubber tKknoub'dood the salute with conscious 
condescension. Lady Clubber took a telescopic view of Mrs. 
Smithie and family, through her oyo-glass, and Mrs. Smithie, 
stared, in her turn, at Mrs. Somebody else, whoso husband 
was not in the dock-yard at all, 

^'Colonel Bulder, Mrs. Colonel Bxildor, and Miss Balder,” 
were the next arrivals. 

Head of the garrison,” said tho stranger, in reply to Mr. 
Tupman’ s inquiring look. 

Miss Bidder was warmly welcomed by tho Miss Clubbers ; 
the greeting between Mrs. Colonel Bidder, and Lady Clubber, 
was of the most affectionate doseriptlon ; Colonel Buldor and 
Sir Thomas Clubber I'xehangod snuff-boxes, and looked voiy 
much like a pair of Alexander Selldrks ; — Mcmaxclis of all 
they surveyed.” 

While the aristocracy of die ])hu;c -ih(j Bidders, and 
Clubbers, and Snipes — ^wero tlius lu-oserviug ihoir dignity at 
the upper end of the room, the other classes of society were 
imitating their example in other parts of it. Tho less 
aristocratic officers of the 97th devoted themselves to the 
families of the less important functionaries from tho dock-yai’d. 
The soKcitors’ wives, and the wine-merchant’s wife, headed 
another grade, (tlie brewer's wife visited tlie Bidders;) and 
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Mrs. 'Tomlinson, tlie post-oja&ce keeper, seemed by mutual 
consent to have been cbosen tbe leader o£ tbe trade party. 

One of tbe most popular personages, in Ms omi circle, 
present, was a little fat man, witli a ring of uprigM black 
kair round his head, and an extensive bald plain on the top 
of it — Doctor Slammer, surgeon to the Ninety-seventh. The 
doctor took snuff with every body, chatted mth every body, 
laughed, danced, made jokes, played whist, did evGr;^i:hing, 
and was everywhere. To these pursuits, multifarious as they 
were, the little doctor added a more important one than any 
— ^he was indefatigable in paying the most xmremitting and 
devoted attention to a little old widow, whose rich dress and 
profusion of ornament bespoke her a most desirable addition 
to a limited income. 

Upon the doctor, and the widow, the eyes of both Mr. Tup- 
man and Ms companion had been fixed for some time, when 
the stranger broke silence. 

^^Lots of money — old ; - doctor — ^not a bad 

idea — good fun,’^ were the ■ ■ 11 ;-i’ ntences wMch issued 
from Ms lips. Mr. Tupman looked inquisitively in Ms face. 

I ’IL dance with the widow,” said the stranger. 

'Who is she ? ” inquired Mr. Tupman. 

Don’t know — ^never saw her in all my life — cut out the* 
doctor — ^here goes.” And the stranger forthwith crossed the 
room j and, leaning against a mantel-piece, commenced gazing 
with an air of respectful and melancholy admiration on the 
fat countenance of the little old lady. Mr. Tupman looked on, 
in mute astoMshment. The stranger progressed rapidly ; the 
little doctor danced -with another lady — the widow dropped 
her fan ,* the stranger picked it up, and presented it, — a smile 
— a bow — a curtsey — a few words of conversation. The 
stranger walked boldly up to, and returned with, the master 
of the ceremonies ; a little introductory pantomime ; and the 
stranger and Mrs. Budger took their places in a quadrille. 

The surprise of Mr. Tupman at tMs summary proceeding, 
great as it was, was immeasurably exceeded by the astonish- 
ment of the doctor. The stranger was young, and the widow 
was flattered. The doctor’s attentions were unheeded by the 
widow ; and the doctor’s indignation was wholly lost on his 
imperturbable rival. Dr. Slammer was paralyzed. He, Dr. 
Slammer of the Ninety-seventh, to be extinguished in a 
moment, by a man whom nobody had ever seen before, and 
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wliom nobody Imew CTen now! Doctor Slammer— Doctor 
Slammer of ilxo Ninoty-sevcntli rejected ! Impossible ! It 
coxdd not be 1 Yes, it was ; there they wore* Wliat ! intro- 
dncing his friond 1 Coxild he believe his eyes ! lie looked 
again, and was nnder the painful necessity of aclmilting the 
veracity of his optics ; Mrs. Badger was dancing with Mr. 
IVacy Tupman, there was no mistaldng the fact. There was 
the widow before him, bonneing bodily, here and there, with 
rmwonted vigour; and Mr. Tracy Tupman hopping about, 
■with a face expressive of the most intense aolomiiLly, dancing 
(as a good many people do) as if a quadxillo wore not a 
thing to be laughed at, but a severe trial to tlio feelings, 
which it requires indexible resolution to encounter. 

Silently and patiently did the doctor bear all this, and all 
the handings of negus, and watching for glasses, and darting 
for biscuits, and coquetting, that ensued ; but, a few seconds 
after the stranger had disappeared to lead Mrs. Bxidger to her 
carriage, he darted swiftly from the room with eveiy particle 
of his liilliorto-boillod-np indignation cfTorvtiscnig from all 
parts of his countenance, in a perspiration of passion. 

The stranger was returning, and Mr. Tupman was beside 
him. He spoke in a low tone, and laughed. The littlo 
doctor thirsted for his life. He was exulting. Ho had 
triumphed. 

Sir ! ” said the doctor, in an awful voice, producing a 
card, and retiring into an angle of tlio passage my name is 
Slammer, Doctor Slammer, sir — Xir)('(v-.s(‘veiiib reglmoiit — 
Chatham Barnickh — ^my card, sir, my card.’' Ho would have 
added more, but his indignation choked him. 

“ All ! ” replied tlie sti-migor, coolly, Slammer— much 
obliged — ^polite ationtioii — not 01 now, Slammer— but when 
I am — ^Imock you up.” 

*'You — ^you’re a shuiller, six,” gasped the furious docstor, 
a poltroon — a coward — a liar — a — ar— will notlung induce 
you to givo me your card, sir.” 

^'Oh! I see,” said the stranger, half aside, negus too 
strong here — liberal landlord — ^vc^ry foolisli — very-— hmiouadt^ 
much better — ^hot rooms — elderly gentleman — sufEu for it 
in the morning — cruel- — cruel ; '' and he moved on a step or 
two. 

You are stopping in this house, sir,” said iho indignant 
little man ; you are iutozicatod now, sir ; you shall hem' 





THE PIOKWIOE CLUB. 


23 


from me in tlie morning, sir, I sliall find yon out, sir ; I 
sliall find you out.” 

Rather you found me out, than found me at home,” 
re]Dlied the unmoyed stranger. 

Doctor Slammer looked unutterable ferocity, as he fixed his 
hat on his head with an indignant knock : and the stranger 
and Mr. Tupman ascended to the bed-room of the latter to 
restore the borrowed plumage to the unconscious Winkle. 

That gentleman was fast asleep ; the restoration was soon 
made. The stranger was extremely jocose ; and Mr. Tracy 
Tupman, being quite bewildered with wine, negus, lights, and 
ladies, thought the whole afiPair an exquisite joke. His new 
friend departed ; and, after experiencing some sHght difficult}^ 
in finding the orifice in his nightcap, originally intended for 
the reception of his head, and finally overturning his candle- 
stick in bis struggles to put it on, Mr. Tracy Tupman managed 
‘to get into bed, by a series of complicated evolutions, and 
shortly afterwards sanic into repose. 

Seven o’clock had hardly ceased striking on the following 
morning, when Mr. Pickwick’s comprehensive mind was 
aroused from the state of unconsciousness, in which slumber 
had plunged it, by a loud knocking at his chamber door. 

Who ’s there ? ” said Mr. Pickwick, starting up in bed. 

Boots, sir.” 

What do you want ? ” 

Please sir, can you teH me, which gentleman of your 
party wears a bright blue dress coat, with a gilt button with 
P. C. on it ? 

It ’s been given out to brush,” thought Mr. Pickwick ; 
and the man has forgotten whom it belongs to — Mr. Winkle,” 
he called out, next room but two, on the right hand.” 

Thank ’ee, sir,” said the Boots, and away he went. 

^'What’s the matter?” cried Mr. Tupman, as a loud 
knocking at Ms door roused Mm ftom his oblivious repose. 

Can I speak to Mr. Winkle, sir ? ” replied the Boots, 
ftom the outside. 

Winkle — Winkle,” shouted Mr. Tupman, caJling into the 
inner room. 

Hallo ! ” rephed a faint voice from within the bed-clothes. 

''You ’re wanted — some one at the door — ” and having 
exerted himseK to articulate thus much, Mr. Tracy Tupman 
turned roimd and fell fast aslccj) again. 
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WaiitGcl I said Mr. Wiriklo, tastily jumping out of l)ed^ 
and i)nttiiig on a few articles of clotting: ^‘wanted! at tins 
distance from toTO — ^wto on eartt can want mo ! 

Gentleman in tte coffee-room, sir/* replied tto Boots, as 
Mr. Winlde opened tte door, and confronted tim ; gontlonian 
says te *11 not detain you a moment, sir, but te can ttiko no 
denial.*’ 

Very odd ! ** said Mr. Winlde ; I *11 bo down directly.” 
Ho turriedly wrapped timself in a and 

drc'^fsing-go^vn, and proceeded down stairs. An old woman 
and a couple of waiters wore cleaning tlio coffeo-room, and an 
officer in undress uniform was looking out of tto window. 
He turned round as Mr. Winkle entered, and made a stiff 
inclination of tte tead. Having ordered tte attendants to 
retire, and closed tte door very carefully, to said, ‘^Mr. 
WinMo, I presume ? ” 

^^My name is WiuMo, sir.” 

You win not bo surprised, sir, •wton I inform you, ttat 
I tave called tere ttis morning on botalf of my friend, l)x*. 
Slammer, of tte Ninoty-sovontli.” 

Doctor Slammer ! ” said Mr. Winkle. 

Doctor Slammer. Ho bogged mo to express Ids opinion 
ttat your conduct of last ovoning uii.s of a (t\<(‘ri-j)ii()u winch 
no gentleman could endure: and (te added) wtict no one 
geni loman woxild piusiie towards anottor.” 

Mr. Winkle’s astonislimont was too roal, and too evident, to 
escape tte observation of Doctor Slammer’s friend; to there- 
fore proceeded. — ^^My friend, Doctor Slammer, jofjiKisicd mn 
to add, ttat te is firmly persuaded you wore intoxicated 
during a portion of tto evening, and \ " unconscaous of 

tte extent of the insult you were guiltj ■ i 1 ■ comnussionod 

me to say, ttat should this be pleaded as an excuse for yotir 
behaviour, te will consent to accept a written apology, to bo 
penned by you, from my dictation.*’ 

written apology I ” repeated Mr. Winldo, in tto most 
emphatic tone of amazement possible. 

Of course you know tte altemativo,” replied tto visitor, 
cooUy, 

Were you entrusted witt this message to me, l)y name ? ” 
inquired Mr. Winlde, wtose intellects were top<t\sdy eoniusod 
by ttis extraordinary oonvorsacion. 

was not present myself,” repted tte visitor, ^^and, in 



THE PICKWICK CLUB. 


25 


consequence of your firm refusal to give your card to Doctor 
Slammer, I was desired by that gentleman to identify tbe 
wearer of a very imcommon coat — a bright blue dress coat, 
mth a gilt button, displaying a bust, and the letters ' P. C.^ ” 
Mr. Winlde actually staggered with astonishment, as he 
heard his own costume thus minutely described. Doctor 
Slammer’s friend proceeded : — 

From the inquiries I made at the bar, just now, I was 
convinced that the owner of the coat in question arrived here, 
with three gentlemen, yesterday afternoon. I immediately 
sent up to the gentleman who was described as appearing the 
head of the party; and he, at once, referred me to you.” 

If the principal tower of Eochester Castle had suddenly 
walked from its foimdation, and stationed itself opposite the 
coffee-room mndow, Mr. WinMe’s surprise would have been 
as nothing, compared with the profound astonishment with 
which he had heard this address. His first impression was, 
that his coat had been stolen. Will you alLow^ me to detain 
you one moment ? ” said he. 

Certainly,” replied the unw^elcome visitor. 

Mr. Winkle ran hastily up-stairs, and with a trembling 
hand opened the bag. There was the coat in its usual place, 
but exhibiting, on a close inspection, evident tokens of having 
been worn on the preceding night. 

It must be so,” said Mr. Winkle, letting the coat fall 
from his hands. I took too much wine after dinner, and 
have a very vague recollection of walking about the streets, 
and smoking a cigar, afterwards. The fact is, I was very 
drunk ; — I must have changed my coat — gone somewhere — 
and insulted somebody — I have no doubt of it; and this 
message is the terrible consequence.” Saying which, Mr. 
Winkle retraced his steps in the direction of the coffee-room, 
with the gloomy and dreadful resolve of accepting the 
chahougo of the warlike Doctor Slammer, and abiding by 
the worst consequences that might ensue. 

To this determination Mr. Winkle was urged by a variety 
of considerations ; the first of which was, his reputation with 
the club. He had always been looked up to as a high 
authority on all matters of amusement and dexterify, whether 
offensive, defensive, or inoifensive ; and if, on this very first 
occasion of being put to the test, he shrunlc back from the 
trial, beneath his leader’s eye, bis name and standing were 
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lost for over. Besides, iie rememUcrod to liavo lioard it 
frcqiieijLtly surBiised by tlie nnimtiaiod in sucb matters, tliat 
by an -understood si'.* i‘ botwoon tbe seconds, tliopisiiols 

were seldom loaded witli ball; and, furtliermoro, lie reliectod 
tbat if be appiliod to Mr. Snodgrass to act as bis second, and 
depicted tbe danger in glowing terms, tbat gontloinan might 
possibly commxmicato tbo intolb'genco to Mr. Pickwicb, wbo 
would certainly lose no time in transmitting it to tbo local 
antborities, and thus prevent tbo killing or maiming of bis 
follower. 

Sucb wore Ms thoughts when be returned to the coilbe- 
room, and intimated bis intention of accepting tbo doctor’s 
challenge. 

n ^ briond, to arrange tlio time and 

place of meeting ? ” said tbo ojBTicor. 

Quito unnecessary,’^ ropHod Mr. AVinklo ,- name tbcni 
to mo, and I can procure tlio attendance of a friend, 
afterwards.” 

Shall we say — sunset this evening ? ” inquired tbo olficGr, 
in a careless tone. 

Very good,” repHed Mr. WinHo; tMrddjig in bis heart it 
was very bad. 

You Imow Fort Pitt ? ” 

Yes ; I saw it yesterday.” 

'' If you will take the trouble to turn into tbo field which 
borders tbo trench, take tbe foot-path to tbo loft, when you 
arrive at an angle of tbe fortiEcation ; and keep straight on 
tin you sec mo ; I will precede you to a secluded place, wdioru 
the affair can be conducted without fear of inti'rrnpiion.” 

Fmr of interruption ! ” thought Mr. Winldo. 

Nothing more to arrange, I tMnk,” said tbo officer. 

I am not aware of un^dnlng more,” replied Mr. Winldo. 

Good morning.” 

Good morning : ” and tbo officer wMstlod a lively air, as 
be strode away. 

Tbat morning’s broiilffast passed heavily off. Mr. Tupman 
was not in a condition to rise, after tbo unwonted distd])afion 
of tbo previous niglii ; Mr* Snodgrass appearcid to labotir 
under a i)oelical dt'pressioii of spirits ; and even Mr. Pickwick 
evinced an unusual attachment to sEonce and soda water. 
Mr. Winkle eagerly watched bis ()]»poriuni(y. It was not 
long wanting, Mr. Snodgrass proposed a visit to tbo oasiloy 
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and as Mr. Wiiikle was the only other member of the parly 
disposed to walk, they went out together. 

Snodgrass/' said Mr. Winkle, when they had turned out 
of the pubhc street ; Snodgrass, my dear fellow, can I rely 
upon your secrecy ? " As he said this, he most devoutly and 
earnestly hoped he could not. 

You can,” replied Mr. Snodgrass. Hear me swear — ” 

^‘No, noj ” interrupted Winkle, terrified at the idea of his 
companion's unconsciously pledging himself not to give infor- 
mation ; don’t swear, don't swear ; it 's quite unnecessary.” 

Mr. Snodgrass dropped the hand wMch he had, in the 
spirit of poesy, raised towards the clouds, as he made the 
above appeal, and assumed an attitude of attention. 

I want your assistance, my dear fellow, in an afOair of 
honour,” said Mr. Winkle, 

You shall have it,” replied Mr. Snodgrass, clasping his 
Mend’s hand. 

''With a doctor — Doctor Slammer, of the Ninety-seventh,” 
said Mr. Winkle, wishing to make the matter appear as solemn 
as possible ; " an ajffair with an officer, seconded by another 
officer, at sunset this evening, in a lonely held beyond Fort 
Pitt.” 

" I will attend you,” said Mr. Snodgrass. 

Ho was astonished, but by no means dismayed. It is 
extraordinary how cool any party but the principal can be in 
such cases. Mr. Winkle had forgotten this. He had judged 
of his Mend’s feelings by bis own. 

" The consequences may be dreadful,” said Mr. Winkle. 

" I hope not,” said Mr. Snodgrass. 

• "The doctor, I believe, is a very good shot,” said Mr. 
Winkle. 

" Most of these mihtary men are,” observed Mr. Snodgrass, 
calmly, "but so are you, an't you?” 

Mr. Winkle replied in the affirmative ; and perceiving that 
he had not alarmed his companion sufficiently, changed his 
ground. 

" Snodgrass,” he said, in a voice tremulous with emotion, 
"if I fall, you will find in a packet which I shall place in 
your hands a note for my — for my father.” 

This attack was a failure also. Mr. Snodgrass was affected, 
but he undertook the dohvery of the note, as readily as if he 
had been a Twojw'iiny Postman.^' 
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I fall/' said Mr. WinMo, ''or if tlio doctor falls, you, 
my dear Mend, will Tbe tried as an accessory Uofore tlio fact. 
Shall I involve my friend in iiii:i>porlaiioii— ixj-ffly for 
life!” 

Mr. Snodgrass wincod a little at tins, but Hs heroism was 
invincible, " In the cause of friendship/' ho fervently 
exclaimed, " I woidd brave all dangers." 

How Mr. Winldo cursed his companion's dovotod friondsliJ]) 
internally, as they wallced silently along, side by side, for 
some minutes, each immersed in his own meditations ! The 
morning was wearing away ; ho grow dosporato. 

^'Snodgrass," he said, stopping suddenly, "do not let me 
be baulked in this matter — do not give information to the 
local authorities — do not obtain the assistance of several peace 
officers, to take either mo or Doctor Slammer, of the Nim'ty- 
seventh regiment, at present quarioud in Cliatham BaiTaclcs, 
into custody, and thus prevent this duel;— I say, do nof." 

Mr. Siiodf^ass seized his friend's Ixand wanxdy, as he 
enthusiastically replied, "Not for worlds ! " 

A thrill passed over Mr, Wirdde’s frame, as tho convicjtion, 
that he had nothing to hope from his friend's foaxs, and that 
he was destined to become an animated iargtd., rushed forcibly 
upon him. 

The state of the caso having been formally explained to 
Mr- Snodgrass, and a caso of satisfaction pistols, with tho 
s. I'sraiioL’v jucompaTLimont') of powder, ball, and caps, having 
been hired from a manufactoer in Eochostor, the two frionds 
returned to their inn: Mr. WinMo, to rxmxinato on tho 
ap)proaohing strxiggloj and Mr. Snodgrass, to arrange ilxo 
weapons of war, and pat thorn into proper order for immodiato 
use. 

It was a dull and heavy evoning, when they again saUiod 
forth on their awkward errand. Mr. Winklo was nmlHod up 
in a huge cloak to escape observation; and Mr. Snodgrass 
bore under his the instruments of destruction. 

"Have you got everything?" said Mr, WinHo, in an 
agitated tone. 

" Ev'ryllxing," replied Mr. Snodgrass; "plenty of ammxx- 
nition, in case tlie shots don’t take offoot. Tlioro's a quaxdor 
of a pound of powder in tho case, and I have got two news- 
papers in my pocket, for the loadings." 

These were instances of frioncMiip, for which any man 
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miglit reasonaLly feel most gratefol. Tlie presumption is, 
tliat the gratitude of Mr. Winkle was too powerful for 
utterance, as he said nothing, hut continued to walk on — 
rather slowly. 

are in excellent time,’' said Mr. Snodgrass, as they 
climbed the fence of the fii’st field; '‘the sun is just going 
down.’’ Mr. Winkle looked up at the declining orb, and 
painfully thought of the x^ubahilit}- of liis "going down” 
himself, before long. 

"There’s the officer,” exclaimed Mr. Winkle, after a few 
minutes’ walking, 

"Where?” said Mr. Snodgrass. 

" There ; — ^the gem leman in the blue cloak.” Mr. Snodgrass 
looked in the direction indicated by the forefinger of his friend, 
and observed a figure, muffled up, as he had described. The 
officer evinced his consciousness of their presence by slightly 
b(‘ikf»nipg with his hand; and the two friends followed him, 
at a little distance, as he walked away. 

The everdng grew more duH every moment, and a 
melancholy wind sounded through the deserted fields, like a 
distan: ' V «;!*'; for his house-dog. The sadness of the 

scene ■ ■■■• d ■ k' tinge to the feelings of Mr. Winkle. 

He started, as they passed the angle of the trench — ^it looked 
like a colossal grave. 

The officer turned suddenly from the path; and after 
climbing a paling, and scaling a hedge, entered a secluded 
field. Two gcfiilomon were waiting in it; one was a little 
fat man, with black hair ; and the other — a portly personage 
in a braided surtout — ^was sitting with perfect equanimity on 
a camp-stool. 

"The other party, and a surgeon, I suppose,” said 
Mr. Snodgrass ; " take a drop of brandy.” Mr. Winkle seized 
the wicker bottle, which his friend proffered, and took a 
lengthened pull at the exhilarating liquid. 

"My friend, sir, Mr. Snodgrass,” said Mr. Winkle, as the 
officer approaclmd. Doctor Slammer’s friend bowed, and 
produced a case similar to that which Mr. Snodgrass carried. 

" Wo have nothing further to say, sir, I thiiffi,” he coldly 
remarked, as he opened the case; "an apology has been 
resolutely declined.” 

"Nothing, sir,” said Mr. Snodgrass, who began to feel 
rather uncomfortable himself. 
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Will you step forward?^’ said tlie ofEcor, 

Cortaitily/’ replied Mr. Snodgrass. Tlie ground was 
measured, and proliminarios arranged. 

^^You 'will fbid those hotter than yotn* own/^ sjiid the 
opposite second, producing his pistols. ^‘You saw me load 
thorn. Do you ohject to use them?’’ 

Certainly not,” replied Mr. Snodgrass. Tlio offer reliov(Hl 
1dm from considorahle emharrassmont j for h’ • 
notions of loading a pistol were rather yaguo and mj 'I'm <l 
may place our men, then, I think,” observed the 
olBcer, with as much mdifferenco as if tho principals wore 
ohess-mon, and tlie seconds players. 

think we may,” rephod Mr. Snodgrass; who wonlcl 
have assented to any proposition, becaxiso he knew nothing 
ahont tho matter. Tho ojfidcor crossed to Dr. Slammer, and 
Mr. Snodgn'ns<5 woxit up to Mr. Winkle. 

It ^8 all ready,” he said, offering tho pistol. Give me 
your cloak.” 

'^You have got the packet, my dear follow,” said ])Oor 
Winkle. 

^'All right,” said Mr. Snodgrass. steady, tmd wing 

1dm.” 

It occurred to Mr. Wixilde that this advice was very like 
that which bystanders invariably give to tho smallest boy in a 
street fight ; namely “ Go in, and win : ” — an admirable tldng 
to recommend, if you only know how to do it. Ho took olf 
Ids cloak, however, in silence — ^it always took a long time to 
undo that cloak — and accepted tho pistol. The seconds 
retired, the gentleman on the cam])-^iool did tho same, and 
tho belligerents approcebod each other. 

Mr. Winkle was always romarkahlo for oxtromo huiunnhy. 
It is conjectured that his unwiUingnoss to hurt a follow- 
creature intentionally, was the cause of his shutting his eyes 
when he arrived at the fatal spot ; and that tixo ciroumstanoo 
of his eyes being closed, x'>*-'''''^<’‘ntod his observing tho very 
extraordinary and unaccountable demeanour of Doctor 
Slammer. That gentleman started, stared, retreated, rubbed 
Ms eyes, stared again; and, finally, shouted ^^Stop, stop!” 

What^s all this?” said Doctor Slainiuor, as his friend and 
Mr. Snodgrass came running up — ''Thales not the man.” 

''Not man!” said Doctor Slammer’s second. 

"Not the man!” said Mr Snodgrass. 
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^‘Not tlie man!” said tlie gentleman with the camp-stool 
in his hand. 

Certainly not,” replied the little doctor. That's not ihe 
person who insulted me last night.” 

Very extraordinary 1 ” exclaimed the officer. 

^^Very,” said the gentleman with the camp-stool. '^The 
only question is, whether the gentleman, being on the ground, 
must not be considered, as a matter of form, to be the 
individual who insulted our Mend, Doctor Slammer, yesterday 
evening, whether he is really that individual or not:” and 
liaving dehvered this suggestion, with a very sage and 
mysterious air, the man with the camp-stool took a large 
X^inch of snuff, and looked profoundly round, with the air of 
an authority in such matters. 

Now Mr. Winkle had opened Ms eyes, and his ears too, 
when he heard Ms adversary call out for a cessation of hosti- 
lities; and X'Oi’ccivina by what he had afterwards said, that 
there was beyond all question, some mistake in the matter, 
he at once foresaw the increase of reputation he should 
inevitably acquire, by concealing the real motive of Ms 
coming out ; he therefore stepped boldly forward, and 
said — 

I am not the person. I know it.” 

Then, that,” said the man with the camp-stool, “ is an 
affront to Doctor Slammer, and a sufficient reason for proceed- 
ing immediately.” 

Pray be quiet, Payne,” said the doctor’s second. Why 
(lid you not communicate tMs fact to me tMs morning, sir ? ” 

To bo sure — ^to be sure,” said the man with the camp- 
stool, indignantly. 

I entreat you to be quiet, Payne,” said the other. May 
I repeat my question, sir ? ” 

Because, sir,” replied Mr. Winkle, who had had time to 
deliberate upon Ms answer — because, sir, you described an 
intoxicated and " •: as wearing a coat, wMch 

I have the honour, not only to wear, but to have invented — 
the proposed uniform, sir, of the Pickwick Club in London. 
The honour of that uniform I feel bound to maiataia, and I 
therefore, without inquiry, accepted the challenge wMch you 
offered me.” 

^'My dear sir,” said the good-humoured HtHe doctor, 
advancing with extended hand, I honour your gallantry. 
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Pamit me to say, sir, tlxat I lii^jlily admire your ooiiduct, and 
extremely regret liaving catised you tlio inconYonioiico of titis 
meeting, to no impose.’' 

I *bog yon won’t mention it, sn,” said Mr. Winldo. 

I sl\all feel proud of your ac<iuaintanco, sir,” said tlio 
little doctor 

It will afford mo tlio greatest x>loasiu ’0 to know yon, sir,” 
replied Mr. Winkle. Tlicrenpon tke doctor and 5^Ir. Winkle 
sliook hands, and then Mr. Winkle and Lieutenant Tupid'lou 
(the doctor’s second), and then Mr. Winklo and the man with 
the camp-stool, and, finally, Mr. Wiidde and Mr, Snocl^iass: 
the last-named jacnilcmari in an excess of admiration at tho 
nohlo conduct of his heroic Mend. 

I think we may adjomn,” said Lieutenant Tai)i)lcton. 

Cortaiidy,” added the doctor. 

Unloss,” interposed the man with tho camp-stool; unless 
Mr. Winklo feels himself aggrieved hy the (halfingo ; in 
which case, I submit, he has a right to satisfaction.” 

Mr. Winlde, with great self-denial, expressed himsoK quite 
satisfied already. 

^'Or x^ossihly,’^ said the man with die camp-sfool, ^Hho 
gentleman’s second may feel himself afijfontod witli some 
observations which fed from me at an early period of this 
mooting: if so, I shall be happy to give him satisfaction 
immediately.” 

Mr. Snodgrass hastily professed himsolf very much obliged 
with tho handsome offer of the gonllcman who had spoken 
last, wliieh he was only induced to decline, by his entire con- 
tentment with the whole pr-c'-'d-'m*' Tho two soeonds 
adjusted the cases, and tho whole party left; tho ground in a 
much more lively manner than thoy had proceeded to it. 

“ Do you remain long here V ” inquired Doctor Slammer of 
Mr. WinHe, as they wiiUced on most amicably togoihor. 

I think we shall leave here the day after to-morrow,” was 
the reply. 

“ I trust I shall have the pleasure of seeing you and your 
friend at my rooms, and of s-|)ondiiiLr a pli'asiiMi evening with 
you, after this awkward misiake,” saifl the hitlo doctor,* are 
you disengaged this evening ? ” 

We have some friends here,” reiplied Mr. Winldo, and 
I should not hko to leave thorn to-night. Perhaps you and 
your ftiend will join us at the Bull.” 
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Witli great pleasure,” said tlie little doctor ; will ten 
o’clock Ibe too late to look in for Half an kour ?” 

Ok dear, no,” said Mr. Winkle. I skallke most kappy 
to introduce you to my friends, Mr. Piclcwick and Mr, Tupman.” 

It win give me great pleasure, I am sure,” replied Doctor 
Slammer, little suspecting wko Mr. Tupman was. 

You win ke sure to come ? ” said Mr. Snodgrass. 

Ok certainly.” 

By tkis time tkey kad reacked tke road. Cordial fareweks 
wore exckanged, and tke party separated. Doctor Slammer 
and Ms friends repaired to tke barracks, and Mr. Wi n kle, 
accompanied by Ms friend, Mr. Snodgrass, returned to 
tkcir inn. 


VOL, 1. 
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CHAPTER III. 

A KEW AOQtrAlKTAKCa. THE STEOLEER^S TALE- A DISAOKEEABLK 
INTERRUraOlSr, AND AN UNPLEASANT RENOONTBE- 

Mr. PicivWXCXv liad foU some lu-''- »'i , in (jonHcqxion^'o 
of tlio nnnsnal aUseneo of liis two frionds, wliicli tlicir inysto- 
rious boliaTioxir during tlio wliolo morning liad l)j no moans 
tended to diminisli. It was, tlioreforo, wiili more tlian 
ordinary ixloasuro tliat lio roso to greet tliom wdien ilioy again 
entered ; and witli more tHan ordinaiy interest tliat lio inquired 
wliat had occurred to detain them from Mb socioiy. In rojdy 
to Ms questions on tMs point, Mr. Snodgrass was about to 
offer an liistorical account of tlio circumstanoos just now 
detailed, when lie was suddenly chocked, by ob^MviMg tliat 
tliore wore present not only Mr. Tuximan and their siag('-(‘Oiich 
companion of the preceding day, but another stranger of 
equally singular apiiearanco. It was a care-worn luoMiig 
man, whose sallow face, and deeply sunlroii eyes wore r(uid«u'e(l 
still more ib.ui had made thorn, by tlio siraigbt 

black hair wiiicli hung in matted disorder iialf uuy doivii liis 
face. His eyes wero almost unnaturally bright and piercing ; 
his cheok-bonoB wore iiigh and jiroiBinont ; and liis jaws W'ore 
so long and lanlc, that an obsorvor would have supposed that 
he was drinNiiig ttie flesh of his face iii, for a momoni, by some 
contraction of the muscles, if his half opcaiod laouth and 
immoTable expression had not announced that it was his 
ordinary appearance. Round Ms nock ho ‘wore a grooti sha^vJ, 
with the large ends slrpogung over his cliosi, and making 
their appearance occasionally, beneath the worn buiton-holos 
of Ms old waistcoat. Ilis upper garment was a hmg black 
surtout j and below it, he wore wide drab trousers, and largo 
boots, running rapidly io seed. 

It was on this uncouth-looking person, that Mr. WinHoV 
eye rested, and it was towards him that Mk Pickwick oxtondod 
his hand, when he said, A friend of our friond^s hero. Wo 
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discorered tliis morning that onr Mend was connected -witli tlie 
theatre in this place, though he is not desirous to hare it 
generally known, and this gentleman is a member of the same 
profession. He was about to favour ns with a little anecdote 
connected with it, when yon entered.’' 

Lots of anecdote,” said the green-coated stranger of the 
day before, advancing to Mr. Winlde and speaking in a low 
confidential tone. Rnm fellow — does the hea\y bnsiness — 
no actor — strange man — all sorts of miseries — Dismal Jemmy, 
we call him on the circnit.” Mr. Winkle and Mr. Snodgrass 
politely welcomed the gentleman, elegantly designated as 
Dismal Jemmy ; ” and calling for brandy and water, in 
imitation of the remainder of the company, seated themselves 
at the table. 

Now, sir,” said Mr. Pickwick, will yon oblige ns with 
proceeding with what yon were going to relate ? ” 

The dismal individual took a dirty roll of paper from his 
pocket, and turning to Mr. Snodgrass, who had just taken out 
his note-book, said in a hoUow voice, perfectly in keeping with 
his outward man — Are you the poet ? ” 

“ I — I do a httle in that way,” replied Mr. Snodgrass, 
rather taken aback by the abruptness of the question. 

Ah 1 poetry makes life what lights and music do the 
stage. Strip the one of its false embellishments, and the 
other of its illusions, and what is there real in either to live 
or care for ? ” 

Very true, sir,” replied Mr. Snodgrass. 

To be before the footlights,” continued the dismal man, 
is like sitting ^it a grand court show, and admiring the 
silken dresses of the gaudy throng — io he behind them, is to 
be the people who make that finery, uncared for and unknown, 
and lejS to sink or swim, to starve or live, as fortune wills it.” 

Certainly,” said Mr. Snodgrass : for the sunken eye of 
the dismal man rested on him, and he felt it necessary to say 
something. 

Go on. Jemmy,” said the Spanish traveller, like black- 
oyed Susan — aH in the Downs — ^no croaldng — ^pcak out — ^look 
lively,” 

Will you make another glass before you begin, sir ? ” said 
Mr. Pickwick. 

The dismal man took the hint, and having mixed a glass of 
brandy and water, and slowly swallowed half of it, opened the 

D 2 
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roll of i)aper and proceeded, partly to road and partly !,(> 
relate, tlie following incident, wMcli wo iind recorded on tlie 
Transactions of tlie club, as Tlio Stroller’s Tale.” 


THE STROLLEH’S TALE. 

Thebe is . f* fcbo marvellous in wlxat I am going 

to relate,” said ’le d 'jo manj ^^tbere is notliing oven un- 
common in it. Want and sickness are too common in many 
stations of life, to deserve more notice tban is usually bestowed 
on tbe most ordinary vicissitudes of buman nature. I liave 
thrown those few notes together, because the subject of th(im 
was web known to me for many years. I traced his progress 
downwards, step by step, until at last he reached that excess 
of destitution from wMch ho never rose again. 

The man of whom I speak was a low pantominio actor j 
and, like many people of his class, an habitual chniukard. In 
Ms better days, before he had hocomo enfeebled by dissipation 
and emaciated by disease, he had boon in the receipt of u 
good salary, wMch, if he had been careful and prudent, 
might have continued to receive for some years— not many ; 
hocause those men either die early, or, by unnaturally taxing 
their bodily energies, lose, jneinaiurcly, those physical powers 
on wMch alone they can depend for subsistence. His besetting 
sin gained so fast upon him, however, that it was found 
impossible to employ Mm in the situations in wMch ho really 
was useful to the theatre. The puhlio-liouso had a fascination 
for Mm which be could not resist. Neglected disease and 
hopeless poverty wore as certain to ho his portion as death 
itself, if he pei severed in the same course; yet ho did pornev* 
vere, and the result may be guessed. Ho could obtain no 
cngjigeiiioiLi, jiid he wanted bread. 

Everybody who is at all ,1 with theatrical 

matters, knows what a host of shabby, poveriy-s trick on moa, 
hang about the stage of a large establishment— not regularly 
engaged actors, but ballet people, i)rocession men, tumblorH, 
and so forth, who are taken on during tbe mnof a nanfondnn , 
Or an Easter piece, and are then discharged, unid llie pio- 
duction of some heavy spectacle occasions a new demand for 
their services. To tMs mode of life the man was compelled 
to resort; and taking the chair every night, at some low 
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tlieatrical House, at once put Mm In possession of a few more 
".liilliag’s woeHy, and enabled Mm to gratify Ms old propcii'^ity. 
Even tMs resource sHortly failed Him; Ms irregularities 
were too great to admit of His earning tHe wretcHed pittance 
he might thus Have procured, and He was actually reduced to 
a state bordering on starvation, only procuring a trifle occa- 
sionaly by borrowing it of some old companion, or by obtaining 
an appearance at one or other of the commonest of the minor 
theatres ; and when He did earn anything, it was spent in the 
old way. 

About tMs time, and when He Had been existing for 
upwards of a year no one knew How, I Had a short engage- 
ment at one of the theatres on the Surrey side of the water, 
and Here I saw tMs man, whom I Had lost sight of for some 
time ; for I Had been travelling in the provinces, and He Had 
been skulking in the lanes and alleys of London. I was 
dressed to leave the House, and was crossing the stage on my 
way out, when He tapped me on the shoulder. Never shall I 
forget the repulsive sight that met my eye when I turned 
round. He was dressed for the pantomime, in all the absur- 
dity of a clown’s costume. THe spectral figures in the Dance 
of Death, the most frightful shapes that the ablest painter 
over pnri rayed on canvas, never presented an appearance Half 
so His bloated body and shrunken legs — ^their 

deformity enhanced a Hundred fold by tbe fantastic dress — ^the 
glassy eyes, contrasting fearfully with the tMck wMte paint 
with which the face was besmeared: the grotesquely orna- 
mented Head, tremhhng with paralysis, and the long skinny 
Hands, rubbed with wMte chalk — all gavo Him a Mdeous and 
unnatural appearance, of wMcH no description could convey an 
adequate idea, and wMcH, to tMs day, I shudder to think 
of. His voice was hollow and tremulous, as he took me 
aside, and in broken words recounted a long catalogue of 
sickness and privations, terminating, as usual, with an 
urgent request for the loan of a trifling sum of money. I 
put a few shillings in Ms hand, and, as I turned away, I 
heard the roar of laughter wMch foILow’-ed his first tumble on 
to the stage. 

A few nights afterwards, a hoy put a dirty scrap of paper 
in my hand, on wMch were scrawled a few words in pencil, 
intimating that the man was dangerously iH, and begging me, 
after the performance, to see Mm at his lodgings in some 
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street — 1 forget tlie name of it now — at no great distance from 
tlie tliGatre. I promised to comply as soon as I eoxild get 
away ; and, after the curtain fell, sallied forth on my melan- 
choly errand. 

It was late, for I had heen idaying in the last piece ; and, 
as it was a henefit night, the ijerfomiavices had boon protracted 
to an unusual length. It was a dark cold night, with a chill 
damp "wind, which blow the rain heavily against the windows 
and house-fronts. Pools of water had colloctod in the narrow 
and Ibtle fi (■c.iimiicd (*< : , and as many of the thinly- scattered 
oil-lamps had been blown out by the violence of the wind, Ukj 
walk was not only a comfortless, but most uncertain one. I 
had fortunately taken the right course, however, and succeeded, 
after a little dijBlculty, in jSnding the house to which I had 
been directed — a co£d shod, with on<\ story above it, in the 
back room of which lay the object of my search. 

A wrctchcd-lookiug woman, tlio man’s wife, met mo on 
the stairs, and, telling me that he had just fiihen into a Mud 
of doze, led me softly in, and placed a chair for me at the bed- 
side. The sick man was lying with his face turned towards 
the wallj and as he took no heed of my prosonco, I had 
leisure to observe the place in which I fonnd myself. 

He was lying on an old bedstead, which turned up during 
the day. Hie tattered remains of a chocked curtain wore 
drawn round the bed’s head, to exclude the wind, which, how- 
ever, made its way iuto the comfortless room through the 
numerous chinks in the door, and blew it to Eincl fro every 
instant. There was a low cinder £re in a rnsty unipanl ginio ; 
and an old three-cornered stained table, witli some medicine- 
bottles, a broken ghiss, and a few other domestic aiiicles, was 
drawn out before it. A little child was sleeping on a tempo- 
rary bed which had been made for it on ilio floor, and tlio 
woman sat on a chair by its side. There wore a couple of 
shelves, with a few jdatos and cups and saucers : and a pair 
of ‘•btge slices and a coux>lo of foils hung boneatlx tliom. With 
the exception of little heaps of rags and bundles which had 
been carelessly thrown into the corners of ilxe room, these 
wore the only tilings in the apartment* 

I had had time to note tlicso little particulars, and to mark 
the heavy breathing and fovoiish startingH of the sick man, 
before he was aware of my presence. In Ixis restless attempts 
to procure some easy rcsting-idacc for his lioad, he tossed Ms 
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liand out of the bed, and it fell on mine. He started up, and 
stared eagerly in my face. 

“ ‘ Mr. liutley, Jolm/ said Ms -wife ; ‘ Mr. Hutley, that you 
sent for to~niglit, you hnowJ 

' Ah y said the invalid, passing Ms hand across Ms fore- 
head ; ' Hutley — Hutley — let me see.^ He seemed endea- 
vouring to collecfc Ms thoughts for a few seconds, and then 
grasping me tightly by the wrist, said ' Don’t leave me — 
don’t leave me, old fellow. She’ll murder me; I know she 
will.’ 

‘lias he been long so?’ said I, addressing Ms weeping 
wife. 

“ ‘ Since yesterday night,’ she replied. ‘ John, John, don’t 
you know me ?’ 

“‘Don’t let her come near me,’ said the man, with a 
shudder, as she stooped over Mm. ‘ Drive her away ; I can’t 
bear her near me.’ He stared wildly at her, with a look of 
deadly apprehension, and then wMspered in my ear, ‘ I beat 
her, Jem; 1 beat her yesterday, and many times before. I 
have starved her, and the hoy too ; and now I am weak and 
helpless, Jem, she’ll murder me for it ; I know she wiU. If 
you’d seen her cry, as I have, you’d know it too. Keep her 
off.’ He relaxed Ms grasp, and sunk back exhausted on the 
pillow. 

“ I knew but too well what all IMs meant. If I could have 
entertained any doubt of it, for an instant, one glance at the 
woman’s pale face and wasted form would have sufficiently 
explained the real state of the case. ‘ You had better stand 
.aside,’ said I to the poor creature. ‘You can do Mm no 
good. Perhaps he wiU be calmer, if he does not see you.’ She 
retired out of the man’s sight. He opened Ms eyes, after a 
few seconds, and looked anxiously round. 

“‘Is she gone?’ he eagerly inquired. 

“ ‘ Yes — yes,’ said 1 ; ‘ she shall not hurt you.’ 

“ ‘ I ’ll tell you what, Jem,’ said the man, in a low voice, 
‘she does lim't me. There’s sometMng in her eyes wakes 
such a dreadful fear in my heart, that it drives me mad. All 
last night, her large staring eyes and pale face were close to 
mine ; wherever I turned, they turned ; and whenever I started 
up from my sleep, she was at the bedside looking at me.’ He 
drew me closer to him, as he said in a deep, alarmed wMsper 
' — ‘ Jem, she must be an evil spirit — a devil ! Hush ! I know 



40 


POSTHUMOUS PAPERS OF 


sHe is. If sPlo liad boen a woman, slio would liavo died long 
ago. No woman conld liav© "borno wliat sbo Ixas.' 

I sickened at tbo tbongb.t of tko long coxirso of craoliy and 
neglect wMcb must bavo ocenrred to produce suclx an impres- 
sion on sucli a man. I could saj nothing in reply ; for wlio 
conld offer hope, or consolation, to tko abjoct being before 
me? 

I sat there for upwards of two hours, during wMch time 
lie tossed about, murmuring exclamations of pain or ini- 
patience, restlessly throwing his arms hero and there, and 
turning constantly from side to side. At length ho &E into 
that state of partial unconsciousness, in which tho mind 
wanders uneasily from scene to scone, and from place to j)laco, 
without the control of reason, but still without being abh'.ie divest 
itself of an indescribable sense of present sufforing. Finding 
from Ms incoherent waiuk'vings that this was tho case, and 
knowing that in all probability the fever would not grow 
iinmodiatcdy worse, I left Mm, promising his misorablo wife that 
I would repeat my visit next evening, and, if necessary, sit up 
with the patient during the night. 

I kept my promise. The last four-and- twenty houi’S had 
produced a frightful alteration. Tho eyes, though deeply 
sunk and heavy, shone with a lustre, frightful to behold. Tho 
lips were parched, and cracked in many places : tlie dry hard 
skin glowed with a burning heat, and there was an idmost 
uneartHy air of wEd anxiety in tho maMsface, indicating oven 
more strongly tho ravages of the disease. Tho fever was at its 
height. 

'' I took tho seat I had occupied tho night before, and there 
I sat for hours, listening to sounds wMch must strike deep to 
the heart of tho most callous amonghuman bdiig^— -lire awful 
ravings of a dying man. From what I had hoard of tlu^ 
medical attendant's opinion, I knew there was no hope for him ; 
I was sitting by his doath-bed. I saw tho wasted limbs, whicli 
a few hours before had been distorted for tho amusement of a 
boisterous gaEery, writhing under the torfcuxos of a btmiing 
fever — I heard the cloWs shriE laugh, blending with Exo low 
murmurings of tho dying man. 

It is a touching thing to hear tho mind r(woriIng to the 
ordinary occupations and pursuits of health, when the body 
Ees before you weak and helpless ; but when those occupations 
are of a character the most strongly opposed to anything we 
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associate -witli graye or solemn ideas, the impression produced 
is infinitely more powerful. Tlie tfieaire, and tlie pnlblic-lionse, 
were tlie cMef themes of the wretched man’s wanderings. It 
was evening, he fancied ; he had a part to play that night ; it 
was late, and he must leave home instantly. "Why did they 
hold him, and prevent his ‘ : 1. ■ should lose the money — 

he must go. No ! they would not let him. He hid his face 
in his burning hands, and feebly bemoaned his own weakness, 
and the cruelty of his persecutors. A short pause, and he 
shouted out a few doggerel linmies — ^ihe last he had ever learnt. 
He rose in bed, drew up his withered limbs, and roUed about 
in uncouth positions ; he was acting — he was at the theatre. 
A minute’s silence, and he murmured the burden of some 
roaring song. He had reached the old house at last j how hot 
the room was. He had been ill, very ill, but he was well 
now, and happy. Fill up his glass. Who was that, that 
dashed it from his Hps ? It was the same persecutor that had 
followed him before. He fell back upon his pillow, and 
moaned aloud. A short period of oblivion, and he was wan- 
dering through a tedious maze of low arched rooms — so low, 
sometimes, that he must creep upon his hands and knees to 
make his way along ; it was close and dark, and every way he 
turned, some obstacle impeded his progress. There were 
insects too, hideous crawling things, with eyes that stared upon 
him, and filled the very air around : ab-i. riiiLi horribly amidst 
the thick darkness of the place. The walls and ceding were 
alive with reptiles — ^the vault expanded to an enormous size — 
frightful figures fiitted to and fro — and the faces of men he 
knew, rendered hideous by gibing and mouthing, peered out 
fr'Om among them ; they were searing him with heated irons, 
and binding his head with cords till the blood started j and he 
struggled madly for life. 

At the close of one of these })aroxysms, when I had with 
great difficulty held him down in his bed, he sank into what 
appeared to be a slumber. Overpowered with watching and 
exertion, I had closed my eyes for a few minutes, when I felt 
a violent clutch on my shoulder. I awoke instantly. He had 
raised himself up, so as to seat himself in bed — a dreadful 
change had com© over his face, but consciousness had returned, 
for he evidently knew me. The child who had been long 
siuoe disturbed by his ravings, rose fr'om its Httl© bed, and 
ran towards its father, screaming with fright — ^the mother 
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Hastily caiigiit it in lior arms, lost lio slionld injiu'O it in 
tlie violoncG of Ms insanity ; but, terrified by tlio alteration 
of Ms foateos, stood transfbsed by tiio bed-sido. lie grasped 
my slionlder convnlsivoly, and, striking bis breast witli tiie 
other band, made a dosx)orate attempt to articnlato. It was 
tmayailing — ^bo extended bis arm towards tbom, and made 
another violent effort. There was a rattling noise in tb<^ 
throat — a glare of the eye — a short stifiod groan- — and ho fi^ll 
back — dead 


It would afford xxs the highest gratification to ho enabled to 
record Mr. Pick wields opinion of the foregoing anecdote. 
Wo have little doubt that wo slioxdd have boon enabled to 
present it to our ruadci’s, hut for a most imibriunato 
occurrence. 

Mr. Pickwick had replaced on the table the glass which, 
during the last few sentences of tho talo, ho had retained in 
Ms hand; and had just made up Ms mind to si^e^ilc — ^indood, 
we have the authority of Mr. SiK^dgriLs-^ls note-book for stating 
that ho had actually opened his mouth — ^whon tho waiter 
entered the room, and said — 

Some goul]('iPOTi, sir.’^ 

It has been conjcHdured that Mr. Pickwick was on tlio point 
of dcblwn’ing some remarks which would havo (uilighi,(aiod tho 
world, if not tho Thamos, whon he was tMis ijd(a'j‘npi(s(l ; for 
he gazed sternly on tlio waitor^s countenance, and ilien looked 
round on Iho company geimralLy, as if seoldng for mfomation 
relative to tho new comers. 

Oh ! said Mr. Winldc, rising, some friends of mine- 
show them in. Very ploa‘^aut follows/' added Mr. Winldc, 
lifter tho waiter had retired Officers of tho 
whoso acqu«. in tan (•(', I made rather oddly this xnorning. You 
will like tliCiU very much.'' 

Mr. Pickwick’s oqnanimity was at once restored. Tho 
waiter returned, and udiered ihroe gontloinen into the room. 
Lieutenant j'apxddon,” said Mr. Winlde, Lieutenant 
Tapxdotou, Mr. Pickwick — ^Doctor Payne, Mr, Pickwick— 
Mr. Snodgrass, yon havo seen before : my Mend Mr. Tuiman, 
Doctor Payne — Doctor Slammer, Mr. Piokwidc— Mr. Ttipman, 
Doctor Slam — " 

Here Mr. Winkle suddenly paused ; for stre^ng emotion was 
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yisiWe on the countenance Tbotli of Mr. Tux^man and the 
doctor. 

I have met this gentleman before/’ said the doctor, mth 
marked emphasis. 

Indeed ! ” said Mr. WinMe. 

^^And — and that person, too, if I am not mistaken/’ said 
the doctor, bestowing a scrutinising glance on the green-coated 
stranger. I think I gave that person a very pressing invita- 
tion last night, which he thought proper to decHne.” Saying 
which, the doctor scowled magnanimously on the stranger, 
and whispered his friend Lieutenant Tappleton. 

You don’t say so,” said that gentleman, at the conclusion 
of the whisper, 

I do, indeed,” repHed Doctor Slammer. 

You are bound to kick him on the spot,” murmured the 
owner of the camp-stool wdth great importance. 

Do be quiet, Payne,” interposed the Lieutenant. ^^Will 
jovL allow me to ask you, sir,” he said, addressing Mr. Pick- 
wick, who was considerably mystified by this very unx)oHte 
by-play — '‘Will you allow me to ask you, sir, whether that 
person belongs to your party ? ” 

" No, sir,” replied Mr. Pickwick, " he is a guest of ours.” 

"He is a member of your club, or I am mistaken?” said 
the Lieutenant, inquiringly. 

" Certainly not,” responded Mr. Pickwick. 

" And never wears your club-button ? ” said the Lieutenant. 

" No — ^never ! ” repHod the astonished Mr. Pickwick. 

Lieutenant Tappleton turned round to his friend Doctor 
Slammer, with a scarcely perceptible shrug of the shoulder, 
as ii.,.. some doubt of the accuracy of his recollection. 

The little doctor looked wrathftd, but confounded; and Mr. 
Payne gazed mth a ferocious aspect on the beaming counte- 
nance of the unconscious Pickwick. 

" Sir,” said the doctor, suddenly addressing Mr. Tupman, 
in a tone which made that gentleman start as perceptibly as if 
a pin had been cunningly inserted into the calf of his leg — 
" you were at the ball here last night ? ” 

Mr. Ti I’M ;M'-ped a faint affirmative; looMng very hard 
at Mr. ivn .'i K .ili the while. 

"That person was your companion,” said the doctor, 
X)oirj(3ng to Hlg stOl unmoved stranger, 

Mr, Tiqmmn admitted the fact 
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Now, sir,^^ said tlie doctor to tlio stranger, I ask you 
onco again, in tlio i)rcsGnco of tlioso goniloiuon, wliotkor you 
cliooso to give mo your card, and to rocoiyG tho treatment of a 
gontleinan ; or wketlier you impose upon mo dio necessity of 
})orsonnlly cliastising you on tke spot? 

Stay, sir,” said Mr. Pickwick, ^‘1 roaUy cannot allow tills 
matter to go any foxtlxer witliout somo explanation. Tupman, 
recount tlio circumstances.” 

Mr. Tupman, tlius solemnly adjured, stated tlio case in a 
few words; toiiclicd sliglitly on tlio korrowiiig of tlio coat; 
expatiated largely on its liaving keen done after diniu^r;” 
wound up with a littlo ponitenco on liis oto accoiuit ; and loft 
tlio stranger to clear liimsolf as lie best could. 

He was apparently about to proceed to do so, wbon Lieu- 
tenant Tapploton, who bad boen oyoing liim witli groat 
cuiiosity, said witli considerable scorn — '^Ilavn^t I soon you 
at tlio tlieatro, sir! ” 

Certainly,” ropbod tlio unabasliod stranger. 

He is a strolling actor,” said tbe Lieutenant, contemp- 
tuously; turning to Dr. Slammer — '‘Ho acts in tlio piece that 
tlio officers of tbe Fifty-second get up at tbe Roebostor tlioatr(>> 
to-morrow niglit. You cannot proceed in tins affair, Slammer 
— impossilde ! ” 

" Quito ! ” said tbe dignibod Payne. 

"Sorry to bavG placed you in this dbagi'f'oablo situation,” 
said Lieutenant Tappleton, addressing Mr. Pickivick, " allow 
mo to suggest, that tbo best way of avoiding a rocurronco of 
snob scones in futeo, wib be to be more select in tbo eboico 
of your companions. Good evening, sir 1 ” and tbo Lioutonaut 
bounced out of tbe room. 

" And allow me to say, sir,” said tbe irascible Doctor Pa 3 -ne, 
" that ff I bad been Tapididoii, or if I bad boon Slammer, I 
would liavo pulled your nose, sir, and tbe nose of every man in 
tbis company. I would, sir, — every man, Payne is my muru', 
sir — ^Doctor Payne of tbe Forty-ibird. Good evening, sir.” 
Having concluded tbis speoob, and uttered tbo iliroe last words 
in a loud key, be stalked majestically after bis friend, closely 
fobowed by Doctor Slammer, wbo said notlxing, but contented 
himself by witbering tbe company witli a look. 

Rising rage and extreme bewilderment bad swoHed tbe 
noble breast of Mr. Pickwick, almost to the bursting of bis 
waistcoat, during tbo delivery of Urn above defiance. He 
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stood transfixed to tlie sx^ot, on vacancy. Tlie closing 

of tlie door recalled Mm to Mmsell*. lie rnslied forward witk 
fury in liis looks, and fire in Ms eye. His liand was upon tlie 
lock of tke door ; in anotlier instant it would liave keen on 
tlie tMoat of Doctor Payne of ike Forty-third, had not Mr 
Snodgrass seized Ms revered leader ky the coat tail, and 
dragged him kackwards. 

Restrain Mm,^^ cried Mr. Snodgrass, Winkle, Tupman — 
he must not peril Ms distinguished life in such a cause as 
this.” 

Let me go,” said Mr. Pickwick. 

^^Hold him tight,” shouted Mr. Snodgrass; and by the 
uMted efforts of the whole company, Mr. Pickwick was forced 
into an arm-chair. 

Leave Mm alone,” said the green-coated stranger — 
brandy and water — -jolly old gentleman — ^lots of pluck — 
swallow tMs — ah! capital stuff.” Having x>i’cvioufiy tested 
the virtues of a bumper, wMch had keen mixed ky the dismal 
man, the stranger applied the glass to Mr. Pickwick’s mouth ; 
and the remainder of its contents rapidly disappeared. 

There was a short pause ; the brandy and water had done 
its work ; the amiable countenance of Mr. Pickwick was fast 
recovering its customary expression. 

They are not worth your notice,” said the dismal man. 

You are right, sir,” replied Mr. Pickwick, ^^they are not. 
I am ashamed to have keen betrayed into this warmth of 
feeling. Draw your chair up to the table, sir.” 

The dismal man readily comphed: a circle was agam 
formed round the table, and harmony once more prevailed. 
Some lingering irritability appeared to find a resting-place in 
Mr. Winkle’s bosom, occasioned possibly by the temporary 
abstraction of Ms coat — ^though it is scarcely reasonable to 
suppose, that so slight a circumstance can have excited even a 
passing feeling of anger in a PickwicMan breast. With tMs 
exception, their good humour was completely restored; and 
the evening concluded with the conviviality with wMch it had 
begun. 
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CHAPTER IV. 


A IIELB-DAY AlTD BIVOTJAC — MOEE NEW EEIENDS; AND AT!7 INVITATION 
TO THE COXINTET. 

Manx autliors entertain^ not only a fooHsli, but a really 
dishonest objection, to acknowledge the sources from whence 
they derive much valuable information. We have no such 
feeling. We are merely oedi'avru'iing to discharge in an 
upright manner, the responsible duties of our editorial 
functions ; and whatever ambition we might have felt under 
other circumstances, to lay claim to the authorship of those 
adventures, a regard for truth forbids us to do more, than 
claim the merit of their judicious arrangement, and impartial 
narration. The Pichwick papers are our New River Hoad ; 
and we may be compared to the New River Company. The 
labours of others, have raised for us an immense reservoir of 
important facts. We merely lay them on, and communicate 
them, in a clear and gentle stream, through the medium of 
these numbers, to a world thirstiug for Pickwickian kuow ledge. 

Acting in this spirit, and resolutely o-'. our 

determination to avow our obligations to i' : i ■•■■■.« we 
have consulted, we hankly say, that to the note-book of Mr. 
Snodgrass are we indebted for the particulars recorded in this, 
and the succeeding chapter — particulars, which, now that wo 
have disburdened our conscience, we shall proceed to detail 
without further comment. 

The whole population of Rochester and the adjcliiiiig 
towns, rose from their beds at an early hour of the following* 
morning, in a state of the utmost bustle and excitement. A 
grand review was to take place upon the Lines. The 
manoeuvres of half a dozen regiments were to be inspected by 
the eagle eye of the commander-in-chief j temporary fortifica- 
tions had been erected, the citadel was to be attacked and 
taken, and a mine was to be sprung. 

Mr. Pickwick was, as our readers ihay have gathered from 
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tliG sligM extract we gave -horn Hs description of Cliatliani; 
an entlmsiastic admirer of tlie army. No tiling could liave 
been more deligMful to Mm — ^notliing could have harmonized 
so welL with the pecnliar feehng of each of his companions — 
as this sight. Accordingly they were soon a-foot, and walking 
in the direction of the scene of action, towards which cj’owds 
of people were already pouring, from a variety of quarters. 

The appearance of • y." on the Lines, denoted that 

the approaching ceremony was one of the utmost grandeur 
and importance. There were sentries posted to keep the 
ground for the troops, and servants on the batteries keeping 
places for the ladies, and sergeants rimning to and fro, with 
vehum-covered books under their arms, and Colonel Bulder, in 
full military uniform, on horseback, galloping first to one 
place and then to another, and backing Ms horse among the 
people, and prancing, and curvetting, and shouting in a most 
alarming manner, and maldng MmseK very hoarse in the 
voice, and very red in the face, without any assignable cause 
or reason whatever. Officers were running backwards and 
forwards, first c .mu’ with Colonel Bulder, and then 

ordering the sergeants, and then running away altogether: 
and even the very privates themselves looked from heMnd 
their glazed stocks with an air of mysterious solemnily, which 
sufficiently bespoke the special nature of the occasion. 

Mr. Pickwick and Ms three companions stationed them- 
selves in the front ranlc of the crowd, and patiently awaited 
iho commencement of the ] The throng was 
increasing every moment ; am' I'i ' , ■ ' they were compelled 

to make, to retain the position they had gained, sufficiently 
occupied their attention during the two hours that ensued. 
At one time there was a sudden pressure from heMnd ; and 
then Mr. Pickwick was jerked forward for several yards, with 
a degree of speed and elasticity MgMy inconsistent with the 
general gravity of Ms demeanour ; at another moment there 
was a request to “keep hack’' from the front, and then the 
butt end of a musket was eitlier dropped upon Mr. Pickwick’s 
toe, to remind Mm of the demand, or tMust into Ms chest to 
ensure its being complied with. Then some facetious gentle- 
men on the left, after pressing sideways in a body, and 
squeezing Mr. Snodgrass into the very last extreme of human 
torture, would request to know “vero he vos a shovin’ to,” 
and when Mr. Winkle had done expressing Ms excessive 
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indignation at witnessing tMs unprovoked assault, some 
person beMnd would knock kis kat over kis eyes, and keg tke 
favour of kis putting kis kead in kis pocket. Tkese, and 
otker practical witticisms, coupled with tke unaccountakle 
absence of Mr. Tupman (wko kad suddenly disappeared, and 
was nowkere to be found), rendered tkeir situation upon tke 
wkole ratker more uncomfortable, tkan pleasing or desirable. 

At length that low roar of many voices ran through tke 
crowd, wHck usually announces tke arrival of whatever they 
have been waiting for. All eyes were turned in tke direction 
of tke sally-port. A few moments of eager expectation, and 
colours were seen fluttering gaily in ike air, arms pli-t'iu'l 
brightly in tke sun: column after column poured (-n lo ihc 
plain. Tke troops halted and formed ; tke word of command 
rung through tke line, there was a general clash of muskets, 
as arms were presented ; and tke commander-in-chief, attended 
by Colonel Bulder and numerous officers, cantered to the 
front. Tke military bands struck up ■: the horses 

stood upon two legs each, cantered backwards, and whisked 
tkeir tails about in aU directions: the dogs harked, tke mob 
screamed, tke troops recovered, and nothing was to he seen on 
cither side, as far as tke eye could reach, but a long per- 
spective of red coats and white browsers, fixed and motionless. 

Mr. Pickwick kad keen so fully occupied in falling about, 
and disentangliug himself, miraculously, from between tke legs 
of horses, that he kad not enjoyed sufficient leisure to observe 
tke scene before him, until it assumed ike appearance wo have 
just described. "When ke was at last enabled to stand fiimily 
on kis legs, kis gratification and delight were unbounded. 

Can anything be finer, or more delightful ? ke inquired 
of Mr. Winkle. 

Nothing,^’ replied that gentleman, wko kad kad a short 
man standing on each of kis feet, for tke quarter of an hour 
immediately preceding. 

is indeed a noble and a brilliant sight, said Mr. 
Snodgrass, in whose bosom a blaze of poetry was rapidly 
bursting forth, see tke gallant defenders of tkeir country, 
drawn up in krilliant array before its pcncoful citizens : their 
faces beaming — ^not with warlike finociiy, Liit with oivilizecl 
gentleness: tkeir eyes fia&hing — not with tke rude fii*© of 
rapine or revenge, but with tke soft b'gkt of humanity and 
intelligence.” * 
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Ml". Pickwick folly entered into tke spirit of tHs eologiom, 
but lie could not exactly re-echo its terms ; for the soft light 
of iatelligence burnt rather feebly in the eyes of the warriors, 
inasmuch as the command eyes front had been given ; and 
aR the spectator saw before him was several thousand pair of 
optics, staring straight forward, whoHy divested of any ex- 
pression whatever. 

We are in a capital situation, now,’’ said Mr. Pickwick, 
looking round him. The crowd had gradually dispersed from 
their immediate vicinity, and they were nearly alone. 

Capital! ” echoed both Mr. Snodgrass and Mr. Winkle. 

‘^What are they doing now?” inquired Mr. Pickwick, 
adjusting his spectacles. 

‘‘ 1 — I — ^rather think,” said Mr. Winkle, changing colour 
— I rather think they ’re going to fire.” 

Nonsense,” said Mr. Pickwick, hastily. 

''I — I — areally think they are,” urged Mr. Snodgrass, 
somewhat alarmed. 

Impossible,” rephed Mr. Pickwick. Pie had hardly 
uttered the word, when the whole half-dozen regiments 
levelled their muskets as if they had but one common object, 
and that object the Pickwickians ; and burst forth with the 
most awful and tremendous discharge, that ever shook the 
earth to its centre, or an elderly gentleman off his. 

It was in this trying situation, exposed to a galling fire of 
blanli fiu*Lrid;20^, and harassed by the operations of the 
mihtary, a fresh body of whom had begun to fall in, on the 
opposite side, that Mr. Pickwick displayed that perfect cool- 
ness and self-possession, which are the indispensable accom- 
paniments of a great mind. He seized Mr. Winkle by the 
arm, and placing himself between that gv mki'i.ri and Mr. 

‘ • : • ■ . I- mostly besought them to remember that beyond 

; ■ ^ of being rendered deaf by the noise, there was 

no ■ r to be apprehended from the firing. 

^^But — but — suppose some of the men should happen to 
have ball cartridges by mistake,” remonstrated Mr. Winkle, 
pallid at the supposition he was himseff conjuring up. I 
heard something whistle through the air just now — so sharx^ : 
close to my ear.” 

We had better throw ourselves on our faces, hadn’t we ? ” 
said Mr. Snodgrass. 

^^No, no — ^it’s over now,” said Mr. Pickwick. His lip 
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Wight quiyer, aad Ms cheek might Maach; hut uo 02cxu^cssiou 
of fear or concern escaped the Hps of that immortal man, 

IVIr. Pickwick was right: the Ming ceased; hut he had 
scarcely time to ( ■< a’i’-- Mmseif on the accuracy of Ms 

opinion, when a quick moyemont was visible in the line : the 
hoarse shout of the word of command ran along it, and before 
either of the party could form a guess at the meaning of- this 
new manoeuvre, the whole of the half-dozen regiments, with 
fixed bayonets, charged at double quick time down upon the 
very spot on which Mr, Pickwick and Ms friends were 
stationed. 

Man is but mortal; and there is a point beyond wMch 
human courage cannot extend. Mr. Pickwick gazed through 
Ms spectacles for an instant on the advciiLcJng mass; and then 
fairly turned his back and — we wUi not say fled; firstly, 
because it is an ignoble term, and, secondly, because Mr. 
Pickwick’s figure was by no means adapted for that mode of 
retreat — ^he trotted away, at as quick a rate as Ms logs would 
convey him ; so qnickly, indeed, that he did not perceive tho 
awkwardness of Ms situation, to the full extent, until too late. 

The opposite troops, whose falling-in had perplexed Mr. 
Pickwick a few seconds before, were drawn up to repel tho 
mimic attack of the sham besiegers of the citadel; and the 
consequence was, that Mr, Pickwick and Ms two companions 
found themselves suddenly inclosed between two lines of great 
length; the one advancing at a rapid pace, and the other 
firmly waiting the collision in hostile array. 

Hoi ! ” shouted the officers of the advancing line — 

Get out of the way,” cried the officers of the stationary 

one. 

Where are we to go to?” screamed the agitated Pick- 
wickians. 

‘‘Hoi — hoi — ^hoi,” was the only reply. There was a 
moment of intense bewilderment, aho«ivv of footsteps, 

a violent concussion; a smothered ilio half-dozen 

^^ero half a thousand yards olf; and the soles of 
Mr. .ricbwl( jc’s boots were elevated in air. 

I'fr, Snodgrass and Mr. W'inMe had oach performed a 
compulsory summerset with remarkable agility, ■^\■hon ilic first 
object that met the eyes of the latter as he sat on the ground, 
staunching with a yellow silk handkerchief tho stream of Kfo 
which i-sued fiom Ms nose, was Ms venerated leador at some 
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distance o:ff, running affcer Ms own liat, wiiicli was gamboling 
playfully away in perspective. 

Tliere are very few moments in a man’s existence, wben be 
experiences so mucb ludicrous distress, or meets witb so bttle 
charitable commiseration, as wben be is in pursuit of Ms own 
bat. A vast deal of coolness, and a peculiar degree of 
judgment, are requisite in catcMng a bat. A man must not 
be precipitate, or be runs over it : be must not rusb into tbe 
opposite extreme, or be loses it altogether. Tbe best way is, 
to keep gently up with tbe object of pursuit, to be wary and 
cautious, to watch your opx^ortunity well, get gradually before 
it, then make a rapid dive, seize it by tbe crovm, and stick it 
firmly on your bead : smiling pleasantly aH tbe time, as if you 
tbbugbt it as good a joke, as anybody else. 

There was a fine gentle wind, and Mr. Pickwick’s bat rolled 
^po]-iI\Tly before it. Tbe wind puffed, and Mr. Pickwick 
puffed, and the bat rolled over and over as merrily as a lively 
porpoise in a strong tide,* and on it might have rolled, far 
beyond Mr. Pickwick’s reach, bad not its course been provi- 
dentially stopped, just as that gentleman was on tbe point of 
rosigmng it to its fate. 

Mr, Pickwick, we say, was completely exliausted, and about 
to give up the chase, wben tbe bat was blown witb some 
violence against tbe wheel of a carriage, wMcb was drawn np 
in a line witb balf-a-dozen other veMcies, on tbe spot to wMcb 
Ms steps bad been directed. Mr. Pickwick, perceiving bis 
advantage, darted briskly forward, secured bis property, 
planted it on bis bead, and x^aused to take breath. He bad 
not been stationary half a minute, wben be beard Ms own 
name eagerly pronounced by a voice, wMcb be at once recog- 
nised iis Mr. Tupmai.’s, and, looking upwards, be beheld a 
sight wb.icb filled him widi siupix.^^o and pleasm’e. 

In an open barouche, the borseS of wMcb bad been taken 
out, tbe better to accommodate it to tbe crowded |)lace, stood 
a stout old gentleman, in a blue coat and bright buttons, 
corderoy breeches and top boots, two young ladies in scarfs 
and feathers, a young gentleman enamoured of one 

of tbe young ladies in scarfs and joailuu'-, a lady of doubtful 
age, probably the aunt of tbe aforesaid, and Mr. TT.pmn7i. 
easy and unconcerned as if be bad belonged to ia.-' ly 
from tbe first moments of Ms infancy. Fastened up behind 
idio barouche was a hamper of spacious dimensions — one of 
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those hampers which always awakens in a contemplative 
mind, associations connected with cold fowls, tongue, and 
bottles of wine — and on the box sat a fat and red-faced hoj^ 
in a state of somnolency, whom no speculative observer could 
have regarded for an instant without setting dovn as the 
official dispenser of the contents of the before-mentioned 
hamper, when the proper time for their consumption should 
arrive. 

Mr. Pickwick had bestowed a hasty glance on these interest- 
ing objects, when he was again greeted by his faithful disciple. 

Pickwick — Pickwick,’' said Mr. Tupman ; come iij> 
here. Make haste.” 

Come along, sir. Pray, come up,” said the stout gentle- 
man. '^Jog! — damn that boy, he’s gone to sleep again — 
Joe, let down the steps.” The fat boy rolled slowly off the box, 
let-down the steps, and held the carriage door invitingly open. 
Mr. Snodgrass and Mr. Winkle came up at the moment. 

^^Eoom for you aU, gentlemen,” said the stout man. 

Two inside, and one out. Joe, make room for one of thos 
gentlemen on ihe box. Now, sir, come along;” and th^ 
stout gentleman extended his arm, and i)ullod first Mr. Pick- 
wick, and then Mr. Snodgrass, into the barouche by maia 
force. Mr. Winkle mounted to the box, the fat boy waddle 1 
to the same perch, and fell fast asleep instantly. 

^^WeH, gentlemen,” said the stout man, '‘very glad to see 
you. Know you very well, gentlemen, though you mayn’t 
remember me. I spent some ev’nins at your club last winter 
— ^picked up my friend Mr. Tupman here this morxdng, and 
very glad I was to see him. Well, sir, and how are you ? 
You do look uncommon well, to be sure.” 

Mr. Pickwick acknowledged the compliment, and cordially 
shook hands with liio stout gentleman in the top boots. 

"Well, and how arc yon, sir?” said the stout gentloman, 
addressing Mr. Snodgrass with paternal a,nxiety. " Charming, 
eh? Well, that’s right — ^that’s right. And how are you, 
sir (to Mr. WinHe) ? Well, I am glad to hear you say you 
are well; very glad I am, to he sure. My daughters, 
;;piiih 11 - ' gals these are; and that’s iny sister, Miss 
liaiiiccJ Wai-li*' She’s a Miss, she is; and yet she an’t a 
Miss — eh, sir — eh?” And the stout gentleman pkyfully 
inserted his elbow between the ribs of Mr. Pickwick, and 
laughed very heartily. 
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‘^Lor, brotlier?^’ isaid Miss Waardle, witli a deprecating 
smile. 

True, true/^ said tlie stout geutiemauj ^'uo one can deny 
it. Gentlemen, I beg your pardon; tMs is my friend Mr. 
Trundle. And now you all know each, other, let be comfort- 
able and happy, and see what 's going forward ; that ’s what 
I say.’^ So the stout gentleman put on his spectacles, and Mr. 
Pickwick pulled out his glass, and everybody stood up in the 
carriage, and looked over somebody else’s shoulder at the 
evolutions of the military. 

Astounding evolutions they were, one rank firiug over the 
heads of another rank, and then running away ; and then the 
other rank firing over the heads of another rank, and running 
away in their turn ; and then forming squares, mth officers in 
the centre ; and then descending the trench on one side with 
scaling ladders, and ascending it on the other again by the 
same means ; and knocking down barricades of baskets, and be- 
having in the most gallant manner possible. Then there was 
such a ramming down of the contents of enormous guns on 
the battery, with instruments like magnified mops; such a 
preparation before they were let ofP, and such an awful noise 
when they did go, that the air resounded with the screams of 
ladies. The young Miss Wardles were so frightened, that 
Mr. Trundle was actually obliged to hold one of them up in 
the carriage, while Mr. Snodgrass supported the other, and 
Mr. War die’ 8 sister suffered under such a dreadful state of 
nervous alarm, that Mr. Tupman found it indispensably 
necessary to put his arm round her waist to keep her up at 
all. Everybody was excited, except the fat boy, and he slept 
as soundly as if the roaring of cannon were his ordinary 
lullaby. 

Joe, Joe!” said the stout v * when the citadel 

was taken, and the besiegers and besieged sat down to dinner. 

Damn that boy, he ’s gone to sleep again. Be good enough 
to pinch him, sir — ^ia the leg, if you please; nothing else 
wakes him — ^thank you. Undo the hamper, Joe.” 

The fat boy, who had been effectually roused by the 
compression of a portion of his leg between the finger and 
thumb of Mr. Winkle, rolled off the box once again, and 
proceeded to unpack the hamper, with more expedition than 
could have been expected from bis previous inactivity. 

^^Now, w^e must sit close,” said tbe stout gentleman. 
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After a great manj jokes akout squeezing tlie ladies’ sleeves, 
and a vast quantity of klusliing at sundry jocose proposals, 
tkat tke ladies should sit in the gcnt1ciiicn’f> laps, the whole 
party were stowed down in the barouche ; and die sloui geiulo- 
man proceeded to hand the things from the fat boy (who had 
mounted up behind for the purpose) into the carriage. 

Now, Joe, knives and forks.” The knives and forks were 
handed in, and the ladies and gentlemen inside, and Mr. 
Winkle on the box, were each furnished with those useful 
implements. 

Plates, Joe, plates.” A similar process employed in the 
distribution of the crockery. 

Now, Joe, the fowls. Damn that boy ; he ’s gone to 
sleep again. Joe! Joe!” (Sundry taps on the head with 
a stick, and the fat boy, with some difficulty, roused from his 
lethargy). Come, hand in the eatables.” 

There was something in the sound of the last word, which 
roused the unctuous boy. He jumped up : and the leaden 
eyes, which twinkled behind his mountainous cheeks, leered 
horribly upon the food as he unpacked it fcom the basket. 

Now, make haste,” said Mr. Wardle; for the fat boy was 
hanging fondly over a capon, which he seemed wholly unable 
to part with. The boy sighed deeply, and, bestowing an 
ardent gaze upon its plumpness, unwillingly consigned it to 
his master. 

That’s right — look sharp. Now the tongue — ^now the 
pigeon-] )io. Take care of that veal and ham^ — ^mind the 
lobsters — ^take the salad out of the cloth — ^give me the 
dressing.” Such were the hurried orders which issued from 
the lips of Mr. Wardle, as he handed in the different articles 
described, and placed dishes in everybody’s hands, and on 
eveiybody’s knees, in endless number. 

Now, ain’t tliis capital ! ” inquired that jolly personage, 
when the work of destruction had commenced. 

Capital ! ” said Mr. Winkle, who was caawing a fowl on 
the box. 

Glass of wine ? ” 

With the greatest pleasure.” 

You’d better have a bottle to yourself, up there, hadn’t 
you?” 

You ’re very good.” 

*^Joe!” 
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^'Yes, sir.’^ (He wasn^t asleep tliis time, having just 
succeeded in abstracting a veal patty.) 

Bottle of wine to the gentleman on the box. Glad to see 
yon, sir/’ 

Thankee.” Mr. Winkle emptied his glass, and placed 
the bottle on the coach-box, by his side. 

t( ■\YjQx jQ-Q permit me to have the pleasure, sir ? ” said 
Mr. Trundle to Mr. WinMe. 

With great pleasure,” replied Mr. Winkle to Mr. Trundle; 
and then the two gentlemen took wine, after which they took 
a glass of wine round, ladies and all. 

“ How dear Emily is flirting with the strange gentleman,” 
whispered the spinster aunt, with true spiuster-axmt-like envy, 
to her brother Mr. Wardle. 

Oh ! I don’t 'know,” said the jolly old gentleman; ^^al] 
very natural, I dare say — ^nothing unusual. Mr. Pickwick, 
some wine, sir ? ” , Mr. Pick-wick, who had been deeply 
investigating the interior of the pigeon-pie, readily assented. 

Emily, my dear,” said the spinster aunt, with a patron- 
ising air, don’t talk so loud, love.” 

^'Lor, aunt!” 

Aunt and the little old gentleman want to have it all to 
themselves, I think,” whispered Miss Isabella Wardle to her 
sister Emily. The young ladies laughed very heartily, and the 
old one tried to look amiable, but couldn’t manage it. 

Young girls have such spirits,” said Miss Wardle to Mr. 
Tupman, with an air of gentle commiseration, as if animal 
spirits were contraband, and their possession mthout a permit, 
a high crime and misdemeanour. 

Oh, they have,” replied Mr. Tupman, not exactly making 
the sort of reply that was expected jd-om him. ‘‘It’s quite 
delightful.” 

“Hem! ” said Miss Wardle, rather dubiously. 

“Will yon permit me,” said Mr, Tupman, in Ms blandest 
manner, toucMng the enchanting Bachael’s wrist with one 
hand, and gently elevating the bottle with the other. “ Will 
you permit me ? ” 

“ Oh, sir ! ” Mr. Tupman looked most impressive ; and 
Eachael expressed her fear that more guns were going off, in 
wMch case, of course, she would have required support again. 

“Do you t hink my dear nieces pretty?” wMspered their 
affectionate aunt to Mr. Tupman, 
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sliould if their aimt Trasn’t here/" replied the ready 
PichwicMan, with a passionate glance. 

Oh, you naughty man — ^but reaUy, if their complexions 
were a little better, don’t you tlrnik they would be nice-looking 
girls — ^by candle-light ? ” 

^ ^^Yes; I think they would;” said Mr. Tupman, with an 
air of indifference. 

Oh, you quiz — I know what you were going to say.” 

*‘What?” inquired Mr. Tupman, who had not precisely 
made up his mind to say anjdliing at all. 

You were going to say, that Isabella stoops — I know you 
were — ^you men are such observers. Well, so she does; it 
can’t be denied; and certainly, if there is one iliijig mca’o than 
another that makes a girl look ugly, it is stooping. I often 
ten her, that when she gets a little older, she’ll be quite 
frightful. Well, you are a quiz ! ” 

Mr. Tupman had no objection to earning the reputation at 
so cheap a rate: so he looked very knowing, and smiled 
mysteriously. 

What a sarcastic sunle,” said the admiring Eachael; I 
declare I’m quite afraid of you.” 

Afraid of me ! ” 

Oh, you can’t disguise anything from me — I know what 
that smile means, very well.” 

^^What?” said Mi\ Tupman, who had not the slightest 
notion himself. 

You mean,” said the amiable aunt, sinking her voice 
still lower— You mean, that you don’t think Isabella’s 
stooping is as bad as Emily’s boldness. Well, she is bold ! 
You cannot think how wretched it makes me sometimes — I’m 
sure I cry about it for hours together — ^my dear brother is so 
good, and so unsuspicious, that he never sees it; if he did, 
I’m q-iute certaia it would break his heart. I wish I could 
think it was only manner — I hope it may be — ” (here tlic 
affectionate relative heaved a deep sigh, and shook her head 
despondingly). 

''I’m sure aunt’s talking about us,” whispered Miss Emily 
Wardle to her sister— '' I’m quite certaia of it— she looks so 
malicious.” 

" Is she ? ” replied Isabella — " Hem ! aunt, dear ! ” 

" Yes, my dear love ! ” 

'' I ’m 50 afraid you ’ll catch cold, aunt— have a silk hand- 
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kercMef to tie xoimd youx dear old kead — ^you really skould 
take care o£ yourself — consider yoixr age ! 

However well deserved this piece of retaliation migM have 
been, it was as vindictive a one as could well Have been 
resorted to. Tkere is no guessing in wbat form of reply tke 
aunt’s indignation would kave vented itself, kad not Mr. 
Wardle unconsciously ckanged tke subject, by calling empkati- 
cally for Joe. 

Damn tkat boy,” said tke old gentleman, ke s gone to 
sleep again.” 

Very extraordinary boy, tkat,’' said Mr. Pickwick, '' does 
ke always sleep in tkis way ? ” 

Sleep ! ” said tke old gentleman, ^nie’s always asleep. 
Goes on errands fast asleep, and snores as ke waits at table.” 

“ How very odd ! ” said Mr. Pickwick. 

Ak ! odd indeed,” returned tke old gentleman ; I ’m 
proud of tkat boy — ^wouldn’t part witk kim on any account — 
ke’s a natural curiosity! Here, Joe — Joe — take tkese tkings 
away, and open anotker bottle — d 'ye bear ? ” 

Tke fat boy rose, opened kis eyes, swallowed tke kuge piece 
of pie ke kad been in tke act of masticating wken ke last fell 
asleep, and slowly obeyed kis master’s orders — gloating 
languidly over tke remains of tke feast, as ke removed tke 
plates, and deposited tkem in tke kamper. Tke fresk bottle 
was produced, and speedky emptied : tke kamper was made 
fast in its old place — ^tke fat boy once more mounted tke box 
— ^tke spectacles and pocket-glass were again adjusted — and 
tke evolutions of tke military recommenced. Tkere was a 
great fizzing and banging of guns, and starting of ladies — and 
tken a mine was sprung, to tke gratification of everybody — 
and wken tke mine kad gone off, tke military and tke company 
followed its example, and went off too. 

^^Now, mind,” said tke old gentleman, as ke skook kands 
witk Mr. Pickwick at tke conclusion of a conversation wkiek 
kad been carried on at intervals, dmdng tke conclusion of tke 
proceedings — we skak see you all to-morrow.” 

“ Most certainly,” replied Mr. Pickwick. 

You kave got tke address ? ” 

Manor Farm, Dingley Dell,” said Mr. Pickwick, consult- 
ing kis pocket-book. 

Tkat’s it,” said tke old gontlcman. “ I don’t let you off, 
mind, under a week j and undertake tkat you skaU see every- 
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thing -worth, seeing. If yonVe como doTO for a conniiy life, 
come to me, and I’ll give you plenty of it. Joe — danm that 
hoy, he’s gone to sleep again — Joe, help Tom put in the 
horses.” 

The horses were put in — ^the driver mounted — ^the fat hoy 
clamhered up by his side — ^farewells were exchanged — and the 
carriage rattled off. As the Pickwichians turned round to 
take a last glimpse of it, the setting sim cast a rich glow on 
the faces of their entertainers, and fell upon the form oi' the 
fat boy. His head was sunk upon his bosom; and he 
slumbered again. 
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CHAPTEE V. 

A SHORT ONE — SHOWING, AMONG OTHER MATTERS, HOW MR. PICKWICK 
UNDERTOOK TO DRIVE, AND MR. WINKLE TO RIDE ,* AND HOW THEY 
BOTH DID IT. 

Height and pleasant was tlie sky, "balmy tke air, and 
beautifol tke appearance of every object around, as Mr. Pick- 
wick leant over tke balustrades of Eocbester Bridge, contem- 
plating nature, and waiting for breakfast. Tbe scene was 
indeed one, wMcb might well have charmed a far less reflective 
mind, than that to which it was presented. 

On the left of the spectator lay the ruined wall, broken in 
many places, and in some, overhanging the narrow beach 
below in rude and heavy masses. Huge knots of sea- weed 
hung upon the jagged and pointed stones, trembling in every 
breath of wind ; and the green ivy clung mournfully round the 
dark, and ruined battlements. Behind it rose the ancient 
castle, its towers roofless, and its massive walls nuri'''I>’iV 
away, but telling us proudly of its old might and strength, as 
when, seven hundred years ago, it rang with the clash of arms, 
or resounded with the noise of feasting and revelry. On either 
side, the banks of the Medway, covered with corn-fields and 
pastures, with here and there a vdndmill, or a distant church, 
stretched away as far as the eye could see, presenting a rich 
and varied landscape, rendered more beautiful by the changing 
shadows which passed swdftly across it, as the thin and half- 
formed clouds skimmed away in the light of the morning sun. 
The river, reflecting the dear blue of the sky, glistened and 
sparkled as it flowed noiselessly on ,- and the oars of the fisher- 
men dipped into the water with a clear and liquid sound, as 
the heavy but picturesque boats glided slowly down the stream. 

Mr. Pickwick was roused &om the agreeable reverie into 
which he had been led by the objects before him, by a deep 
sigh, and a touch on his shoulder. He turned round: and 
the dismal man was at his side. 
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Contemplating tlxe scene ? inquired tlie dismal man. 

I was/’ said Mr. Pickwick. 

‘^And congratulating yourself on being up so soon?” 
Mr. Pickwick nodded assent. 

Ak! people need to "rise early, to see tbe sun in all Ms 
splendour, for Ms brightness seldom lasts tbe day tbrougb. 
Tile morning of day and tbe morning of life are but too mucb 
alike.” 

You speak truly, sir,” said Mr. Pickwick. 

Plow common tbe saying,” continued tbe dismal man, 
‘ Tbe morning ’s too fine to last.’ How well might it bo 
appbed to our every-day existence. God! what would I 
forfeit to have tbe days of my cMldbood restored, or to bo 
able to forget them for ever ! ” 

You have seen mucb trouble, sn*,” said Mr. Pickwick, 
compassionately. 

I have,” said tbe dismal man, burriedly; 1 have. More 
than those who see me now would believe possible.” Ho 
paused for an instant, and then said, abruptly. 

Did it ever strike you, on such a morning as tMs, that 
drowning woxild be happiness and peace ? ” 

God bless me, no ! ” replied Mr. Pickwick, edging a little 
from tbe balustrade, as tbe possibility of tbe dismal man’s 
tipping Mm over, by way of experiment, occurred to Mm 
rather forcibly. 

1 have thought so, often,” said tbe dismal man, without 
noticing tbe action. Tbe cabn, cool water seems to me to 
murmur an invitation to repose and rest. A bound, a splash, 
a brief struggle j there is an eddy for an instant, it gi-adually 
subsides into a gentle ripple; tbe waters have closed above 
your bead, and tbe world has closed upon your miseries and 
misfortunes for ever.” Tbe sunken eye of tbe cbsmal man 
hashed brightly as be spoke, but tbe momentary excitement 
quickly subsided ; and be turned calmly away, as be said — 
''There — enough of that. I wish to see you on another 
subject. You invited me to read that paper, the night before 
last, and bstened attentively while I did so.” 

“ I did, ” repbed Mr. Pickwick ; and I certainly 
thought 

I asked for no opinion,” said tbe dismal man, interrupting 
Mm, " and I want none. You are travelling for amusement 
and instruction. Suppose I forwarded you a cmious manu- 
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script — observe, not cnrions because wild or improbable, but 
curious as a leaf from tbe romance of real life. Would you 
communicate it to tbe club, of wbicb you bave spoken so 
frequently ? ’’ 

'' Certainly,” replied Mr. Pickwick, '' if you wished it ; and 
it would bo entered on tbeir Transactions.” 

‘^You shall bave it,” repbed tbe dismal man. '^Your 
address ; ” and, Mr. Pickwick having communicated tbeir 
probable route, tbe dismal man carefully noted it down in a 
p:easy pocket-book, and, resisting Mr. Pickwick’s pressing 
invitation to breakfast, left; that gentleman at bis inn, and 
walked slowly away. 

Mr. Pickwick found that bis three companions bad risen, 
and were waiting bis arrival to commence breakfast, wbicb 
was ready laid in tempting display. They sat down to tbe 
meal ; and broiled bam, eggs, tea, coffee, and sundries, began 
to disappear with a rapidity wbicb at once bore testimony to 
tbe excellence of tbe fare, and tbe appetites of its consumers. 

“ Now, about Manor Farm,” said Mr. Pickwick. “ PIow^ 
shall we go ? ” 

bad better consult tbe waiter, perhaps,” said Mr. 
Tupman, and tbe waiter was summoned accordingly. 

^^Bingley Dell, • ■ ;* — miles, gentlemen — cross 
road — ^post-chaise, sir ? ” 

^^Post-cbaisG won’t bold more than two,” said Mr. Pickwick. 

'^True, sir — ^beg your pardon, sir. — ^Yery nice fo\ix-wbeel 
chaise, sir — seat for two behind — one in front for tbe gentle- 
man that drives — ob ! beg your pardon, sir — that ’ll only 
bold three.” 

What ’s to be done ? ” said Mr. Snodgrass. 

Perhaps one of tbe gentlemen like to ride, sir,” suggested 
tbe waiter, looking towards Mr. Winkle ; very good saddle 
horses, sir — ^any of Mr, Wardle’s men coining to Eocbester, 
bring ’em back, sir.” 

Tbe very thing,” said Mr, Pickwick. Winkle, will you 
go on horseback ? ” 

Now Mr. Winkle did entertain considerable misgivings in 
tbe very lowest recesses of bis own heart, relative to bis 
equestrian skill; but, as be would not bave them even sus- 
pected on any account, be at once replied with great hardihood, 
Certainly. I should enjoy it, of all things.” 

Mr. Winlde bad rushed upon bis fate; there was no 
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resource. ^‘Let tLem be at tbe door by eleveB,’^ said Mr. 
PicbAvick. 

Very well, sir,’’ replied the waiter. 

Tbe waiter retired; tlie breakfast concluded; and tlie 
travellers ascended to tbeir respective bed-rooms, to prepare 
a change of clothing, to take with them on their cipp]*ojichiug 
expedition. 

Mr. Pickwick had made his ]preliminary ■ ' ' and 

was looking over the coifee-room blinds at the passengers in 
the street, when the waiter entered, and announced that the 
chaise was ready — an announcement which the vehicle itself 
confirmed, by forthwith appjearing before the coffee-room 
blinds aforesaid. 

It was a curious little green box on four wheels, mth a low 
place like a wine-bin for two behind, and an elevated perch 
for one in j&?ont, drawn by an immense brown horse, dis- 
playing great symmetry of bone. An hostler stood near, 
holding by the bridle another immense horse — apparently 
a near relative of the animal in the * ‘ saddled 

for Mr. Winkle. 

“ Bless my soul ! ” said Mr. Pickwrick, as they stood upon 
the pavement while the coats were being put in. Bless my 
soul 1 who ^s to drive ? I never thought of that.’’ 

Oh ! you, of course,” said Mr. Tupman. 

Of course,” said Mr. Snodgrass. 

I ! ” exclaimed Mr. Pickwick. 

'^Not the slightest fear, sir,” interposed the hostler. 

Warrant him quiet, sir; a hinfant in arms might dilve 
Mm.” 

He don’t shy, does he ? ” inquired Mr. Pickwick. 

Shy, six ? — He wouldn’t shy if he wms to moot a vaggin- 
load of monkeys, with their tails burnt off.” 

The last recommendation was indisputable. Mr. Tix|)man 
and Mr. Snodgrass got into the bin ; Mr. Pickwick ascended 
to Ms perch, and deposited Ms feet on a floor-clothod shelf, 
erected beneath it, for ■’ -• 

^'ISfow, shiny Villiam,” said the hostler to the deputy 
hostler, give the gen’hn’n the ribbins.” Sliiny Villiam ” 
— so called, , . from Ms sleek hair and oily coun- 

tenance — placed the reins in Mr. Pickwick’s loft hand ; and 
the ux^per hostler tMust a whix^ into Ms right. 

•^Wo — o!” cried Mr. Pickwick, as tho tall quadriix')od 
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evinced a decided inclination to back into tke coffee-room 
window. 

— o!” eckoed Mr. Tnpman and Mr. Snodgrass, from 

eke bin. 

‘^Only kis playfulness, gen’lm’n,” said tke bead kostler, 

■ '/""/i} . ‘^jist kitek kold on kim, ViHiam.” Tke 
deputy restrained tke animaPs impetuosity, and tke principal 
ran to assist Mr. Winkle in mounting. 

T’otker side, sir, if you please.’’ 

Blowed if tke gcn’lm’n worn’t a gettin’ up on tke wrong 
side,’* whispered a grinning post-boy, to tke inexpressibly 
gratiked waiter. 

Mr. Winkle, tkus instructed, climbed into kis saddle, witk 
about as muck difficulty as ke would kave experienced in 
getting up tke side of a first-rate man-of-war. 

All rigkt ?” inquired Mr. Pickwick, witk an inward pre- 
sentiment tkat it was all wrong. 

AH rigkt,” replied Mr. Winkle faintly. 

' ^^Let ’em go,” cried tke kostler, — ^^Hold kim in, sir;” 
and away went tke ckaise, and tke saddle korse, witk Mr, 
Pickwick on tke box of tke one, and Mr. Winkle on tke back 
of ike otker, to tke dekgkt and gratification of tke wkole inn 
yard. 

Wkat makes kim go sideways?” said Mr. Snodgrass in 
tke bin, to Mr. Winkle in tke saddle. 

I can’t imagine,” repHed Mr. Winkle. His korse was 
drifting up tke street in tke most mysterious manner — side 
first, mtk kis kead towards one side of tke way, and kis tail 
towards tke otker, 

Mr. Pickwick kad no leisure to observe either this, or any 
otker particular, tke wkole of kis faculties being concentrated 
in tke management of tke animal attacked to tke ckaise, wko 
various peculiarities, highly interesting to a by- 
stander, but by no means equally amusing to any one seated 
behind kim. Besides constantly jerking kis kead up, in a 
very unpleasant and uncomfortable manner, and tugging at 
tke reins to an extent which rendered it a matter of great 
difficulty for Mr. Pickwick to kold them, ke kad a singular 
propensity for darting suddenly eveiy now and then to tke 
side of tke road, then stopping short, and then rushing forward 
for some minutes, at a speed which it was wholly impossible 
to control. 
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'^Wliat can he mean by tbis?^' said Mr. Snodgrass, wlien 
tbe liorse bad executed this manceuTre for tbe twentieth time. 

''I don’t know,” replied Mr. Tupman; ''it looks yery like 
skying, don’t it?” Mr. Snodgrass was about to reply, when 
be was interrupted by a shout from Mr. Pickwick. 

" Woo,” said that gentleman, " I haye dropped my whip.” 

"Winkle,” cried 2dr. Snodgrass, as the equestrian came 
trotting up on the tall horse, with his hat oyer his ears : 
and shaking all over, as if he would shake to pieces, with the 
yiolence of the exercise. " Pick up the whip, there ’s a good 
fellow.” Mr. Wmlde pulled at the bridle of the tall horse 
till he was black in the face ; and haying at length succeeded 
in stopping him, dismounted, handed the whip to Mr. Pick- 
wick, ajid. gra-ping the reins, prepared to remount. 

Now, whether the tall horse, in the natural playfulness of 
bis disposition, was desirous of haying a httle innocent re- 
creation with Mr. Winkle, or whether it occurred to him that 
he could perform 10 y as much to his own satisfaction 
without a rider as with one, are points upon which we can 
arriye at no dciinito and distinct conclusion. By whatever 
motives the animal was actuated, certain it is that Mr. Winkle 
had no sooner touched the reins, than he slipped them over his 
head, and darted backward to their full length. 

"Poor fellow,” said Mr. Winkle, soothingly, — "poor 
foUo-w — ^good old horse.” The " poor fellow ” was proof against 
flattery : the more Mr. Winkle tried to get nearer him, the 
more he sidled away; and, j 'ih-tn'r'.p- all kinds of 
coaxing and wheedling, there wore Mr. Winkle and the good 
old horse going round and round each other for ten minutes ; 
at the end of which time, each was at precisely the same 
distance irom the other as when they first commenced — an 
imsatisfactory sort of thing under any circumstances, but 
particularly so in a lonely road, -where no assistance can be 
procured. 

"^Vhat am I to do?” shouted Mr. Winkle, after the 
dodging had been prolonged for a considerable time. " What 
am I to do ? I can’t get on him ?” 

'^You had better lead him till we come to a turnpike,” 
rephed Mr. Pickwick from the chaise. 

" But he won’t come,” roared Mr. Winkle. " Do come, and 
hold him.” 

Mr. Pickwick was the impersonation of kindness and 
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Immanity : lie threw the reins on the horse’s hack, and haying 
descended from his seat, carefully drew the chaise into the 
hedge, lest anything shonld come along the road, and stepped 
hack to the assistance of his distressed companion, leaving Mr. 
Tupman and Mr. Snodgrass in the yehicle. 

The horse no sooner beheld Mr. Tlthw Icic advancirg towards 
him with the chaise whip in his hand, than he exchanged 
the rotatory motion in which he had previously indulged, for a 
retrograde movement of so very determined a character, tha^ it 
at once drew Mr. Winkle, who was still at the end of the 
bridle, at a rather quicker rate than fast walking, in the 
direction from which they had just come. Mr. Pickwick ran 
to his assistance, but the faster Mr. Pickwick ran forward, the 
faster the horse ran backward. 

There was a great scraping of feet, and kicking up of the 
dust ; and at last Mr. Winkle, his arms being nearly pulled 
out of their sockets, fairly let go his hold. The horse paused, 
stared, shook his head, turned round, and quietly trotted 
home to Rochester, leaving Mr. Winkle and Mr. Pickvdck 
gazing on each other with countenances of blank dismay. 
A rattling noise at a little distance attracted their attention. 
They looked up. 

Bless my soul!” exclaimed the agonized Mr. Pickwick, 
there ’s the other horse running away 1” 

It was but too true. The animal was startled by the noise, 
and the reins were on his back. The result may be guessed. 
He tore off with the four-wheeled chaise behind him, and Mr. 
Tupman and Mr. Snodgrass in the four-wheeled chaise. The 
heat was a short one. Mr. Tupman threw himself into the 
hedge, Mr. Snodgrass followed his example, the horse dashed 
the four-wheeled chaise against a wooden bridge, separated the 
wheels from the body, and the bin from the perch ; and ffnally 
stood stock stOl to gaze upon the ruin he had made. 

The first care of the two unspilt friends was to extricate 
their unfortunate companions from their bed of quickset — a 
process which gave them the unspeakable satisfaction of dis- 
covering that they had sustained no injury, beyond sundry 
rents in their gfinuout-, and various lacerations from the 
brambles. The next thing to be done was, to unharness the 
horse. This complicated process having been effected, the 
‘party walked slowly forward, leading the horse among them, 
and abandoning the chaise to its fate. 

TOL, I. ^ 
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An Konr’s walkiiig iDronglit tlie trayellers to a little road- 
side public iiouse, wif;]! two elm-trees^ a Iiorse trough, and a 
■ ' M- in fcont j one or two deformed hay-ricks behind, a 
. ■ . • L garden at the side, and rotten sheds and mouldering 
out-houses jumbled in strange confusion, all about it. A red- 
headed man was working in the garden ; and to Mm Mr. 
Pickwick called lustily — Hallo there 

The red-headed man raised Ms body, shaded his eyes with 
hiS hand, and stared long and coolly, at Mr. Pickwick and Ms 
eompanions- 

Hallo there ! ” repeated Mr, Pickwick. 

“ Hallo was the red-headed man’s reply. 

How far is it to Dingley Deh?” 

Better er seven mile.” 

Is it a good road 

^^No, t’ant.” Having uttered tMs brief reply, and appa- 
rently satisfied Mmself with another scrutiny, the red-headed 
man resumed Ms work. 

We want to put tMs horse up here,’^ said Mr. Pickwick; 

I suppose we can, can’t we?” 

Want to put that ere horse up, do e© ?” repeated the red- 
headed man, loatiing on his spade. 

Of course,” replied Mr, Pickwick, who had by tMs time 
advanced, horse in hand, to the garden rails. 

Missus ” — ^roared the man with the red head, emerging 
from the garden, and looking very hard at the horse — 

Missns.” 

A tall hony v'oman — straight all the way down — ^in a 
coarse blue pelisse, with the waist an inch or two below her 
arm-pits, responded to the call. 

Can we put tMs horse up here, my good woman?” said 
Mr. Tupman, advancing, and speaking in Ms most seductive 
tones. The woman looked very hard at the wholo part}^; 
and the red-headed man wMspered sometMng in her oar. 

replied the woman, affcer a little consideration, 

I 'm afeerd on it.” 

^'Afraid!” exclaimed JMr. Pickwick, ''what’s the woman 
afraid of?” 

" It got us in trouble last time,” said the woman, turning 
into the house ; '* I woan’t have nothin’ to say to ’un.” 

" Most extraordinary tMng I ever met with in my life,” 
said the astonished Mr. Pickwick. 
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((j — — areally believe/^ wMspered Mr. WinMe, as bis 
friends gathered round bim, that they tbink we bave come 
by this borse in some dishonest manner/’ 

What I” exclaimed Mr. Pickwick, in a storm of indigna- 
tion. Mx. Winkle modestly repeated bis suggestion. 

Hallo, you fellow!” said the angry Mr, Pickwick. 
you think we stole this horse ?” 

I ’m sure ye did,” replied the redheaded man, with a 
grin which agitated his countenance from one auricular organ 
to the other. Saying which, he turned into the house, and 
banged the door after bim. 

It ’s like a dream,” — ejaculated Mr. Pickwick, a 
hideous dream. The idea of a man’s walking about, all day, 
with a dreadful borse that he can’t get rid of!” The de- 
pressed Pickwickians turned moodily away, with the tall 
quadruped, for which they aH felt the most unmitigated 
disgust, foUowdng slowly at their heels. 

It was late in the afternoon when the four friends and 
their four-footed companion, turned into the lane leading to 
Manor Farm : and even when they were so near their place 
of destination, the pleasure they would otherwise have expe- 
rienced, was materially damped as they reflected on the 
singularity of their appearance, and the absurdity of their 
situation. Tom clothes, lacerated faces, dusty shoes, ex- 
hausted looks, and, above all, the horse. Oh, how Mr. 
Pickwick cursed that horse : he had eyed the noble animal 
from time to time with looks expressive of hatred .and 
revenge; more than once he had calculated the probable 
amount of the expense he would incur by cutting his throat ; 
and now the temptation to destroy him, or to cast him loose 
upon the world, rushed upon his mind with tenfold force. 
He was roused j6rom a meditation ou these dire imaginings, 
by the sudden appearance of two figures, at a turn of the 
lane. It was Mr. Wardle, and his faithful attendant, the 
fat boy. 

‘^Why, where have you been?” said the hospitable old 
gentleman, I ’ve been waiting for you all day. Well, you 
do look tired. What ! Scratches ! Not hurt I hope — eh ? 
Well, I am glad to hear that — ^very. So you ’ve been spilt, 
eh? Never mind. Common accident in these parts. Joe — * 
he’s asleep again! — Joe, take that horse fi^om i" h 
and lead it into the stable.” 

p 2 
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Tke fat boy sauntered beaYily behind them mtli the 
animal ; and the old gentleman condoling with bis guests in 
homely phrase, on so much of the day’s adventures as they 
thought proper to communicate, led the way to the kitchen. 

We ’ll have you put to rights here,” said the old gentle- 
man, and then I ’ll introduce you to the people in the 
parlour. Emma, bring out the cherry brandy; now, Jane, 
a needle and thread here ; towels and water, Mary. Come, 
girls, bustle about.” 

Three or four buxom girls speedily dispersed in search of 
the different articles in requisition, while a couple of large- 
headed, circular-visaged males rose from their seats in the 
chimney corner, (for although it was a May evening, their 
attachment to the wood fire appeared as cordial as if it were 
Christmas,) and dived into some obscure recesses, from which 
they speedily produced a bottle of blacking, and some half- 
dozen brushes. 

Bustle,” said the old gentleman agaia, but the admoni- 
tion was quite unnecessary, for one of the girls poured out 
the cherry brandy, and another brought in the towels, and 
one of the men suddenly seizing Mr. Pickwick by the leg, at 
the imminent hazard of throwing him off his balance, brushed 
away at his boot, till his corns were red-hot ; while the other 
shampoo’d Mr. Winkle with a heavy clothes-brush, indulging,, 
during the operation, in that hissing sound, which hostlers 
are wont to produce, when engaged in rubbing down a horse. 

Mr. Snodgrass, having concluded his ablutions, took a 
survey of the room, while standing with his hack to the fire, 
sipping his cherry brandy with heartfelt satisfaction. Tie 
describes it, as a large apartment, with a red brick floor, and 
a capacious chimney ; the ceilmg garnished with hams, sides 
of bacon, and ropes of onions. The walls were decorated Avitli 
several hunting--sv]iips, two or three bridles, a saddle and an 
old rust}" blundcrhuss, with an inscription below it, intimating 
that it was Loaded” — as it had been, on the same authority, 
for half a century at least. An old eight-day clock, of solemn 
and sedate demeanour, ticked gravely in one coiner ; and a 
silver watch, of equal antiquily, dangled from one of the many 
hooks which ornamented the dresser. 

^^Eeady?” said the old gentleman inquiringly, when his 
guests had been washed, mended, brushed, and hrandied. 

Quite,” rephed Mr. Pickwick. 
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Colue along iiien,” and the party Having traversed several 
dark p.!--'!,:: and being joined by Mr. Tnpman, wbo bad 
lingered behind to snatcb a Hss from Emma, for wbicb be 
bad been duly re^^arded mtb sundry pnsbings and scratch- 
ings, arrived at the parlour door. 

Welcome,” said tbeir hospitable host, throwing it open 
and stepping forward to annotince them, Welcome, gentle- 
men, to Manor Farm.” 
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CHAPTER YL 

AN OLD-FASHIONED CARD-PAHTY — THE CLBEOYHAN’S VERSES — THE STORY 
OF THE convict’s RETURN. 

Seteeal guests yAo "were asseiulbled in tlie old parlouTj 
rose to greet Mr. Piclrwick and Ms friends upon their 
entrance; and during the performance of the ceremony of 
introduction, ■with aJl due formalities, Mr. Pick'wick had 
leisure to observe the appearance, and speculate upon the 
characters and pursuits, of the persons by whom he was 
surrounded — a habit in wMch he in common with many other 
great men delighted to indulge. 

A very old lady, in a lo% cap and faded silk gown — ^no 
less a personage than Mr. Wardle’s mother — occupied the 
post of honour on the right-hand comer of the cMmney-piece ; 
and various certificates of her having been brought up in the 
way she should go when young, and of her not having de- 
it when old, ornamented the walls, in the form of 
- - • ^ 1 ■ . ‘ ancient date, worsted landscapes of equal an- 
tiquity, and crimson silk tea-kettle holders of a more modern 
period. The aunt, the two young ladles, and Mr. Wardle, 
each vying with the other in paying zealous and unremitting 
attentions to the old lady, crowded round her easy chair, one 
lioldiug her ear-trumpet, another an orange, and a third a 
smelling-bottle, while a fourth was busily engaged in patting 
and puncMng the pillows, wMch were arranged for her sup- 
port. On the opposite side, sat a bald-headed old gentleman, 
with a good-humoured benevolent face — ^the clergyman of 
Dingley Dch ; and next him sat his wife, a stout blooming 
old lady, who looked as if she were weU. skilled, not only in 
the art and mystery of manufacturing home-made cordials 
greatly to other people’s satisfaction, but of tasting them 
occasionally very much to her own. A little hard-headed, 
Ripstone pippin-faced man, was conversing with a fat bid 
gentleman in one comer ; and two or three more old gentle- 
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men, and two or tliree more old ladies, sat B'"; i.r.r';- ’■ and 
motionless on tBeir ckairs, staring very Hard at Hir. Pickwick 
and Ms fellow-voyagers. 

^'Mr. Pickwick, mother/' said Mr. Warclle, at the very top 
of Ms voice. 

“Ah!" said the old lady, shaking her head; “I can't 
hear yon." 

“Mr. Pickwick, grandma!" screamed both the yonng ladies 
together. 

“Ah!" exclaimed the old lady. “Well; it don't much 
matter. He don't c'^re for an old 'ooman like me, I dare say." 

“ I assure yon, ma'am," said Mr. Pickwick, grasping the 
old lady's hand, and speaking so lond that the exertion 
imparted a crimson hne to Ms benevolent countenance ; “I 
assure yon, ma'am, that nothmg delights me more, than to 
see a lady of yonr time of life heading so jSne a family, and 
looking so yonng and well." 

“ Ah ! " said the old lady, after a short pause ,• “ it 's all 
very fine, I dare say; but I can’t hear him." 

“Grandma's rather put out now," said Miss Isabella 
Wardle, in a low tone ; “ but she '11 talk to yon presently." 

Mr. Pickwick nodded Ms readiness to humour the infirmities 
of age, and entered into a general conversation with the other 
members of the circle. 

“Delightful situation tMs," said Mr. Pickwick. 

“ Delightful ! " echoed Messrs. Snodgrass, Tupman, and 
WinMe. 

“ Well, I think it is," said Mr. Wardle. 

“ There ain't a better spot o' ground in all Kent, sir," said 
the hard-headed man with the pippin face; “there ain’t 
indeed,, sir — I 'm sure there ain't, sir ; " and the hard-headed 
man looked triumphantly round, as if he had been very much 
contradicted by somebody, but had got the better of Mm 
at last. 

“ There ain't a better spot o’ groimd in all Kent," said the 
hard-headed man again, after a pause. 

“ 'Cept Mullins's Meadows," observed the fat man, solemnly. 

“ Mullins's Meadows ! " ejaculated the other, with profound 
Contempt. 

“ Ah, Mullins's Meadows," repeated the fat man. 

“ Eeg’lar good land that," interposed another fat man 

“ And so it is, sure-ly," said a IMrd fat man. 
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Everybody knows that/’ said the corpulent host. 

The hard-headed naan looked dubiously round ; but finding 
himself in a minority, assumed a compassionate air, and said 
no more. 

What are they talking about ? ” inquired the old lady of 
one of her gr<‘!i d-.ncjbt'-r'-. in a very audible voice; for, like 
many deaf people, she never seemed to calculate on the possi- 
bility of other persons hearing what she said herself. 

“ About the land, grandma.” 

'' What about the land ? — ^ISTothing the matter, is there ? ” 

'^1^0, no. Mr, Miller was saying our land was better than 
MnOins’s Meadows.” 

How should he know anything about it ? ” inquired the 
old lady indignantly. ^'Miller’s a conceited coxcomb, and 
you may tell him I said so.” Saying wliich, the old lady, 
quite unconscious that she had spoken above a whisper, drew 
herself up, and looked carving knives at the hard-headed 
delinquent. 

“ Come, come,” said the bustling host, with a natural 
anxiety to change the conversation, — '^What say you to a 
rubber, Mr. Pickwick ? ” 

“ I should like it of all things,” replied that gentleman ; 
but pray don’t make up one on my account.” 

^'Oh, I assure you, mother’s very fond of a rubber,” said 
Mr. Wardle ; ain’t you, mother ? ” 

The old lady, who was much less deaf on this subject than 
on any other, replied in the affirmative. 

Joe, Joe,” said the old gentleman — Joe — damn that — 
oh, here he is ! Put out the card-tables.” 

The lethargic youth contrived without any additional 
rousing, to set out two card-tables ; the one for Pope Joan, 
and the other for whist. The whist-players were, Mr. Pick- 
wick and the old lady; Mr. Miller and the fat gentleman. 
The round game comprised the rest of the company. 

The rubber was conducted with all that gravity of deport- 
ment, and sedateness of demeanour, wMch befit the pursuit 
entitled whist” — a solemn observance, to which, as it 
appears to us, the title of game ” has been very irreverently 
and ignominiously applied. The round-game table, on the 
other hand, was so boisterously merry, as materially to 
interrupt the contemplations of Mr. Miller, who, not being 
quite so much absorbed as he ought to have been, contrived 
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to eommit yarious Mgli crimes and misdemeanours, wHcli 
excited tlie -wxatli of tlie fat gentleman to a very great extent, 
and called fortli the good-hiunour of the old lady in a pro- 
portionate degree. 

There ! said the cri min al MiHer triumphantly, as he 
took up the odd trick at the conclusion of a hand; '^that 
could not have Tbeen played better, I flatter myseK ; — impos- 
sible to have made another trick ! ’’ 

Miller ought to have trumped the diamond, oughtn't he, 
sir ? " said the old lady. 

Mr. Pickwick nodded assent. 

Ought I, though ? ” said the unfortunate, with a doubtful 
appeal to his partner. 

‘‘You ought, sir,” said the fat gentleman in an awTul voice. 

“ Very sorry,” said the crest-fallen Miller. 

“ Much use that,” growled the fat gentleman. 

“ Two by honours makes us eight,” said Mr. Pickwick. 

Another hand. “ Can you one ? ” iuquired the old lady. 

“ I can,” replied Mr. Pickwick. Double, single, and 
the rub.” 

“ Never was such luck,” said Mr. Miller. 

“Never was such cards,” said the fat gentleman. 

A solemn silence : Mr. Pickwick humorous, the old lady 
serious, ibc fat gcniloman captious, and Mr. Miller timorous. 

“Another double,” said the old lady: triumphantly making 
a memorandum of the circumstance, by placiug one sixpence 
and a battered hab^enny under the candlestick. 

“A double, sir,” said Mr. Pickwick. 

“ Quite aware of the fact, sir,” replied ^the fat gentleman, 
sharply. 

Another game, with a similar result, was followed by a 
revoke from the unlucky Miller; on which the fat pen Ik' man 
burst into a state of high personal excitement which lasted 
until the conclusion of the game, when he retired into a 
corner, and remained perfectly mute for one hour and twenty- 
seven minutes; at the end of which time he emerged jS'om 
Ms retirement, and offered Mr. Pickwick a pinch of snuff 
with the air of a man who has made up Ms min'd to a 
Christian forgiveness of iajuries sustained. The old lady's 
hearing decidedly improved, and the unlucky MOler felt as 
much out of Ms element as a dolpMn ia a sentry-box. 

MeanwMle the round game proceeded right merrily. 
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Isabella Wardle and Mr. Trundle ^^went partners/’ and 
Emily Wardle and Mr. Suodgra'-a did tlie same; and even 
Mr. Tupman and tiie spinster aunt established a joint-stock 
company of fish and flattery. Old Mr. Wardle was in the 
very height of his jollity; and he was so funny in his 
management of the hoard, and the old ladies were so sharp 
after their winnings, that the whole table was in a perpetual 
roar of merriment and laughter. There was one old lady 
who always had about half a dozen cards to pay for, at which 
everybody laughed, regularly every round ; and when the old 
lady looked cross at ha-ving to pay, they laughed louder than 
ever ; on which the old lady’s face gradually brightened up, 
tni at last she laughed louder than any of them. Then, w^hen 
the sjpinster aunt n'iib-iinory/’ the young ladies laughed 
afresh, and the spinster aunt seemed disposed to be pettish ; 
till, feeling Mr. Tupman squeezing her hand under the table, 
she brightened up too, and looked rather knowing, as if 
matrimony in reality were not quite so far ofC as some people 
thought for ; whereupon everybody laughed again, and espe- 
cially old Mr. Wardle, who enjoyed a joke as much as the 
youngest. As to Mr. Snodgrass, he did nothing but whisper 
poetical sentiments into his partner’s ear, which made one old 
gentleman facetiously sly, about partnerships at cards, and 
partnerships for life, and caused the aforesaid old gentleman 
to make some remarks thereupon, accompanied with divers 
winks and chuckles, which made the company very merry, 
and the old gentleman’s wife especially so. And Mr. WinJde 
came out with jokes which are very well known in town, but 
are not at all known in the country : and as everybody 
laughed at them very heartily, and said they were very 
capital, Mr. Winkle was in a state of great honour and glory. 
And the benevolent clergyman looked pleasantly on ; for the 
^^PPy which surrounded the table made the good old 
man feel happy too; and though the merriment was rather 
hoisterons, still it came from the heart and not from the lips : 
and this is the right sort of merjriment, after all. 

The evening glided swiftly away, in these cheerful recrea- 
tions ; and when the substantial though homely supper had 
been despatched, and the little party formed a social circle 
round the fire, Mr. Pickwick thought he had never felt so 
happy in his life, and at no time so much disposed to enjoy, 
and make the most of, the passing nioments. ^^Now this,” 
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sai(| tlie hospitable bost^ who was sitting in great state next 
the old lady's arm-cliair, with her hand fast clasped in his — 
This is jnst what I like — ^the happiest moments of my life 
haye been passed at this old fire-side : and I am so attached 
to it, that I keep up a blazing fire here every evening, until it 
actually grows too hot to bear it. Why, my poor old mother, 
here, used to sit before this fire-place upon that little stool, 
when she was a girl — didn't you, mother 

The tear which starts unbidden to the eye when the re- 
coEection of old times and the happiness of many years ago, 
is suddenly recalled, stole down the old lady's face, as she 
shook her head with a melancholy smile. 

^^You must excuse my talking about this old place, Mr. 
Pickwick," resumed the host, after a short pause — ^^for I love 
it dearly, and know no other — ^the old houses and fields seem 
like living friends to me : and so does our httle church with 
the ivy, — about which, by-the-by, our excellent Mend there, 
made a song when he first came amongst us. Mr. Snodgrass, 
have you anything in your glass ?" 

'^Plenty, thank you," repHed that 
curiosity had been greatly excited by ( '■ 

his entertainer. “ I beg your pardon, but you were talking 
about the song of the Ivy." 

You must ask our Mend opposite about that," said the 
host laiowingly; indicating the clergyman by a nod of his 
head. 

May I say that I should Kke to hear you repeat it, sir ?" 
said Mr. Snodgrass. 

WTiy really," rephed the clergyman, it's a very slight 
affair ; and the only excuse I have for having ever perpetrated 
it is, that I was a young man at the time. Such as it is, 
however, you shall hear it if you wish." 

A murmur of curiosity was of course the reply ; and the 
old gentleman proceeded to recite, with the aid of sundry 
promptings from his wife, the lines in question. call 
them," said he. 


THE lYY Qmm, 

Oh, a daintj plant is tBe Ivy green, 

That creepetk o’er ruins old 1 

or 1 .-'Ml di :»;o food are Hs meals I ween. 

In ins cell so lone and cold. 
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Tlie wall must be crumbled, tbe stone decayed, 
To pleasure bis dainty wbim : 

And tbe mouldering dust that years bare made, 
Is a merry meal for Mm. 

Creeping where no life is seen, 

A rare old plant is the Ivy green. 

Fast he stealetb on, though be wears no wings, 
And a staunch old heart has he. 

How closely he twineth, how tight he clings, 

To his friend the huge Oak Tree ! 

And slily he traileth along the ground, 

And his leaves he gently waves. 

As he joyously hugs and crawleth round 
The rich mould of dead men’s graves. 

Creeping where grim death has been, 
A rare old plant is the Ivy green. 

Whole ages have fled and their works decayed. 
And nations have scattered been ; 

Put the stout old Ivy shall never fade, 

From its hale and hearty green. 

The brave old plant in its lonely days. 

Shall fatten upon the past : 

For the stateliest building man can raise, 

Is the Ivy’s food at last. 

Creeping on, where time has been, 

A rare old plant is the Ivy green. 


WMle tlie old gentleman repeated tHese lines a second time, 
to enable Mr. Snodgrass to note them down, Mr. Pickwick 
perused tbe lineaments of Ms face with an expression of great 
interest. Tbe old gentleman having concluded bis dictation, 
and Mr. Snodgrass having returned Ms note-book to Ms 
pocket, Mr. Pickwick said : 

Excuse me, sir, for maMng tbe remark on so short an 
acquaintance ; but a gentleman like yourself cannot fail, I 
should think, to have observed many scenes and incidents worth 
recording, in the course of your experience as a minister of the 
Gospel.’’ 

I have witnessed some, certainly,” replied the old gentle- 
man,* ^^but the incidents and characters have been of a 
homely and ordinary nature, my sphere of action being so 
very limited.” 

You did make some notes, I think, about John Edmunds, 
did you not?” inquired Mr. Wardle, who appeared desirous 
to draw Ms friend out, for the edification of Ms new visitors. 

The old gentleman slightly nodded Ms head in token of 
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assent, and was proceeding to change the subject, when Mr. 
Pickwick said : 

beg your pardon, sir; but pray, if I may venture to 
inquire, who was John Edmunds 

‘‘ The very thing I was about to ask,’^ said Mr. Snodgrass, 
eagerly. 

You are fairly in for it,’^ said the jolly host. You must 
satisfy the curiosity of these gentlemen, sooner or later ; so 
you had better take advantage of this favourable opportunity, 
and do so at once.” 

The old -lib' smiled good-humouredly as he drew his 
chair forward ; the remainder of the party drew their chairs 
closer together, especially Mr. Tupman and the spinster aunt, 
who were possibly rather hard of hearing ; and the old lady^s 
ear-trumpet having been duly adjusted, and Mr. Miller (who 
had fallen asleep during the recital of the verses) roused horn 
his slumbers by an admonitory pinch, administered beneath 
the table by his ex-partner the solemn fat man, the old 
gentleman, without further prefece, commenced the foEowing 
tale, to which we take the liberty of prefixing the title of 


THE CONVICT’S EETURN. 

When I first settled in this village,” said the old gen- 
tleman, which is now just five-and-twenty years ago, the 
most notorious person among my parishioners was a man of 
the name of Edmunds, who leased a small farm near this 
spot. He was a morose, savage-hearted, bad man: idle and 
(Hssolute in his habits ; cruel and ferocious in his disposition. 
Beyond the few lazy and reckless vagabonds with whom he 
sauntered away his time in the fields, or sotted in the ale- 
house, he had not a single Mend or acquaintance; no one 
cared to speak to the man whom many feared, and every one 
detested — and Edmunds was shunned by all. 

This man had a wife and one son, who, when I first came 
here, was about twelve years old. Of the acuteness of that 
woman’s sufferings, of the gentle and enduring manner in 
which she bore them, of the agony of solicitude with which 
she reared that boy, no one can form an adequate conception. 
Heaven forgive me the supposition, if it be an uncharitable 
one, but I do firmly and in my soul beheve, that the man 
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tried for many years to Tbreak lier Heart ; but 
sHe bore it all for Her cbild’s sake, and, However strange it 
may seem to many, for His father’s too ; for brute as He was 
and cruelly as He Had treated Her, sHe Had loved Him once ; 
and tHe recollection of wHat He Had been to Her, awakened 
feelings of forbearance and meekness under suffering in Her 
bosom, to wHicH all God’s creatures, but women, are strangers. 

They were poor — ^tHey could not be otherwise when tHe 
man pursued such courses,* but the woman’s unceasing 
and unwearied exertions, early and late, morning, noon, and 
night, kept them above actual want. Those exertions were 
but ill repaid. People who passed the spot in the evening — - 
sometimes at a late Hour of the night — ^reported that they Had 
Heard the moans and sobs of a woman in distress, and the 
sound of blows; and more than once, when it was past 
midnight, the boy knocked softly at the door of a neighbour’s 
wliiilicr He Had been sent, to escape the drunken fury 
of His unnatural father. 

“ During the whole of this time, and when the poor creature 
often bore about Her marks of ill-usage and violence which 
she could not wHoHy conceal, she was a constant attendant 
at our Httle church. Regularly every Sunday, morning and 
afternoon, she occupied the same seat with the boy at Her side; 
and though they were both poorly dressed — ^mucH more so 
than many of their j’' ‘ghhours ".^Ho were in a lower station — 
they were always n( <nid i Every one Had a friendly 

nod and a kind word for ^ poor Mrs. Edmunds ; ’ and some- 
times, when she stopped to exchange a few words with a 
neighbour at the conclusion of the service, in the little row of 
•elm trees which leads to the church porch, or lingered behind 
to gaze with a mother’s pride and fondness upon Her Healthy 
boy, as He sported before Her with some little companions, 
Her care-worn face would lighten up with an expression of 
Heartfelt gratitude ; and she would look, if not cheerful and 
Happy, at least tranquil and contented. 

Five or six years passed ; the boy Had become a robust 
and woll-grown youth. THe time that Had strengthened 
the child's sHgHt jftame and knit His weak limbs into the 
>strcngtH of manhood. Had bowed His mother’s form, and 
enfeetjled Her steps ; but the arm that should Have supported 
Her was no longer locked in Hers ,* the face that should Have 
cheered Her, no more looked upon- Her own* SHe occupied 
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lier old seat, Lut there -was a vacant one beside her. The 
Bible was kept as carefully as ever, the places were found and 
Mded clown as they used to be ; but there was no one to read 
it with her ; and the tears fell thick and fast upon the book, 
and blotted the words &om her eyes. Neighbours were as 
kind as they were wont to be of old, but she shunned their 
gi'cctings with averted head. There was no lingering among 
the old ohn-trees now — ^no cheering anticipations of happiness 
yet in store. The desolate woman drew her bonnet closer over 
her face, and walked hurriedly away. 

Shah I tell you, that the young man, who, looking back 
to the earhest of his childhoods days to which memory and 
■consciousness extended, and carrying his recollection down to 
that moment, could remember nothing which was not in some 
way connected with a long series of voluntary privations 
suffered hy his mother for his sake, with ill-usage, and insult, 
and violence, and all endured for him ; — shall I tell you, that 
he, with a reckless disregard of her breaking heart, and a 
sullen wiMil forgetfulness of all she had done and home for 
him, had linked himself with depraved and abandoned men, 
and was madly pursuing a headlong career, which must bring 
death to him, and shame to her ? Alas for human nature ! 
You have anticipated it long since. 

The measure of the unhappy woman^s misery and mis- 
fortune was about to be completed. Numerous offences had 
been committed in the neighbourhood ; the perpetrators re- 
mained undiscovered, and their boldness increased. A robbery 
of a daring and aggravated nature occasioned a vigilance of 
pursuit, and a strictness of search, they had not calculated on. 
Young Edmunds was suspected with three companions. He 
was d — condemned — to die. 

The wild and piercing shriek from a woman’s voice, which 
resounded through the court when the solemn sentence was 
proTiounred, sings in my ears at this moment. That cry 
'-U'TK'k a tcrj’or to the culprit’s heart, which trial, condemna- 
tion — -the aisproach of death itself, had failed to awaken. The 
Hps which had been compressed in dogged suheioiess through- 
out, quivered and parted involuntarily ; the face turned ashy 
pale as the cold perspiration broke forth &om every porej 
the sturdy limbs of the felon trembled, and he staggered in 
the dock. 

In the first transports of her mental anguish, the suffering 
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motlier tlirew lierseK upon Her knees at my feet, and ferrently 
besouglit tlie Alniigliiy Being wHo Had HitHerto supported Her 
in all Her troubles, to release Her from a world of woe and 
misery, and to spare tHe life of Her only cHild. A Hurst of 
grief, and a yiolent struggle, sucH as I Hope I may never 
Have to witness again, succeeded. I knew tHat Her Heart was 
brealdng from tHat Hour ; but I never once Heard complaint 
or murmur escape Her lips. 

It was a piteous spectacle to see tHat woman in tHe prison 
yard from day to day, eagerly and fervently attempting, by 
affection and entreaty, to soffcen tHe Hard Heart of Her obdurate 
son. It was in vain. He remained moody, obstinate, and 
unmoved. Not even tne unlooked-for commutation of Ms 
sentence to transportation for fourteen years, softened for an 
instant tHe sullen HardiHood of Ms demeanom. 

But, tHe spirit of resignation and endurance tHat Had so 
long upHeld Her, was unable to contend against bodily weakness 
and infrmity. SHe fell sick. She dragged Her tottering limbs 
from tHe bed to visit Her son once more, but Her strength 
failed Her, and sHe sank powerless on tHe ground. 

And now, tHe boasted coldness and indifference of tlio 
young man were tested indeed ; and tHe retribution tHat feU 
Heavily upon Mm, nearly drove Mm mad. A day passed 
away and Ms motHer was not tHere ; anotHer flew by, and 
sHe came not near Mm j a third evening arrived, and yet He 
Had not seen Her ,* and in four-and-twenty Hours, He was to be 
separated from Her — ^perhaps for ever. OH ! How the long- 
forgotten tHougHts of former days rushed upon Ms mind, as 
He almost ran up and down ili-'- narrmr yard .i> if inteUigenco 
would arrive the sooner for Ms Ijurr^'ing — and How bitterly a 
sense of liis Helplessness and desolation rushed upon Him, 
when He Heard the Truili I His motHer, tHo only parent Ho 
Had ever known, lay iU. — ^it might be, dying — ^witMn one mile 
of the ground He stood on ; were He free and unfettered, a few 
minutes V'ould place Him by Her side. He rushed to the gate, 
and grasping the iron rails with the energy of desperation, 
shook it till it rang again, and threw Mmself against the tMok 
wall as if to force a passage through the stone ; but the strong 
building mocked Ms feeble efforts, and He beat Ms Hands 
together and wept like a child. 

I bore the mother’s forgiveness and blessing to Her son 
in prison ; and I carried Ms solemn assurance of repentance, 
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and liis fervent snpplication for pardon, to lier sick bed. 
I beard, -witli pily and compassion, tbe repentant man devise 
a tbonsand little plans for ber comfort and support, when be 
returned; but I knew that many months before be could 
reach bis place of destination, bis mother would be no longer 
of this world. 

He was removed by night. A few weeks afterwards the 
poor woman’s soul took its flight, I confidently hope, and 
solemnly believe, to a place of eternal happiness and rest. 
I performed the burial service over her remains. She lies in 
our bttle churchyard. There is no stone at her grave’s head. 
Her sorrows were known to man ; her virtues to God. 

‘Ht had been arranged previously to the convict’s departure, 
that he should write to his mother so soon as he could obtain 
permission, and that the letter should be addressed to me. 
The father had positively refused to see his son from the 
moment of his apprehension ; and it was a matter of indifler- 
ence to him whether he lived or died. Many years passed 
over without any intelligence of him; and when more than 
half his term of transportation had expired, and I had 
received no letter, I concluded him to be dead, as, indeed, 
I almost hoped he might be. 

Echnunds, however, had been sent a considerable distance 
up the country on his arrival at the settlement ; and to this 
circumstance, perhaps, may be attributed the fact, that though 
several letters were despatched, none of them ever reached my 
hands. He remained in the same place during the whole 
fourteen years. At the expiration of the term, steadily 
adhering to his old resolution and the pledge he gave his 
mother, he made his way back to England amidst innume- 
rable difficulties, and returned, on foot, to his native place. 

On a fine Sunday evening, in the month of August, John 
Edmunds set foot in the village he had left with shame and 
disgrace seventeen years before. His nearest way lay through 
the churchyard. The man’s heart swelled as he crossed the 
stile. The tail old elms, through whose branches the declining 
sun cast here and there a rich ray of light upon the shady 
path, awakened the associations of his earliest days. He 
pictured himseH as he was then, clinging to his mother’s 
hand, and walking peacefully to church. He\emembered 
how he used to look up into her pale face ; and how her eyes 
woidd sometimes fill with tears as she gazed upon his features 

TOL. I. G 
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— ^tears ■wMcli fell liot upon Hs foreliead as slie stooped to kiss 
Mm, and made Mm weep too, altkongli ke little knew tken 
wkat bitter tears kers were. He tkougM kow often ke kad run 
merrily down tkat patk witk some ckildisk pla3deIIow, looking 
back, ever and again, to catek Ms motker^s smile, or hear ker 
gentle voice ,• and tken a veil seemed lifted from Ms memory, 
and words of kindness nmreqnited, and warnings despised, and 
promises broken, tkronged upon Ms recollection till Ms keart 
failed Mm, and ke could bear it no longer. 

He entered tke cknrck. Tke evening service was con- 
cluded, and tke congregation kad dispersed, but it was not 
yet closed. His steps echoed tkrougk tke low building w^itk 
a kollow sound, and ke almost feared to be alone, it was so 
still and quiet. He looked round Mm. NotMng was changed. 
Tke place seemed smaller than it used to be, but there were 
tke old monuments on wMck ke kad gazed with ckildisk awe 
a thousand times ; tke little pnlpit witk its faded cushion ; 
tke Communion-table before wMck ke kad so often repeated 
tke Commandments ke kad reverenced as a cMld, and forgotten 
as a man. He i i r- . 'k. ■! tke old seat; it looked cold and 
desolate. Tke « .* ’'.'"ii ij » , been removed, and tke Bible was 
not there. Perhaps Ms mother now occupied a poorer seat,, 
or possibly she kad grown infirm and could not reach tke 
church alone. He dared not think of wkat ke feared, A 
cold feeHng crept over Mm, and ke trembled violently as ke 
turned away. 

^^An old man entered tke porch just as ke reached it, 
Edmunds started back, for ke knew Mm well ; many a time 
ke kad watched him digging graves in tke churchyard. “Wkat 
would he say to tke returned convict ? 

Tke old man raised Ms eyes to tke slriiiiger’s face, bid 
him ^ Good evening,’ and walked slowly on. He kad for- 
gotten Mm. 

walked down tke kill, and tkrougk tlic villcgc. Tke 
weather was warm, and the people were sitting at tkeir doors, 
or strolling in tkeir Httlo gardvji-, a*" lie jir.ssed, enjoying tke 
serenity of tke evemng, j«nd iliolr rc-^i. Treat i labour. Many a 
look was turned towards Mm, and many a doubtful glance ke 
cast on either side, to see whether any Imew and shunned kirn. 
There were "Itrange faces iu almost every house ; in some ke 
xecogmsed tke burly form of some old schoolfellow — a boy 
when ke last saw Mm — surrounded by a troop of merry 
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cMldren; in others lie saw, seated in an easy-chair at a 
cottage door, a feeMe and infirm old man, -wliora lie only 
remembered as a hale and hearty labourer j but they had all 
forgotten him, and he passed on unknown. 

The last soft light of the setting sun had fallen on the 
earth, casting a rich glow on the yellow com sheaves, and 
lengthening the shadows of the orchard trees, as he stood 
before the old house — ^the home of his infancy — ^to which his 
heart had yearned with an intensity of affection not to be 
described, through long and weary years of captivity and 
sorrow. The paling was low, though he well remembered the 
time when it had seemed a high wall to him : and he looked 
over into the old garden. There were more seeds and gayer 
flowers than there used to be, but there were the old trees 
stiU — ^the very tree under which he had lain a thousand times 
when tired of playing in the sun, and felt the soft mild sleep 
of happy boyhood steal gently upon him. There were voices 
within the house. He listened, but they fell strangely upon 
his ear ; he knew them not. They were merry too ; and he 
well knew that his poor old mother could not be cheerful, and 
he away. The door opened, and a group of little children 
bounded out, shouting and romping. The father, with a httle 
boy in his arms, appeared at the door, and they crowded round 
him, clapping their tiny hands, and dragging him out, to join 
their joyous sports. The convict thought on the many times 
he had shrunk from his father’s sight in that very place. He 
remembered how often he had buried his trembling head 
beneath the bed-clothes, and heard the harsh word, and the 
hard stripe, and his mother’ ^ and though the man 

sobbed aloud with agony of n bij. i 1 •• left the spot, his fist 
was clenched, and his teeth were set, in fierce and deadly 
passion. 

And such was the return to which he had looked through 
the weary perspective of many years, and for which he had 
undergone so much suffering ! No face of welcome, no look 
of forgiveness, no house to receive, no hand to help him — and 
this, too, in the old village. What was his loneliness in the 
wild thick woods, where man was never seen, to this ! 

‘^He felt that in the distant land of his bondage and infamy, 
he had thought of his native place as it was when he left it ; 
not as it would be, when he returned. The sad reality struck 
coldly at his heart, and his spirits sank within Mm. He had 
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not courage to maike inquiries, or to present himself to the 
only person who was likely to receive him with kindness and 
compassion. He walked slowly on ; and shunning the road- 
side, like a guilty man, turned into a meadow he well remem- 
bered; and, covering Ids face with his hands, threw himself 
upon the grass. 

'^He had not observed that a man was lying on the bank 
beside him ; his garments rustled as he turned round to steal 
a look at the new-comer ; and Edmunds raised his head. 

‘‘The man had moved into a sitting posture. His body 
was much bent, and his face was wrinkled and yellow. His 
dress denoted him an inmate of the workhouse : he had the 
appearance of beiag very old, but it looked more the effect of 
dissipation or disease, than length of years. He was staring 
hard at the stranger, and though his eyes were lustreless and 
heavy at first, they appeared to glow mth an unnatural and 
alarmed expression after they had been fixed upon him for a 
short time, until they seemed to be starting from their sockets. 
Edmunds gradually raised himself to his knees, and looked 
more and more earnestly upon the old man’s face. They 
gazed upon each other in silence. 

'^The old man was ghastly pale. He shuddered and 
tottered to his feet. Edmunds sprang to his. He stepped 
back a pace or two. Edmunds advanced. 

“ ^ Let me hear you speak,’ said the convict in a thick 
broken voice. 

' Stand off ! ’ cried the old man, with a dreadful oath. 
The convict drew closer to him. 

^ Stand off I ’ shrieked the old man. Furious with terror 
he raised his stick, and struck Edmunds a heavy blow across 
the face. 

' Father — devil ! ’ murmured the convict, between his set 
teeth. He rushed wildly forward, and clenched the old man 
by the throat — ^but he was his father; and his arm feU 
powerless by his side. 

The old man uttered a loud yell which rang through the 
lonely fields like the howl of an evil spirit. His face turned 
black : the gore rushed from his mouth and nose, and dyed 
the grass a deep dark red, as he staggered and fell. He had 
ruptured a blood-vessel : and he was a dead man before Ms 
son could raise Mm. 

« # » # 
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In that corner of the churchyard,” said the old gentleman, 
after a silence of a few moments, ^^in that comer of the 
churchyard of which I have before spoken, there lies buried a 
man, who was in my employment for three years after this 
event : and who was truly contrite, penitent, and humbled, if 
ever man was. No one save myself knew in that man’s life- 
time who he was or whence he came : — ^it was John Edmunds 
the returned convict ” 
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CHAPTEE VII. 

HOW MB. WXIfKLE, INSTEAD OE SHOOTING AT THE HIGEON AND KILLING 
THE OBOW, SHOT AT THE CROW AND WOUNDED THE PIGEON; HOW THE 
DINGIBT DELL CRICKET CLUB, PLATED ALL MUGGLETON, AND HOW ALL 
MUGGLETON DINED AT THE DINGLIY DELL EXPENSE: WITH OTHER 
INTEEBSTINO AND INSTRUCTIVE MATTERS. 

The fatiguing adventures of the day or the somniferous 
influence of the clergyman’s tale, operated so strongly on the 
drowsy tendencies of Mr. Pickwick, that in less than five 
minutes after he had keen shown to his comfortahle hed-room, 
he feu into a sound and dreanUess sleep, from which he was 
only awakened hy the morning sun darting his bright beams 
reproach fully into the apartment. Mr. Pickwick was no 
sh.ggiU'fl : ,;ad he sprang like an ardent warrior from his 
tent — ^bedstead. 

Pleasant, pleasant country,” sighed the cnihusiastic gentle- 
man, as he opened his lattice window. Who could live to 
gaze from day to day on bricks and slates, who had once felt 
the influence of a scene like this? Who could continue to 
exist, where there are no cows but the cows on the chimney- 
pots; nothing" redolent of Pan but pan-tiles; no crop but 
stone crop ? Who could bear to drag out a life in such a 
spot? 1^0 I ask could endure it?” and, having cross- 
examined solitude after the most approved precedents, at 
ron'^Iderablo length, Mr. Pickwick thrust Ms head out of the 
lattice, and looked around him. 

The rich, sweet smeU of the hay-ricks rose to Hs chamber 
window; the hundred perfumes of the little flower-garden 
oeneath, scented the air around; the deep-green meadows 
shone in the morning dew that glistened on every leaf as it 
trembled in the gentle air; and the birds sang as if every 
sparkling drop were a fountain of inspiration to them, Mr. 
Pickwick feU into an enchanting, and delicious reverie. 

Hallo ! ” was the sound that roused Mm. 
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He looked to tke Tight but be saw nobody; bis eyes 
wandered to tbe left, and pierced tbe prospect ; be stared into 
tbe sky, but be wasnft wanted there ; and tben be did wbat a 
common mind would bave done at once — ^looked into tbe 
garden, and there saw Mr. Wardle. 

^^IIow are you?’^ said that good-humoured individual, out 
of breath with bis own anticipations of pleasure. Beautiful 
morning, ain’t it ? Glad to see you up so early. Make baste 
down, and come out. I ’ll wait for you here.” 

Mr. Pickwick needed no second invitation. Ten minutes 
sufficed for tbe completion of bis toilet, and at tbe expuation 
of that time be was by tbe old gentleman’s side. 

Hallo ! ” said Mr. Pickwick in bis turn : seeing that bis 
companion was armed witb a gun, and that another lay ready 
on tbe grass. Wbat ’s going forward ? ” 

<^W'by, jom friend and I,” replied tbe best, axe going 
out rook-sbooting before breakfast. He ’s a Tory good shot, 
ain’t be ? ” 

^^I’ve beard him say lie’s a capital one,” replied Mr. 
Pickwick; ^^but I never saw him aim at anything.” 

Web,” said tbe host, I wish be ’d come. Joe — Joe ! ” 

Tbe fat boy, who xmder tbe exciting influence of tbe 
morning did not appear to be more than three parts and a 
ftaction asleep, emerged ftom tbe bouse. 

Go up, and call tbe gentleman, and tell him be ’H And me 
and Mr. Pickwick in tbe rookery. Show tbe gentleman tbe 
way there ; d ’ye bear ? ” 

The boy departed to execute bis commission ; and tbe host, 
carrying both guns like a second Eobinson Crusoe led tbe 
way ftom tbe garden. 

This is tbe place,” said tbe old gentleman, pausing after 
a few minutes’ walking, in an avenue of trees. Tbe informa- 
tion was unnecessary ; for tbe incessant cawing of tbe uncon- 
scious rooks, sufficiently indicated their whereabout. 

Tbe old gentleman laid one gun on tbe ground, and loaded 
tbe other. 

Plere they are,” said Mr Pickwick ; and as be spoke, tbe 
forms of Mr. Tupman, Mr. Snodgrass, and jMr. Winkle 
appeared in tbe distance. Tbe fat boy, not being quite 
certain which gentleman be was dixecfced to call, bad witb 
pecxiliar sagaciiy, and to prevent tbe possibibty of any mis- 
take, called them all. 
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“ Come along/ ^ slionted tlie old gentleman, addressing Mr. 
Winkle ; ‘‘'a keen hand like you ought to have been up long 
ago, even to such poor work as this.’’ 

Mr. Winkle responded with a forced smile, and took uj) the 
spare gun with an expression of countenance which a meta- 
physical rook, impressed with a foreboding of his approaching 
death by violence, may be supposed to assume. It might have 
been keenness, but it looked remarkably like misery. 

Th'- r.i.] M. oddedj and two ragged boys who had 

been i ;•'< i i.‘ spot under the direction of the infant 
Lambert, forthwith commenced climbing up two of the trees. 

^^What are those lads for?” inquired Mr. Pickwick 
abruptly. He was rather alarmed,* for he was not quite 
certain but that the distress of the agricultural interest, about 
which he had often heard a great deal, might have compeUed 
the small boys attached to the soil, to earn a precarious and 
hazardous subsistence by making marks of themselves for 
inexperienced sportsmen. 

Only to start the game,’^ replied Mr. Wardle, laughing. 

To what? ” inquired Mr. Pickwick. 

Why, in plain English, to Mghten the rooks.” 

^^Oh! Is that all?” 

You are satisfied ? ” 

Quite.” 

Very weE. Shall I begin ? ” 

If you please,” said Mr. Winkle, glad of any respite. 

Stand aside, then. Now for it.” 

The boy shouted, and shook a branch with a nest on it. 
Half a dozen young rooks in violent conversation, fiew out to 
ask what the matter was. The old u fired by -way of 

reply. Doto fell one bird, and off flew the others. 

Take him up, Joe,” said the old gentleman. 

There was a smile upon the youth’s face as he advanced. 
Indistinct visions of rook-pie floated through his imagination* 
He laughed as he retired with the bird — ii vns a plump one. 

Now, Mr. Winkle,” said the host, reloading Ms own gun. 

Fire away,” 

Mr, Winkle advanced, and levefled Ms gun. Mr. Pickwick 
and Ms friends cowered involuntarily to escape damage from 
the heavy fall of rooks, wMch they felt quite ceiLiiu would be 
occasioned by the devastating barrel of their irieud. There was 
a solemn pause — a shout — a flapping of wings — a faint cHck^ 
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Hallo ! said tlie old gentleman. 

“ ^Von’t it go ? inquired Mr. Pickwick. 

Missed fire,” said Mr. Winkle, wko was very pale ; pro- 
bably fii'om disappointment. 

Odd,” said tke old gentleman, taking tlie gun. Never 
knew one of tkem miss fire before. Wby, I don’t see anytlung 
of tbe cap.” 

Bless my soul,” said Mr. Winkle. I declare I forgot 
tbe cap ! ” 

Tbe slight omission was rectified. Mr. Pickwick crouched 
again. Mr. Winkle stepped forward with an air of deter- 
mination and resolution ; and Mr. Tupman looked out from 
behind a tree. The boy shouted ; — ^four birds flew out. Mr. 
Winkle fired. There was a scream as of an individual — ^not a 
rook — ^in corporeal anguish. Mr. Tupman had saved the lives 
of innumerable unoflending birds by receiving a portion of the 
charge in his left arm. 

To describe the confusion that ensued would be impossible. 
To tell how Mr. Piclrwick in the first transports of his emotion 
called Mr. Winkle Wretch ! ” how Mr, Tupman lay pros- 
trate on the ground ; and how Mr. Winkle knelt horror- 
stricken beside him ; how Mr. Tupman called distractedly upon 
some feminine Christian name, and then opened first one eye, 
and then the other, and then fell back and shut them both ; — 
all this would be as difficult to describe in detail, as it would 
be to depict the gradual recovering of the unfortunate indi- 
vidual, the binding up of his arm with pocket-handkerchiefs, 
and the conveying him back by slow degrees supported by the 
arms of his anzious friends. 

They drew near the house. The ladies were at the garden- 
gate, waiting for their arrival and their breakfast. The 
spinster aunt appeared,* she smiled, and beckoned them to 
walk quicker. ’Twas evident she knew not of the disaster. 
Poor thing ! There are times when ignorance is bliss indeed. 

They approached nearer. 

"V^y^ what is the matter with the little old gentleman ? ” 
said Isabella Wardle. The spinster aunt heeded not the 
remark; she thought it apphed to Mr. Pickwick. In her 
ey- T-‘, . ; T.q.’* was a youth ; she viewed his years through 
a di’ ■■'i*'"’' O' -Si H. 

Don’t be frightened,” caUed out the old host, fearful of 
alarming his daughters. The Kttle party had crowded so 
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''o-nplcloly roimd Mr. Tupman, tJiat tliey cordd not yet clearly 
discern tke nature of tlie accident. 

Bon^t be Mgbtened,” said tbe host. 

What ’s the matter ? ’’ screamed the ladies. 

Mr. Tupman has met -with a little accident ; that^s all.^' 

The spinster aunt uttered a piercing scream, bnrst into an 
hysteric laugh, and fell backwards in the arms of her nieces. 
Throw some cold water over her,’^ said the old gentleman. 

“No, no,” murmured the spinster axmt; “ I am better now. 
Bella, Emily — a surgeon ! ‘ Is he wonnded ? — Is he dead ? — 

Is ixe ^ha, ha, ha ! ” Here the spinster annt bnrst into a fit 

number two, of hysteric laughter, interspersed with screams. 

“ Calm yourself,” said Mr. Tupman, affected almost to tears 
by this expression of sympathy with his sufferings. “ Bear, 
dear madam, calm yourself.” 

“ It is his voice ! ” exclaimed the spinster aunt ; and strong 
symptoms of fit number three developed themselves forthwith. 

“ Bo not agitate yourself I entreat you, dearest madam,” 
said Mr. Tupman, soothingly, “ I am very little hurt, I assure 
you.” 

“ Then you are not dead ! ” ejaculated the hysterical lady. 
“ Oh, say you are not dead ! ” 

“ Bofft be a fool, Rachael,” interposed Mr. Wardle, rather 
more roughly than was quite consistent with the poetic nature 
of the scene. “What the devil ^s the use of Ms sa^in^ he isn’t 
dead?” 

“No, no, I am not,” said Mr. Tupman. “I require no 
assistance but yours. Let me lean on your arm.” He added, 
in a wMsper, “Oh Miss Rachael!” The agitated female 
advanced, and offered her arm. They tinned into the break- 
fast parlour. Mr. Tracy Tupman gently prc.-^.-cd her hand to 
his lips, and sank upon the sofa. 

“ Are you faint ?” inquired the anxious Rachael. 

“No,” said Mr. Tupman. “It is nothing. I shall be 
better presently.” lie closed Ms eyes. 

“ He sleeps,” murmured the spinster aunt. (His organs of 
vision had been closed nearly twenty seconds.) “ Bear — doar 
— ^Mr. Tupman I” 

Mr. Tupman jumped up — “Oh, say those words again!” 
he exclaimed. 

The lady started. “Surely you did not hear them!” she 
said, bashfully. 
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yes I did!’’ replied Mr. Tupman; repeat them. If 
you wotild haye me recover, repeat them.” 

Hush !” said the lady. My brother.” 

Mr. Tracy Tupmau resumed his former position ; and Mr. 
Wardle accompanied by a surgeon entered the room. 

The arm was examined, the wound dressed, and pronounced 
to be a very slight one ; and the minds of the company having 
been thus satisfied, they proceeded to satisfy their appetites 
with countenances to which an e3p)ression of cheerfulness was 
again restored. Mr. Pickwick alone was silent and reserved. 
Doubt and distrust were exhibited in his countenance. His 
confidence in Mr. Winkle had been shaken — ^greatly shaken — 
by the proceedings of the morning. 

‘‘Are you a cricketer?” inquired Mr. Wardle of the 
marksman. 

At any other time, Mr. WinHe would * have replied in the 
affirmative. He felt the delicacy of his situation, and 
modestly replied, “ Ho.” 

“Are you, sir?” inquired Mr. Snodgrass. 

“ I was once upon a time,” replied the host ; “ but I have 
given it up now. I subscribe to the club here, but I don’t 
play.” 

“ The grand match is played to-day, I beHeve,” said IVIr. 
Pickwick. 

“ It is,” rejDlied the host. “ Of course you would like to 
see it.” 

“ I, sir,” replied Mr. Pickwick, “ am delighted to view any 
sports which may be safely indulged in, and in which the 
impotent effects of unskilful people do not endanger human 
life.” Mr. Pickwick paused, and looked steadily on Mr. 
Winkle, who quailed beneath his leader’s searching glance. 
The great man withdrew his eyes after a few minutes, and 
added : “ Shall we be justified in leaving our w^ounded Mend to 
the care of the ladies ?” 

“You cannot leave me in better hands,” said Mr. Tupman. 

“ Q,uite impossible,” said Mr. Snodgrass. 

It was therefore settled that Mr. Tupman should be left at 
home in charge of the females ; and that the remainder of the 
guests under the guidance of Mr. Wardle should proceed to the 
spot, where was to be held that trial of skill which had roused 
all Muggleton from its torpor, and inoculated Dingley Dell 
with a fever of excitement. 



92 


POSTHUMOUS PAPERS OF 


As their walk, which was not above two miles long, lay 
through shady lanes, and sequestered footpaths ; and as their 
conversation turned upon the delightful scenery by which they 
were on every side surrounded, Mr. Pickwick was almost 
inclined to regret the expedition they had used, when he found 
himself in the main street of the town of Muggleton. 

Everybody whose genius has a topographical bent, knows 
perfectly well, that Muggleton is a corporate town, with a 
mayor, burgesses, and freemen; and anybody who has 
consulted the addresses of the mayor to the freemen, or the 
freemen to the mayor, or both to the corporation, or all three 
to Parliament, will learn from thence what they ought to 
have known before, that Muggleton is an ancient and loyal 
borough, mingling a zealous advocacy of Christian principles 
with a devoted attachment to commerci''' ’ ' ; in demon- 
stration whereof, the mayor, corporation, . ■ • inhabitants, 

have presented at divers times, no fewer than one thousand 
four hundred and twenty petitions, against the continuance of 
negro slavery abroad, and an equal number against any 
interference with the factory system at home ; sixty-eight in 
favor of the sale of livings in the church, and eighty-six for 
abolishing Sunday trading in the streets. 

Mr. Pickwick stood in the principal street of this illustrious 
town, and gazed with an air of curiosity not unmixed with 
interest, on the objects around him. There was an open 
square for the market-place ; and in the centre of it, a large 
inn with a sign-post in front, displaying an object very common 
in art, but rarely met with in natui’e — ^to wit, a blue Hon with 
three bow legs in the air, balancing himself on the extreme 
poiat of the centre claw of his fourth foot. There were, 
within sight, an auctioneers and fij-e .igv lu ' ofTice, a corn- 
factor’s, a Imen-draper’s, a saddler'-, n c:-: liLi r'-, a grocer’s, 
and a shoe shop — ^the last-mentioned warehouse being also 
appropriated to the diffusion of hats, bonnets, wearing ap- 
parel, cotton umbrellas, and nseful knowledge. There was a 
red-hriek house with a small paved court-yard in front, which 
anybody might have known belonged to the attorney : and 
there was, moreover, another red-hrick house with Yenetian 
bhnds, and a large brass door-plate, with a very legible 
announcement that it belonged to the surgeon. A few boys 
were making their way to the cricket-field ; and two or three 
shopkeepers who were standing at their doors, looked as if 
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tliey slioxild like to Ue making tkeir way to tke same spot, as 
indeed to all appearance tkey miglit Lave done, mthout losing 
any great amount of custom thereby. Mr. Pickwick kaying 
paused to make tkese observations, to be noted down at a more 
convenient period, hastened to rejoin Ms friends, who bad 
turned out of tbe main street, and were already witbin sight 
of tbe field of battle. 

Tbe wickets were pitched, and so were a couple of marquees 
for tbe rest and refreshment of tbe contending parties. Tbe 
game bad not yet commenced. Two or three Dingley Dellers, 
and AIL-Muggletonians, were amusing themselves with a 
majestic air by throwing tbe ball carelessly fiom band to band j 
and several other gentlemen dressed like them, in straw bats, 
fiannel jackets, and wMte trowsers, — a costume in wMcb they 
looked very much Hke amateur stone-masons — ^were sprinkled 
about tbe tents, towards one of wMcb Mr. Wardle conducted 
tbe party. 

Several dozen of How-are-you’s bailed tbe old gen- 
tleman’s arrival ; and a general raising of tbe straw bats, and 
bending forward of tbe flannel jackets, followed Ms intro- 
duction of Ms guests as gentlemen from London, who were 
extremely anxious to witness tbe proceedings of tbe day, with 
wMcb, be bad no doubt, they would be greatly delighted. 

You bad better step into tbe marquee, I think, sir,” said 
one very stout lh 'ifi-j-um. whose body and legs looked like 
half a gigantic v-jH ol llaunel, elevated on a couple of inflated 
pillow-cases. 

You’ll find it much pleasanter, sir,” urged another stout 
gentleman, who strongly resembled the other half of tbe roll 
of flannel aforesaid. 

You’re very good,” said Mr. Pickwick. 

TMs way,” said tbe first speaker ; they notch in here — 
it’s the best place in tbe whole field ; ” and the cricketer, 
panting on before, preceded them to tbe tent. 

Capital game — smart sport — ^fine exercise — ^very,” were 
tbe words wMcb fed upon Mr. Pickwick’s ear as be entered 
tbe tent ; and tbe first object that met Ms eyes, was Ms green- 
coated fciend of the Eocbester coach, bolding forth, to tbe no 
small delight and edification of a select circle of tbe chosen of 
All-Muggleton. liis dress was slightly improved, and he 
wore boots ; but there was no mistaking Mm. 

Tbe stranger recogmsed Ms friends immediately : and, 
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darting forward and seizing Mr. Pickwick by the hand^ 
dragged him to a seat, with his usual talking all 

the while as if the whole of the arrangements were under his 
especial patronage and direction. 

“ This way — this way — capital fan — ^lots of beer — ^hogs- 
heads ; rounds of beef — bullocks ,* mustard — cart loads ; 
glorious day — down with you — ^mako yourself at home — glad 
to see you — ^wery.’' 

Mr. Pickwick sat down as he was hid, and Mr. Winkle and 
Mr. Snodgrass also complied with the directions of their 
mysterious frieud. Mr. Wardle looked on, in silent wonder. 

Mr. Wardle — a friend of mine,” said Mr. Pickwick. 

Friend of yours ! — ^My dear sir, how are you ? — ^Friend of 
my hiend’s — give me your hand, sir” — and the stranger 
grasped Mr. Wardle^s hand with all the fervour of a close 
intimacy of many years, and then stepped hack a pace or two 
as if to take a full survey of his face and figure, and then 
shook hands with him again, if possible, more -warmly than 
before. 

“Well; and how came you here?” said Mr. Pickwick, 
with a sT33dle in which benevolence struggled with surprise. 

Come,” replied the stranger — stopping at Crown — 
Cro*wn at Muggleton — ^met a party — ^flannel jackets — ^whito 
trowsers — ancho-yy sandwiches — devilled Vu''- 
fellows — glorious.’ ’ 

Mr. Picirwick was sufficiently versed in the stranger’s system 
of stenography to infer from this rapid and disjointed com- 
munication that he had, somehow or other, contracted an 
acquaintanco with the AH-Muggletons, which ho had con- 
verted, by a process peculiar to himself, into that extent of 
good fellowship on which a general invitation may bo easily 
founded. His curiosity was therefore satisfied, and putting 
on his spectacles, he prepared himself to watch the play which, 
was just commencing. 

All-Muggleion had the first innings ; and the interest 
became intenso when Mr. Dmnkins and Mr. Podder, two of 
the most renowned members of that most dlsfinguislicd club, 
walked, bat in hand, to their respective wickets. Mr. Lufiey, 
the highest ornament of Dingley HeH, was pitched . to bowl 
against the redoubtable Humkins, and Mr. Struggles was 
selected to do the same kind office for the hitherto unconquered 
Podder. Several players were stationed to ^4ook out,” m 



THE PICKWICK CLUB. 


95 


different parts of tlie field, and eacli fixed film, self into tlie 
proper attitude by placing one band on eacli knee, and stooping 
very mncb. as if be were making a back ” fox some beginner 
at leap-frog. All tbe regular players do tbis sort of thing ; 
— ^iadeed it’s generally supposed that it is quite impossible to 
look out properly in any other position. 

Tbe umpires were stationed behind tbe wickets ; tbe scorers 
were prepared to notch tbe runs j a breathless silence ensued. 
Mr. Luffey retired a few paces behind the wicket of tbe 
passive Fodder, and applied tbe ball b* I!- eye for 

several seconds. Dumkins confidently v\\ i:s coming, 
with bis eyes fixed on tbe motions of Luffey. 

Flay,” suddenly cried tbe bowler. The ball fiew from 
bis band straight and swift towards tbe centre stump of tbe 
wicket. Tbe wary Dumkins was on the alert ; it fell upon 
tbe tip of tbe bat, and bounded far away over tbe beads of 
tbe scouts, who bad just stooped low enough to let it fiy 
over them. 

Fun — ^run — another. — Now, then, throw her up — up 
with her — stop there — another — ^no — ^yes — ^no — ^throw her up, 
throw her up !” — Such were the shouts which followed the 
stroke; and, at the conclusion of which All-Muggleton had 
scored two. Nor was Fodder behindhand in earning laurels 
wherewith to garnish himself and Muggleton. He blocked 
the doubtful balls, missed the bad ones, took tbe good ones, 
and sent them flying to ajl parts of the field. The scouts 
were hot and tired ; the bowlers were changed and bowled till 
their arms ached ; but Dumkins and Fodder remained uncon- 
quered. Did an elderly gentleman essay to stop the progress 
of the ball, it rolled between bis legs, or sbpped between his 
fingers. Did a slim gentleman try to catch it, it struck him 
on the nose, and bounded pleasantly off with redoubled 
violence, while tbe sbm gentleman’s eyes filled with water, 
and bis form writhed with anguish. Was it thrown straight 
up to the wicket, Dumkins bad reached it before the ball. 
In short, when Dimikins was caught out, and Fodder stumped 
out, All-Muggleton bad notched some fifty-four, while the 
score of the Dingley-Dellers was as blank as their faces. Tbe 
advantage was too great to be recovered. In vain did tbe 
eager Luffey, and tbe enthusiastic Struggles, do all that skiE 
and experience could suggest, to regain tbe ground Dingley 
Dell bad lost in tbe contest ; — ^it was of no avail ; and in an 
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early period of tlie wimu.ng' game Dell gave in, and 

allowed tlie superior prowess of AU-Mngglei'Con. 

The stranger, meanwMle, had been eating, diinking, and 
talking, without cessation. At every g.K>C' s'Huokc he expressed 
his satisfaction and approval of the p-uvcc iu a most conde- 
scending and patronising manner, wMcl ccould not fail to 
have been highly gratifying to the party coinicemed; while at 
every bad attempt at a catch, and every Mure to stop the 
ball, he launched his personal displeasur-e a;t the head of the 
devoted individual in such denunciations . fis — Ah, ah ! — 
stupid”— Now - • — '^Humbug”— 

and so forth — ejaculations which seemed to establish bim in 
the opinion of all around, as a most excellenti and undeniable 
judge of the whole art and mystery of ih»3 noble game of 
cricket. ' i 

Capital game — ^weU played — soui'-i sbokes admirable,” 
said the stranger as both sides crowded iitio the tent, at the 
conclusion of the game. 

“You have played it, sir?” inq^uired Mr YTardle, who had 
been much amused by his loquacity. 

“ Played it ! Think I have — ^thousands o-ff; times — ^not here 
— ^West Indies — exciting thing — hot worlc-— wery.” 

“ It must be rather a warm pursub in j such a climate,” 
observed Mr. Pickwick. 

“ "Warm ! — red liot - <cou h ing - - glo ?hix PI ayod a match 
once — single wicket — Mciul iJic r d'iiOTiias Blazo 

— ^who should get the greatest number Qi runs. — ^Wgn the 
toss — ^first innings — seven o’clock, a.m.— sis: natives to look 
out — ^went in; kept in — heat intense — ^natiwes all fainted — 
taken away — afresh half-dozen ordered — ^framfced also — ^Blazo 
bow'hng — supported hy tw^o natives — could i"ti bowl me out — 
fainted too — cleared away the Colonel — -vfouldn’t give in- 
faithful attendant — Quanko Samba — ^last jman left — sun so 
hot, bat in blisters, ball scorched brown — Give hundred and 
seventy runs — ^rather exhausted — Qaaiiko Clustered up last 
remaining strength — ^bowled mo out — ^kada.bath, and went 
out to dinner.” 

“ And what became of what’s-his-naiiLe„ gin' f ” inquired an 
old gentleman. 

“Blazo?” 

“ No — ^the other gentleman.” 

“Guanko Samba?” 
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Yes sir.” 

Poor QuanJio — ^never recovered it — ^bovled on, on my 
acconnt — ^bowled off, on Ms own — died sir.” Here tlie 
stranger bnxied Ms countenance in a brown jug, but wbetber 
to Mde Ms emotion or imbibe its contents, we cannot distinctly 
affirm. We only Imow that be paused suddenly, drew a long 
and deep breath, and looked anxiously on, as two of the prin- 
cipal members of the Dingley Dell club approached Mr. Pick- 
wick, and said — 

We are about to partake of a plain dinner at the Blue 
Lion, sir ; we hope you and your Mends will join us.” 

‘‘Of course,” said Mr. Wardle, “among our Mends we 
include Mr. and he looked towards the stranger. 

“ Jingle,” said that versatile gentleman, taking the hint at 
once. “ Jingle — ^Alfred Jingle, Esq., of No HaU, Nowhere.” 

“ I shall be very , happy, I am sure,” said Mr. Pickwick. 

“ So shall I,” said Mr. Alfred Jingle, drawing one arm 
through Mr. Pickwick’s, and another through Mr. Wardle’s, 
as he wMspered confidentially in the ear of the former 
gentleman : — 

“ Devilish good dinner — cold, but capital — ^peeped into the 
room tMs morning — ^fowls and pies, and all that sort of thing 
— ^pleasant fellows these — ^welL behaved, too — ^very.” 

There being no further preliminaries to arrange, the com- 
pany straggled into the town in little knots of twos and threes; 
and witMn a quarter of an hour were all seated in the great 
room of the Blue Lion Inn. Muggleton — ^Mr. Dumkins acting 
as chairman, and Mr. Luffey officiating as vice. 

There was a vast deal of talking and rattHng of knives and 
forks, and plates : a great running about of three ponderous 
headed waiters, and a rapid di^njjpnra-^rc of the substantial 
viands on the table ; to each . -s • ry <.i‘ which item of con- 
fusion, the facetious Mr. Jingle lent the aid of half-a-dozen 
ordinary men at least. When everybody had eaten as much 
as possible, the cloth was removed, bottles, gla-'ios, and dessert 
were placed on the table ; and the waiters wiihdi-ew to “ clear 
away,” or in other words, to appropriate to their own private 
use and emolument, whatever remnants of the eatables and 
drinkables they could contrive to lay their hands on. 

Amidst the general hum of mirth and conversation that 
ensued, there was a little man with a puffy Say-nothing-to- 
me,-or-I ’ll-. ' ' ’* y .■ sort of countenance, who remained 
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very q-uiet ; occasionally looking round liim 'viien ike conver- 
sation slackened, as if lie contemplated putting in something 
very ^weighty : and now and then Lursting into a short cough 
of inexpressible grandeur. At length, during a moment of 
comparative silence, the little man called out in a very loud, 
solemn voice, 

Luffey!” 

Everybody was hushed into a profound stillness as 
individual addressed, replied, 

a 

I wish to address a few words to you sir, if 3^ou will 
entreat the gentlemen to SR their glasses.’’ 

Mr. Jingle uttered a patronising “ hear, hear,” which was 
responded to, by the remainder of the company: and the 
glasses having been fdled the Vice-President assumed an aii’ 
of wisdom in a state of profound attention ; and said, 

^‘Mr. Staple.” 

Sir,” said the little man, rising, I wish to address what 
I have to say to you and not to our worthy chanman, because 
our worthy chairman is in some measure — I may say in a 
great degree — ^the subject of what I haye to say, or I may say 
to — ^to — ” 

State,” suggested Mr. Jingle.. 

— ^^Yes, to state,” said the HttLe man, “I tliani: my 
honourable Mend, if he wiH allow me to call him so — (£om* 
hears, and one certainly from Mr. Jingle)- —for the suggestion. 
Sir, I am a DeUer — a Dingley Deller, (cheers). I cannot lay 
claim to the honour of f r item in the population of 
Muggleton; nor sir, I w.d i.cj. c.y admit, do I covet that 
honour : and I will teU you why sir, (hear) ; to Muggleton I 
will readily concede all those honours and distinctions to 
which it can fairly lay claim — ^they are too numerous and too 
wall known to require aid or rccapitulaiior. from me. But 
sir, while wo remember ihat Muggleton has given birth to a 
Dumkios and a Fodder, lot us never forgot that Dingley Dell 
can boast a Luflfey and a Struggles. (Vociferous cheering.) 
Let me not be considered as wishing to detract from the 
merits of the former gentlemen. Sir, I envy them the luxury 
of their own feelings, on this occasion. (Cheers.) Ever}^ 
gentle uirni who hears me, is probably acquainted with tlic^ 
reply iriiido b;- an individual, who — to use an ordinary 
of speech — ^hung out’ in a tub, to the emperor Alexander* 
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— ^ If I were not Diogenes/ said lie, ^ I would be Alexander,’ 
I can well imagine these gentlemen to say, ^ If I were not 
DiimJdns I would be Lnffey ; if I were not Podder I would be 
Struggles.’ (Enthusiasm.) But gentlemen of Muggleton is 
it in cricket alone that your feUow-townsmen stand pre- 
eminent ? Have you never heard of Duml dn s and determina- 
tion? Have you never been taught to associate Podder 
with property? (Great applause.) Have you never, when 
struggling for your rights, your liberties, and your privileges, 
been reduced, if only for an instant, to misgiving and despair ? 
And when you have been thus depressed, has not the name of 
Dumldns laid afresh within your breast, the fire which had 
just gone out ; and has not a word fcom that man, lighted 
it again as brightly as if it had never expired? (Great 
cheering.) Gentlemen, I beg you to surround with a rich 
halo of enthusiastic cheering, the united names of ^ Dumldns 
and Podder.’ ” 

Here the httle man ceased, and here the company com- 
menced a raising of voices, and thumping of tables, which 
lasted with little intermission during the remainder of the 
evening. Other toasts were drunk. Mr. Luffey and Mr. 
Struggles, Mr. Pickwick and Mr. Jingle, were, each in his 
turn, the subject of unqualified eulogium; and each in due 
course returned thanks for the honour. 

Enthusiastic as we are in the noble cause to which we have 
devoted ourselves, we should have felt a sensation of pride 
which we cannot express, and a consciousness of having done 
something to merit immortality of which we are now deprived, 
could we have laid the faintest oiithne of these addresses 
before our ardent readers. Mr. Snodgrass, as usual, took a 
great mass of notes, which would no doubt have afforded most 
useful and valuable information, had not the burning eloquence 
of the words or the feverish influence of the wine made that 
g'ntlcmiufs hand so extremely unsteady, as to render his 
writing nearly unintelligible, and his style wholly so. By 
dint of patient investigation, we have been enabled to trace 
some characters bearing a faint resemblance to the names of 
the speakers: and we can also discern an entry of a song 
(supposed to have been sung by Mr. Jingle,) in which the 
words '^howl” ‘^sparkling” ‘'^ruby” bright,” and '^wine” 
are frequently repeated at short intervals. We fancy too, that 
we can discern at the very end of Hie potes, some indistinct 
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roferenee to “broiled bones and then the words “cold” 
“ without ” occur : but as any hypothesis w'-e could found upon 
them must necessarily rest upon mere conjecture, we are not 
disposed to indulge in any of the speculations to which they 
may give rise. 

We will therefore return to Mr. Tupman; merely adding 
that within some few minutes before twelve o’clock that night, 
the convocation of worthies of Dingley DeU and Muggleton, 
were heard to sing with great feeling and emphasis, the 
beautiful and Tullonalair, of 

We won’t go home ’till monaing, 

We won’t go home Hill morning, 

We won’t go home Hill morniDg, 

’Till day-light doth appear. 
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CHAPTER VIIL 

STBONGLY ILLUSTRATIVE OF THE POSITION, THAT THE COURSE OF TRUE 
LOVE IS NOT A RAILWAY. 

The quiet seclusion of Dingley Dell, tlie presence of so 
many of tlie gentler sex, and tlie solicirude and anxieiy tliey 
evinced in Ms behalf, were all favourable to the growth and 
development of those softer feelings wMch nature had im- 
planted deep in the bosom of Mr. Tracy Tupman, and wHch 
now appeared destined to centre in one lovely object. The 
young ladies were pretty, their manners winning, their dispo- 
sitions unexceptionable ; but there was a dignity in the air, a 
touch-me-not-ishness in the walk, a majesty in the eye of the 
spinster aunt, to wMch, at their time of life they could lay no 
claim, wMch distinguished her from any female on whom Mr. 
Tupman had ever gazed. That there was something kindred 
in their nature, sometMng congenial in their souls, something 
mysteriously sympathetic in their bosoms, was evident. Her 
name was the frrst that rose to Mr. TupmaMs lips as he lay 
wounded on the grass; and her hysteric laughter, was the 
first sound that fell upon Ms ear, when he was supported to 
the house. But had her agiiaiion arisen from an amiable 
and feminine sensibility which would have been equally 
irrepressible in any case; or had it been called forth by a 
more ardent and passionate feeling, wMch he, of all men 
Hving, could alone awaken? These were the doubts wMch 
racked Ms brain as he lay extended on the sofa : these were 
the doubts wMch he determined should be at once and for 
ever resolved. 

It was evening. Isabella and Emily had strolled out with 
Mr. Trundle ; the deaf old lady had fallen asleep in her chair ; 
the snoring of the fat boy, penetrated in a low and monotonous 
soimd from the distant kitchen; the buxom servants were 
lounging at the side-door, enjoying the pleasantness of the 
hour, and the delights of a flirtation, on Mst principles, with 
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certain nn-wieldy- animals attaclied to the farm j and there sat 
the interesting pair, tmcared for hy all, caring for none, and 
dreaming only of themselyes : there they sat, in short, Kke a 
pair of carefidly-folded hid-gTr.\<.-* --])oiind up in each other. 

“ I have forgotten my flowers,” said the ^spinster aunt. 

“Water them now,” said Mr. Tiipman in accents of 
persnasion. 

“ You ■will take cold in the evening air,” urged the spinster 
aunt, affectionately, 

“No, no,” said Mr. Tupman, rising,* “it will do me good. 
Let me accompany you.” 

The lady paused to adjust the sling in which the left arm of 
the youth was ]placed, and taking his right arm led him to the 
garden. 

There was a "bower at the further end, ■with honeysucHe, 
jessamine, and creeping plants — one of those sweet retreats, 
which humane men erect for the accommodation of spiders. 

The spinster aunfc took up a large watering-pot which lay in 
one corner, and was about to leave the arbour. Mr. Tupman 
detained her, and drew her to a seat beside him. 

“ Miss Wardle 1 ” said he. 

The spinster aunt trembled, till some pebbles ■which had 
accidently found their way into the large watering-pot, shook 
like an infanf s rattle. 

“Miss Wardle,” said Mr. Tupman, “you are an angel.” 

Mr. Tupman ! ” exclaimed Eachael, "blushing as red as the 
watering-pot itself. 

“Nay,” said the eloquent Pickwickian — “I know it but 
too well.” 

“All women are angels, they say,” murmured the lady, 
pla^Tuliy. 

“Then what can you be ; or to what, without presumption, 
can I compare you ? ” xepHed Mr. Tupman. “ ^VS^ere was the 
woman ever seen, who resemhled you ? Where else could I 
hope to find so rare a combination of ezceUence and beauty ? 
Where else could I seek to — ^Oh ! ” Here Mr. Tupman paused, 
and pressed the hand which clasped the handle of the happy 
watering-pot. 

The lady turned aside her head. “ Men are such deceivers,” 
she softly whispered, 

“They are, they are,” ejaculated Mr. Tupman; “but not 
^ men. There lives at least one being who can never change 





THE PICHWICK CLUB. 


103 


— one being who would be content to devote Ms wbole exist- 
ence to your Jiappiness — wlio lives but in your eyes — ^who 
breathes but in your smiles — ^who bears the heavy burden of 
life itself, only for you.^’ 

Could such an individual be foxmd/^ said the lady 

But he can be found,” said the ardent Mjc. Tupman, inter- 
posing. He is found. He is here Miss Wai’dlo.” And ere 
the lady was aware of Ms inteniion. Mi*. Tupman had sunk 
u|)on his knees at her feet. 

Mr. Tupman, rise,” said Bachael, 

Never ! ” was the valorous reply. Oh, Eachael ! ” — ^He 
seized her passive hand, and the watering-pot fell to the aground 
as he pressed it to Ms hps. — “ Oh, Rachael 1 say you love me.” 
Mr. Tupman,” said the spinster aunt, vdth averted head — 
I can hardly spcvak the words ,* but — ^biit — you are not wholly 
indifferent to me.” 

Mr. Tupman no sooner heard tMs avowal, than he proceeded 
to do what Ms enthusiastic emotions prompted, and what, for 
aught we know, (for we are but little acquainted with such 
natters,) people so circumstanced always do. He jumped up 
and, throwing Ms arm round the neck of the spinster aunt, 
imprinted upon her Hps numerous kisses, wMeh after a due 
^how of struggling and resistance, she received so passively, 
that there is no telling how many more Mr, Tupman might 
have bestowed, if the lady had not given a very unaffected 
start and exclaimed in an affrighted tone, — 

“ Mr. Tax3man, we are observed ! — ^we are discovered! ” 

Mr. Tupman looked round. Thwe was the fat boy, perfectly 
motionless, with his large circular eyes stariag into the arbour, 
but without the sHghtest expression on his face dhat the most 
expert physiognomist could have referred to astonishment, 
curiosity, or any other known passion that agitates the human 
breast. Mr. Tupman gazed on the fat boy, and the fat boy 
stared at Mm ; and the longer ISir. Tupman observed the utter 
vacancy of the fat boys countenance, the more convinced he 
became that he either did not know, or did not understand, 
anything that had been going forward. Under tMs impression, 
he said with great firmness, — 

What do you want here, sir ? ” 

Supper ready sir,” was the prompt reply. 

^^Have you just come here sir?” inquired Mr. Tupman, 
with a piercing look. 
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Just/' replied tlie fat toy. 

Mr, Tupman looked at Hm verykard again ; kut tkere 'w^as 
not a wink in Ms eye, or a curve in Ms face. 

Mr. Tupman took the arm of tke spinster aunt, and walked 
towards tke kouse ; tke fat boy followed kekind. 

He knows notMng of wkat kas kappened/' ke wMspercd. 

Nothing,’^ said tke spinster aunt, 

Tkere was a sound kekind tkem, as of an imperfectly 
suppressed ckuckle. Mr. Tupman turned skarply round. 
No ; it could not kave keen tke fat koy ; tkere was not a 
gleam of mirth, or anything hut feeding in Ms whole visage. 

He must have been fast asleep," wMspered Mr. Tupman. 

I have not the least doubt of it/^ replied the spinster aunt. 

They both laughed heartily. 

Mr. Tupman was wrong. The fat hoy, for once, had not 
keen fast asleep. He was awake — ^wide awake — ^to what had 
keen going forward. 

The supper passed off without any attempt at a general 
conversation. The old lady had gone to bed ; Isabella Wardle 
devoted herself exclusively to Mr. Trundle ; tke spinster aunt’s 
attentions were reserved for Mr. Tupman ; and Emily’s thoughts 
appeared to be engrossed by some distant object — ^possibly 
they were with tke absent Snodgrass. 

Eleven — ^twelve — one o’ dork had si ruck, and tke gentlemen 
had not arrived. Consternation sat on every face. Could they 
kave been waylaid and robbed ? Should they send men and 
lanterns in every direction by which they could he supposed 

hkely to have travelled home? or should they Hark ! there 

they were. What could have made them so late ? A strang(3 
voice, too ! To whom could it belong ? They rushed into tlie 
kitchen whither the truants had repaired, and at once obtained 
rather more than a gHmmering of the real state of tke case. 

Mr. Pickwick with his hands in Ms pockets and his hat 
cocked completely over Ms left eye, was loaning against the 
dresser, shaking Ms head from side to side, and producing a 
constant succession of the blandest and most henevolenl snnlos 
without being moved thereunto by any discerniLlo cause or 
pretence whatsoever ; old Mr. Wardle with a highly inflamed 
countenance, was grasping tke hand of a strange gentleman 
muttering protestations of eternal friendship; ]\Ir. Winkle, 
supporting himself by the eight-day clock, was feebly invoking 
destruction upon the head of any incmbor of the family who 
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slioiold suggest tlie propriety of Ms retiring for tlie niglit j and 
Mr. Snodgrass liad sunk into a chair with an expression of the 
most ahject and hopeless misery that the human mind can 
imagino, portraA od in every lineament of Ms expressive face. 

Is anything iho mailer ? ” inquired the tMee ladies. 

Nothin’ the matter,” replied Mr. Pickwick, We — WQ he 

— ah right — I say, Wardle, o ’re all right, ain’t we ? ” 

should think so,” npliod iho joHy host. — ^^My dears, 
here’s my Mend Mr. Jingle — Mr. Pickwick’s Mend, Mr. 
Jingle, come ’pon — ^little visit.” 

“ Is anytMng the matter with Mr. Snodgrass sir ? ” inquired 
Emily, with great anxiety. 

Nothing the matter, iha’am,” replied the stranger. 
‘‘ Cricket dinner — glorious party — capital songs — old port — 
claret — good — ^very good — ^wine. Ma’am — wine.” 

“ It wasn’t the Mne,” murmured Mr. Snodgrass, in a broken 
voice. It was the salmon.” (Somehow Dr other, it never 
is the wine in these cases.) 

Hadn’t they better go to bed ma’am ? ” inquired Emma. 

T-nvo of the hoys will carry the gentlemen up stairs.” 

I won’t go to hod,” said Mr. Winkle fii-mly. 

No living hoy shall carry me,” sD-id Mr. Pickwick, stoutly^ 
— and he went on smiling as before. 

Hurrah ! ” gasped Mr. Winkle faintly. 

Hurrah ! ” echoed Mr. Pickwick, taking off his hat and 
dasMng it on the floor, and insanely casting his spectacles into 
the middle of the kitchen. — ^At tMs humorous feat he laughed 
outright. 

Let ’s — ^have — Mother — bottle,” cried Mr. Winkle, com- 
mencing in a very loud key, and ending in a very faint one. 
His head dropped upon Ms hreast ; and, muttering Ms 
invincible determination not to go to Ms bed, and a san- 
guinary regret that he had not ‘^done for old Tuioman” in 
the morning, he fell fast asleep ; in which condition he was 
borne to Ms apartment by two young giants under the per- 
sonal superintendence of the fat hoy, to whose protecting care 
Mr. Snodgrass shortly afterwards confldecl Ms own person. 
Mr. Pickwick accepted the profiered arm of Mr. Tupman, and 
quietly disappeared, smiling more than ever; and Mr. Wardle, 
a [tor Taking as affectionate a leave of the whole family as if 
he were ordered for immediate execution, consigned to hir. 
Trundle the honour of conveying Mm up stairs, and retired. 
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witK a very fafcile attempt to look impressively solemn and 
dignified. 

"\¥lxat a sfiocking scene ! ’’ said the spinster annt, 

^'Dis — ^gusting I ejaculated fiotli tlie young ladies. 

Dreadful — (Hreadful!’^ said Jingle, looking very grave; lie 
was albont a bottle and a liaK ahead of any of Ms companions. 

Horrid spectacle — ^very.” 

What a nice man 1 ” whisjoered the spinster aunt to 
Mr. Tnpman. 

Good-looking, too ! whispered Emily Wardle. 

Oh, decidedly,’’ observed Ihe spinster aunt. 

Mr. Tnpman thought of the widow at Rochester : and his 
mind was troubled. The succeeding half-hour’s conversation 
was nofc of a natui'e to calm Ms perturbed spirit. The new 
visitor was very talkative, and the number of Ms anecdotes 
was only to be exceeded by the extent of Ms politeness. Mr. 
Tnpman felt, that as Jingle’s popularity increased, ho (Tnpman) 
retired further into the shade. His laughter was forced — Ms 
merriment feigned; and when at last he laid Ms acMng 
temples between the sheets, he thought, with homid delight 
on the satisfaction it would afford Mm, to have Jingle’s head 
at that moment between the feather bed and the mattress. 

The indefatigable stranger rose betimes next moruing, and, 
although Ms companions remained in bed overpowered with 
the dissipation of the previous night, exerted himself most 
successfully to promote the hilarity of the hreakfast-table. So 
successful were Ms efforts, that even the deaf old lady insisted 
on having one or two of his best jokes retailed through the 
trumpet ; and even she condescended to observe to the spinster 
aunt, that '^he” (meaning Jingle) ‘^was an impudonl young 
fellow : ” a sentiment in which all her relations then and there 
present thoroughly coincided. 

It was the old lady’s habit; on the fine summer mornings to 
repair to the arbour in which Mr. Tupman had already 
signalised Mmself, in form and manner following: first, the 
fat boy fetched from a peg behind the old lady’s bed-room 
door, a close black satia bonnet, a warm cotton shawl, and a 
tMck stick with a capacious handle ; and the old lady having- 
put on tho bonnet and shawl at her leisure, would lean one 
hand on the stick and the other on the fat boy’s shoulder, and 
walk leisurely to the arbour, where the fat boy would leave 
her to enjoy the fresh air for the space of half an hour ; at the 



THE PICKWICK CLUB. 


lor 

expiration of wMeli time lie would return and reeonduct liei to 
tliG liouse. 

The old lady was very precise and very particular ; and as 
tMs ceremony liad been observed for three successive summers 
without the sliglitest deviation j6?om the accustomed form, she 
was not a little siuprised on this particular morning, to see 
the fat boy, instead of leaving the arbour, walk a few paces 
out of it, look carefully round him in every direction, and 
return towards her with great stealth and an air of the most 
profound mystery. 

The old lady was timorous — ^most old ladies are — and her 
first impression was that the bloated lad was about to do her 
some grievous bodily harm, with the view of T^cssessing him- 
self of her loose coin. She would have cried for assistance, 
but age and infirmity had long ago deprived her of the power 
of screaming; she, therefore, watched his motions with feelings 
of intense terror, which were in no degree chminished by his 
coming close up to her, and shouting in her ear in an agitated, 
and, as it seemed to her, a threatening tone : 

Missus 1 ” 

Now it so happened that hir. Jingle was walking in the 
garden close to the arbonr at this moment. He too heard the 
shout of Missus,” and stopped to hear more. There were 
three reasons for his doing so. In the first place, he was 
idle and curious ; secondly, he was by no jro.uis sci‘npulo:is^ ; 
thirdly, and lastly, he was concealed from view by some 
/lowering* shrubs. So there he stood, and there he listened. 

Missus 1 ” shouted the fhb boy. 

‘^Well, Joe,” said the trembling old lady, sure I 

have been a good mistress to you, Joe. You have invariably 
been treated very kindly. You bave never had too much to 
do ; and you have always had enough to eat.” 

This last was an appeal to the fat boy’s most sensitive 
feelings. He seemed touched, as he replied emphaticahy : 

I knows I has.” 

Then what can you want to do now ? ” said the old lady, 
gaining courage. 

I wants to make your fiesh creep,” replied the hoy. 

This sounded like a very bloodthirsty mode of showing one’s 
gratitude; and as the old lady did not precisely understand the 
process by which such a result was to be attained, all her 
former horrors returned. 
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Wliat do you tMuk I see in tMs very arbour last night ? ” 
inquired the boy. 

Bless us ! What ? exclaimed the old lady, alarmed at 
the solemn manner of the corpulent youth. 

^^The strange gentleman — ^him as had his arm hurt — a 
kissin’ and huggin’ 

Who, Joe? Kone of the servants, I hope.’’ 

Worser than that,” roared the fat boy in the old lady’s eaiv 

“Not one of my grand-da’ aters ? ” 

“ Worser than that.” 

“ Worse than that, Joe ! ” said the old lady, who had 
thought this the extreme limit of human atrocity. “ Who 
was it, Joe ? I insist upon knowing.” 

The fat boy looked cautiously round, and having concluded 
his smwey, shouted in the old lady’s ear : 

“ Miss Tlachael.” 

Wliat ! ” said the old ladv in a shrill tone. “ Speak 
louder.” 

“ Miss . Bachael,’ ’ roared the fat boy. 

“Myda’ater?” 

The train of nods which the fat boy gave by way of assent, 
communicated a hlanc-mange like motion to his fat cheeks. 

“ And she suffered him ! ” exclaimed the old lady. 

A grin stole over the fat boy’s features as he said : 

“ I see her a kissin’ of him agin.” 

If Mr. Jingle, from his place of concealment, could have 
beheld the expression which the old lady’s face assumed at 
this communication, the probability is that a sudden b’Uxst of 
laughter would have betrayed, his close vicinity to the summer- 
house. He listened attentively. Fragments of angry sentences 
such as, “ Without my permission ! ” — “ At her time of life ” 
— ^“ Miserable old, ’ooman like me ” — “ Might have waited till 
I was dead,” and so forth, reached his ears; and theu he heard 
the heels of the fat boy’s boots crunching the gravel, as he 
retired and left the cdd lady alone. 

It was a remarkable coincidence perhaps, but it was neyer- 
theless a fact, that Mr. Jingle, within five minutes after his 
arrival at Manor Farm on the preceding night, had inwardly 
resolved to lay siege to the heart of the spinster aunt ^vithout 
delay. He had observation enough to see, that his off-hand 
manner was by no means disagreeable to the fair object of Jiis 
attack; and he had more than a strong suspicion that slie 
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possessed that most desirable of all requisites, a small inde- 
pendence. The imperative necessity of ousting Ms rival by 
some means or other, flashed quickly upon Mm, and he imme- 
diately resolved to adopt certain proceedings tending to that 
end and object, without a moment’s delay. Fielding teUs us 
that man is Are, and woman tow, and the Prince of Darkness 
sets a light to ’em. Mr. Jingle knew that young men to 
spinster aunts are as lighted gas to gunpowder, and he deter- 
mined to essay the eflect of an explosion without loss of time. 

Full of reflections upon tMs important decision, he crept 
from Ms place of concealment, and, under cover of the shrubs 
before mentioned, approached the house. Fortune seemed 
determined to favour Ms design. Mr. Tupman and the rest 
of the gentlemen left the garden by the side gate just as he 
obtained a view of it,* and the young ladies he knew, had 
walked out alone, soon after breaMast. The coast was clear. 

The breakfast-parlour door was partially open. He peeped 
in. The spinster aunt was kmtting. He coughed ; she looked 
up and smiled. Hesitation formed no part of Mr. Alfred 
Jingle’s character. He laid Ms finger on Ms lips mysteriously, 
walked in, and closed the door. 

Miss Wardle,” said Air. Jingle, with aflected earnestness, 
forgive intrusion — short acquaintance — no time for ceremony 
— all discovered.” 

Sir ! ” said the spinster aunt, rather astomshed by the 
unexpected apparition and somewhat doubtful of Mr. Jingle’s 
samty. 

Hush I” said Mr. Jingle, in a stage wMsper; — ‘"large 
Uoy — dumpling face — around eyes — ^rascal 1 ” Here he shook 
Ms head expressively, and the spinster aunt trembled with 
agitation. 

“I presume you allude to Joseph sir?” said the lady, 
making an effort to appear composed. 

“Yes, ma’am — damn that Joe! — treacherous dog, Joe — 
told the old lady — old lady furious — ^wild — craving — arbour — 
Tupman — ^liissing and hugging — all that sort of thing — eh, 
ma’am— eh?” 

“Mr. Jingle,” said the spinster aimt, “if you come here 
sir, to insult me 

“Not at all — ^by no means,” replied the unabashed Mr. 
Jingle; — “overheard the tale — came to warn you of yoiu 
danger — ^tender my services — prevent the hubbub. Never 
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mind — ^tMnk it an insult — Cleave tlie room’^ — and lie tniTiedj 
as if to carry tlie tkreat into execution. 

“ WHat shall 1 do ! ” said tlie poor spinster, ’bursting into 
tears. My brother -will be furious 1 

Of course be will/^ said Mr, Jingle p.iu'iug — ‘"^outrageous.” 

^^Ob Mr. Jingle, wbat can I say!” oxcIaiTiied tbe spinster 
aunt, in another flood of despair. 

Say be dreamt it,” replied Mr. Jingle, coolly. 

A ray of comfort darted across tbe mind of tbe spinster 
aunt at tbis suggestion. Mr. Jingle perceired it, and followed 
up bis advantage. 

‘‘Poob, poob! — ^’loibing more easy — blackguard boy — 
lovely woman — ^fat boy borsewMpped — ^you bebeved — end of 
tbe matter — all comfortable.” 

Wbetber tbe probability of escaping from tbe consequences 
of tbis ill-timed discovery was debgbtful to tbe spinster’s 
feelings, or wbetber tbe bearing berseK described as a lovely 
woman” softened tbe asperity of ber grief, we know not. 
Sbe blusbed sbgbtly, and cast a grateful look on Mr. Jingle. 

Tbat insinuating gentleman bigliod deeply, fixed bis eyes on 
tbe spinster aunt’s face for a couple of minutes, started melo- 
dramatically, and then suddenly withdrew them. 

You seem unhappy Mr. Jingle,” said tbe lady, in a plain- 
tive voice. May I show my gratitude for your kind inter- 
ference, by inquiring into tbe cause, with a view, if possible, 
to its removal ? ” 

exclaimed Mr. Jingle, with another start — 
^‘removal! remove my unhappiness, and your love bestowed 
upon a man who is insensible to tbe blessing — who even now 
contemplates a design upon tbe affections of tbe niece of tbe 
creature who — ^but no ; be is my friend ; I will not expose bds 
vices. Miss Wardle — ^farewell 1 ” At tbe conclusion of tbis 
address, tbe most consecutive be was ever known to utter, Mr. 
Jingle applied to bis eyes tbe remnant of a handkerchief 
before noticed, and turned towards tbe door. ^ 

Stay, Mr. Jingle ! ” said tbe spinster aunt empbatically. 

You have made an allusion to Mr. Tupman — explain it.” 

^^Never!” exclaimed Jingle, with a professional (i.e. 
theatrical) air. Never !” and, by way of showing tbat be 
bad no desire to be questioned fudber, be drew a chair close 
to tbat of tbe spinster axmt and sat down. 

*‘'Mr. Jingle,” said tbe aunt, entreat — I implore you, if 
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tliere is any dreadful mystery connected vitli Mr. TiipmaHj 
reveal it,” 

Can I,” said Mr. Jingle, fixing Ms eyes on tKe annt^s face 
— Can I see — ^lovely creature — sacrificed at tlie shrine — 
heartless avarice ! ” He appeared to he struggling with 
various conflicting emotions for a few seconds, and then said 
in a low deep voice — 

Tupman only wants your money.” 

“The wretch!” exclaimed the spinster, with energetic 
indignation. (Mr. Jingle^s doubts were resolved. She had 
money.) 

“More than that,” said Jingle — “loves another.” 

“ Another ! ” ejaculated the spinster. “ Who ? ” 

“ Short girl — ^hlack eyes — ^niece Emily.” 

There was a pause. 

Now, if there were one individual in the whole world, of 
whom the spinster aunt entertained a mortal and deeply-rooted 
jealousy, it was this identical niece. The colour rushed over 
her face and neck, and she tossed her head in silence with an 
air of ineffable contempt. At last, biting her thin lips, and 
bridling up, she said, — 

“ It can't be. I won't believe it.” 

“Watch 'em,” said Jingle. 

“ I wiU,” said the aunt. 

“ Watch Ms looks.” 

“ I wiU.” 

“ His whispers.” 

“ I wifi.” 

“ He sit next her at table.’^ 

“ Let Mm.” 

“ He 'll flatter her.” 

“ Let Mm.” 

“ He 'H pay her every possible attention.” 

“Let him.” 

“ And he 'U cut you.” 

“ Cut me I ” screamed the spinster aimt. “ He cut me ; — 
%vill he I ” and she trembled with rage and disappointment. 

“ You will convince yourself? ” said Jingle. 

“I will.” 

“ You 'n show your spirit ? ” 

win.” 

“ You'U not have him afterwards ? ” 
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''jSTever;' 

You ’ll take sometody else ? ” 

''Yes.” 

"Youskall” 

Mr, Jiugle fell ou Ms kuees, remained tkereupon for five 
minutes tkereaffcer : and rose the accepted lover of the spinster 
aunt : conditionally upon Tupman’s peijury being made clear 
and manifest. 

The burden of proof lay with Air, Alfred Jingle ; and ho 
produced his evidence that very day at dinner. The spinster 
aunt could hardly believe her eyes. Mr. Tracy Tupman was 
estabHslied at Emily’s side, ogling, wHspering, and smiling, 
in opposition to Mr, Snodgrass. Yot a word, not a look, not 
a glance, did he bestow upon Ms heart’s pride of the evening 
before. 

" Damn that boy 1 ” thought old Mr. Wardle to himself. — 
He had heard the story from Ms mother. " Damn that boy I 
He must have been asleep. It’s all imagination.” 

"Traitor!” thought the spinster aunt. "Dear Mr. Jingle 
was not deceiving me. XJgh I how I hate the wretch 1 ” 

The following conversation may serve to explain to our 
readers, tMs apparently unaccountable alteration of deport- 
ment, on the part of Mr. Tracy Tupman. 

The time was evening ; the scene the garden. There were 
two figures walking in a side path j one was rather short and 
stout ; the other rather tall and shm. They were Mr. Tupman 
and Mr. Jingle. The stout figure commenced the dialogue. 

" How did I do it ?” he inquired. 

" Splendid — capital — couldn’t act better myself- — ^you must 
repeat the part to-morrow^ — every evening, till further notice.” 

" Does llachael still wish it?” 

" Of course — she don’t like it — ^but must be done — avert 
suspicion — afraid of her brother — says there ’s no help for it 
—only few days m^ors-r-when old folks blinded — crown yoiu* 
happiness.” 

"Any message?” 

" Love — ^best love — kindest regards — ^unalterable affection. 
Can I say anytMng for you?” 

" My dear fellow,” repHed the unsuspicious Mr. Tupman, 
fervently grasping Ms " friend’s ” hand — " carry my best love 
— ^say how hard I find it to dissemble — say anything that ’s 
kind t bpt add how sensible I am of the necessity of the 
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suggestion she made to me, ttirougli you, tMs morning. Say 
I applaud lier -wisdom and admire lier discretion.” 

I will. AnytMng more ?” 

Notliing ; only add how ardently I long for the time 
when I may call her mine, and all dissimulation" may he 
unnecessary.” 

Certainly, certainly. Anything more ?” 

Oh, my Mend !” said poor Mr. Tupman, again grasping 
the hand of his companion, receive my warmest thanks for 
your disinterested kindness ; and forgive me if I have ever, 
even in thought, done you the injustice of supposing that you 
could stand in my way. My dear Mend can I ever repay you ? ’ ’ 

Don’t talk of it,” replied Mr. Jingle. He stopped short, 
n- if '-iiddonly rtiColL cling something, and said, — ^^By-the-hy 
— ('Mn't spare ton poUTid^, can you? — very particular purpose 
— pay you in three dayn.” 

1 dare say I can,” replied jNIr. Tupman, in the fulness of 
his heart. Three days, you say?” 

Only three days — all over then — ^no more difficulties.” 

Mr. liipman counted the money into his companion’s hand, 
and he dropped it piece by piece into Ms pocket, as they 
walked towards the house. 

Be careful,” said Mr. Jingle — not a look.” 

Not a wink,” said Mr. Tupman. 

Not a syllable.” 

Not a wMsper.” 

All your attentions to the niece — ^rather rude, than other- 
wise, to the aunt — only way of deceiving the old ones.” 

I ’E take care,” said Mr. Tupman, aloud. 

And I’E take care,” said Mr. Jingle intemaEv ; and they 
entered the house. 

The scene of that afternoon was repeated that evening, and 
on the three afternoons and evenings next ensuing. On the 
fourth, the host was in Mgh spirits, for he had satisfied him- 
seE that there was no ground for the charge against Mr. 
Tupman. So was Mr. Tupman, for Mr. Jingle had told him 
that Ms affair would soon be brought to a crisis. So was Mr. 
Pickwick, for he was seldom otherwise. So was not Mr. Snod- 
grass, for he had grown jealous of Mr. Tupman. So was the 
old lady, for she had been winning at wMst. So were Mr. 
Jingle and Miss Wardle, for reasons of sufficient importance 
in this eventful Mstory, to be narrated in another chapter. 

VOL. I. I 
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CHAPTEE IX. 

A DISCOVBBT AND A CHASE. 

The supper vas ready laid, tlie cliairs -were drawn round 
tlie taMe, bottles, jugs and glasses were arranged upon tbe 
sideboard; and eyeiytimig betokened tbe approach of tbe most 
conyiTial period in tbe whole four and twenty hours. 

Where ’s Eachael?’’ said Mr. Wardle. 

“ Aye, and Jingle added Mr. Picfayiek. 

Dear me,’’ said the host, I wonder I haven’t missed him 
before. Why, I don’t think I’ve heard his voice for two 
hours at least. Emily, my dear, ring the beU.” 

The bell was rung, and the fat boy appeared. 

Where ’s Miss Eachael ?” He couldn’t say. 

Where ’s Mr, Jingle, then ?” He didn’t know. 

Everybody looked surprised. It was late — ^past eleven 
o’clock. Mr. Tupman laughed in his sleeve. They were 
loitering somewhere, talking about him. Ha, ha I capital 
notion that — ^fcumy. 

Never mind,” said Wardle, after a short pause, they ’ll 
turn up presently, I dare say. I never wait supper for 
anybody.” 

Excellent rule, that,” said Mr. Pickwick, admirable.” 

(( pxay, sit down,” said the host. 

Certainly,” said Mr. Pickwick: and down they sat. 

There was a gigantic round of cold beef on the table, and 
Mr. Pickwick was supphed with a plentiful portion of it. He 
had raised his fork to his tips, and was on the voiy point of 
opening his mouth for the reception of a piece cf beef, when 
the hum of many voices suddenly arose in the kitchen. Ho 
paused, and laid down his jfork. Mr. Wardle paused too, and 
insensibly released his hold of the carving-lnrife, which re- 
mained inserted in the beef. He looked at Mr. Pickwick. 
Mr. Pickwick looked at him. 

Heavy footsteps were heard in the parage j the parlour 
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door was suddenly burst open ; and tlie man wbo bad cleaned 
blr. Pickmck’s boots on bis first arriTal, rusbed into the room, 
foEowed by tbe fat boy, and all tbe domestics. 

Wbat tbe deyil’s tbe meaning of this?” exclaimed tbe bost« 

Tbe kitcben cbimney ain’t a-fire, is it, Emma?” inquired 
tbe old lady. 

Lor grandma ! No,” screamed botb tbe young ladies. 

Wbat ’s tbe matter ?” roared tbe master of tbe bouse. 

Tbe man gasped for breath, and faintly ejaculated — 

They ba’ gone, Mas’r ! — ^gone right clean off, sic 1” (At 
this junckire, Mr. Tupman was observed to lay down bis knife 
and fork, and to turn very pale.) 

Who ’s gone ?” said Mr. Wardle, fiercely. 

Mus’r Jingle and Miss Rachael, in a po’-cbay, from Blue 
Lion, Muggleton. I was there; but I conldn’t stop ’em; so 
I run off to teb ’ee.’^ 

paid bis expenses 1” said blr. Tupma * .up 

frantically. ^^He’s got ten pounds of mine.— ' p ■ ! — 
be 's swindled me 1 — I won’t bear it ! — I ’b have justice, Pick- 
wick! — I won’t stand it!” and with sundry incoberent ex- 
clamations of tbe like nature, tbe unhappy gentleman spun 
round and round tbe jq-aLlincid, in a transport of frenzy. 

“Lord preserve us !'’ ejaculated Mr. Pickwick, eyeing tbe 
extraordinary gestures of bis friend with terrified surprise. 
“ He ’s gone mad ! Wbat sbab we do I ” 

“ Do !” said tbe stout old host, who regarded only tbe last 
words of tbe sentence. “ Put tbe horse in tbe gig ! I ’b get 
a chaise at tbe Lion, and fobow ’em instantly. Where” — ^be 
exclaimed, as tbe man ran out to execute tbe commission — 
“ Where ’s that vibain, Joe ?” 

“ Here I am ; but I han’t a wibin,” repHed a voice. It was 
tbe fat boy’s. 

“Let me get at him, Pickwick!” cried Wardle, as be 
rusbed at tbe ib-starred youth. He was bribed by that 
scoundrel, Jingle, to put me on a wrong scent, by telling a 
Gock-and-a-bub story of my sister and your friend Tupman !” 
(Here Mr. Tupman sunk into a chair.) “ Let me get at him. ! ” 

“Don’t let him!” screamed ab the women, above whose 
exclamations, tbe blubbering of tbe fat boy, was distinctly 
-audible. 

“I wun’t be held!” cried tbe old man. “Mr. Winkle, 
take- your bands off I Mr. Pickwick, let me go, sb I” 

i2 
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Tt was a beautiful sight, iu that momeut of turmoil and 
confasion, to behold the placid and philosophical expression of 
Mr. Pickwick’s face, albeit somewhat flushed with exertion, 
as he stood with his arms jSrmly clasped round the extensiye 
waist of their corpulent host, thus restraining the impetuosity 
of hi^ while the fat boy was scratched, and pulled, 

and irom the room by all the females congregated 

therein. He had no sooner released his hold, than the man 
entered to announce that the gig was ready. 

Don’t let him go alone !” screamed the females. He’ll 
Mil somebody !” 

I’ll go with Mm,” said Mr. Pickwick. 

You’re a good fellow, Pickwick,” said the host, grasping 
Ms hand. Emma, give Mr. Pickwick a shawl to tie round 
Ms neck — make haste. Look after your grandmother, girls j 
she has fainted away. Now then, are you ready ? ” 

Mr. Pickwick’s mouth and chin, having been hastily en- 
veloped iu a large shawd : his hat having been put on Ms 
head, and his great coat throwTi over Ms arm, he replied in the 
affirmative. 

They jumped into the gijg. Give her, her head, Tom,” 
cried the host ; and away thov wc'ut, down ihc narrow lanes : 
jolting in and out of the cart-ruts, and bumping xq) against 
the hedges on either side, as if they would go to pieces every 
moment. 

'^How much are they a-head?” shouted "Wardle, as they 
drove up to the door of the Blue Lion, round wMch a little 
crowd had collected, late as it was. 

Not above thcee-quarters of an hour,” was everybody’s 
reply. 

Chaise and four diiv^ctly ! — out with ’em ! Put up the 
gig afterwards.” 

“ Now, boys !” cried the landlord — chaise and four out-— 
make haste — look alive there !” 

Away ran the hostlers, and the boj^s. The lanterns glim- 
mered, as the men ran to and fro ,• the horses’ hoofs clattered 
on the uneven paving of the yard ; the chaise rumbled as it 
was drawn out of the coach-house; and aU was noise and 
bustle. 

^^Now then! — ^is that chaise coming out to-night?” cried 
Wardle. 

Coming dovm the yard now, sir,” replied the hostler. 
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Out came tlie chaise- — ^in went the horses — on sprung the 
hoys — in got the travellers. 

^^Mind — ^the seven-mile stage in less than half an hour!’' 
shouted Wardle. 

Off with you ! ” 

The hoys applied whip and spur, the waiters shouted, the 
hostlers cheered, and away they went, fast and furiously. 

Pretty situation,” thought Mr. Pickwick, when he had had 
a moment’s time for reflection. Pretty situation for the 
General Chairman of the Pickwick Club. Damp chaise — 
strange horses — ^fifteen miles an hour — and twelve o’clock at 
night 1” 

For the first three or four miles, not a word was spoken hy 
either of the gentlemen, each being too much immersed in his 
own reflections, to address any observations to his companion. 
When they had gone over that much ground, however, and 
the horses getting thoroughly warmed began to do their work 
in really good style, Mr, Pickwick became too much exhi- 
larated with the rapidity of the motion, to remain any longer 
perfectly mute. 

We’re sure to catch them, I think,” said he. 

^^Hope so,” replied his companion. 

Fine night,” said Mr. Pickvdck, looking up at the moon, 
which was shining brightly. 

So much the worse,” returned Wardle ; for they’ll have 
had all the advantage of the moonlight to get the start of us, 
and we shall lose it. It will have gone down in another 
hour.” 

It will be rather unpleasant going at this rate in the 
dark, won’t it ?” inquired Mr. Pickwick. 

I dare say it will,” replied his friend drily, 

Mr. Pickwick’s temporary excitement began to sober down 
a Httley as he reflected upon the inconveniences and dangers of 
the expedition in which he had so riu-uJiU' ■'-a « 'i’-bcrk- d 
He was roused by a loud shoutmg of tlu j- ■ y • u : .■ a-'- i*. 

Yo — ^yo — ^yo — ^yo — ^}^oe,” went the first boy. 

Yo — yo — yo — yoe ! ” went the second. 

a Yo — ^yo — ^yo — ^yoe ! ” chimed in old Wardle himself, most 
lustily, with Ms head and half his body out of the coach 
window. 

— ^yo — ^yo — ^yoe!” shouted Mr. Pickwick, taking up 
the burden of cry, though he had not the slightest notion 
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o£ its meaiiing or object. And amidst tlie yo — ^yoing of tbe 
whole four, tbe chaise stopped. 

What ’s the matter inquired Mr. Piekwich. 

^‘There’s a gate here,” replied old Wardle. 'VYe shall 
hear sometliing of the higitives.” 

After a lapse of five minutes, consumed in incessant knoeh- 
ing and shouting, an old man in his slmt and trousers 
emerged from the turnpike-house, and opened the gate. 

'' How long is it since a post-chaise went through here?” 
inquired Mr. Wardle. 

How long?” 

Ah!” 

Why, I don’t rightly know. It wom’t a long time ago, 
nor it wom’t a short time ago — just between the tv^o, 
perhaps.” 

Has any chaise been by at all?” 

Oh yes, there ’s been a chay by.” 

^^How long ago, my friend,” interposed Mr. Pickwick, 
an hour?” 

Ah, I dare say it might bo,” replied the man. 

Or two hours ?” inquired the postboy on the wheeler. 
“WeU, I shouldn’t wonder if it was,” returned the old 
man douhtfuUy. 

Drive on, boys,” cried the testy old gentleman: “don’t 
waste any more time with that old idiot ! ” 

“ Idiot!” exclaimed the old man with a grin, as he stood 
in the middle of jnad wi-ih th<^ gate half closed, watching 
the chaise which nqddly <iiiu''i>lied in lu* increasing distance. 

— ^not much o’ that either,- you’ve lost teu minutes here, 
and gone away as wise as you came arter all. If every man 
on the line as has a guinea give him earns it half as weU, yon 
won’t catch t’other chay this side Mich’bnas, old short and 
fat.” And with another prolonged grin, the old man closed 
the gate, re-entered his house, and bolted the door after him. 

Meanwhile the chaise proceeded, without any slackening of 
pace, towards the conclusion of the stage. The moon, as 
Wardle had foretold, was rapidly on the wane j large tiers of 
dark heavy clouds which had been gi’aduiilh’ overspreading 
the sky for some time past, now’ foimed one black mass over 
head j and large drops of rain which pattered every now and 
then against the windows of the chaise, seemed to warn the 
travellers of the rapid approach of a stormy night. The wind^ 



THE PICKWICK CLUB. 


il9 

too, wMcli was directly against tliem, swept in forioiis gusts 
down the narrow road, and howled dismally through the trees 
wMeh skirted the pathway. Mr. Pickwick drew his coat 
closer about him, coiled himself more snugly up into ihe 
corner of the chaise, and fell into a soimd sleep, from which 
he was only awakened hy the stopping of the vehicle, ihe 
sound of the hostler’s beU, and a loud cry of Horses on 
directly !” 

But here another delay occurred. The boys were sleeping 
with such mysterious soundness, that it took five minutes 
a-piece to wake them. The hostler had somehow or other 
mislaid the key of the stable, and even when that was found, 
two sleepy helpers put the wrong harness on the wrong horses, 
and the whole process of harnessing had to he gone through 
afresh. Had Mf. Pickwick heen alone, these multiplied 
obstacles would have completely put an end to the pursuit at 
once, hut old Wardle was not to he so oasOy daunted ; and he 
laid about him with such hearty good-v 111, cuffing this man, 
and pushing that ; strapping a buckle here, and taking in a 
link there, that ihe chaise was ready in a much shorter time 
than could reasonably have been expected, under so many 
difficulties. 

They resumed their journey; and certainly the prospect 
before them was by no means oneouraging. The stage was 
fifteen miles long, the night was dark, the wind high, and Bie 
lain poui’iugin torronts. It Avas impossible to make any great 
'way against such obstacles ignited: it was hard upon one o’clock 
already ; and nearly two hours were consumed in getting to the 
end of the stage. Here, however, an object presented itself, which 
rekindled their hopes, and re-animated their drooping spirits. 

“When did this chaise come in?” cried old Wardle, 
leaping out of his own vehicle, and pointing to one covered 
wi& wet mud, which was standing ia the yard. 

“ Not a quarter of an hour ago, sir ; ” rephed the hostler, 
to whom the question was addressed. 

“ Lady and gentleman?” inquired W^ardle, almost breath- 
less with impatience. 

“Yes, sir.” 

“ I'd. diO'' coat — ^long legs — ^thin body? ” 

“Yes, sir.” 

“ Elderly lady — ^tiun face — ^rather skinny — eh? ” 

“ Yes, sir.” 
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By Heavens, it’s the couple, Pickwick/’ exclaimed the 
old gentleman. 

Would have been here before/’ said the hostler, ^^but 
they broke a trace.” 

It is ! ” said Wardle, '‘it is, by Jove ! Chaise and four 
instantly ! We shall catch them yet, before they reach the 
next stage. A guinea a-piece, boys — be alive there — ^bustle 
about — there’s good fellows.” 

And with such admonitions as these, the old gentleman ran 
up and down the yard, and bustled to and fro, in a state of 
excitement which communicated itself to Mr. Pickwick also , 
and under the influence of which, that gentleman got himself 
into complicated entanglements with harness, and mixed up 
with horses and wheels of chaises, in the most surprising 
maimer, firmly believing that by so doing, he was materially 
forwarding the preparations for their resuming their journey. 

" Jump in — jump in I ” cried old Wardle, chmbing into the 
chaise, pulling up the steps, and slamming the door after him. 
" Gome along 1 Make haste ! ” And before Mr. Pickwick 
knew precisely what he was about, he felt himself forced in at 
the other door, by one pull from the old gentleman, and one 
push from the hostler ; and off they were again. 

" Ah I we are moving now,” said the old gentleman exult- 
ingly. They were indeed, as was sufficiently testified to Mr. 
Pickwick, by his constant collisions either with the hard wood- 
work of the chaise, or the body of his companion. 

" Hold up ! ” said the stout old Mr. Wardle, as Mr. Pick- 
wick dived head foremost into his capacious waistcoat. 

"I never did feel such a jolting in my life/’ sajd Mr. 
Pickwick. 

" Never mind,” replied his companion, "it’ll soon be over. 
Steady, steady.” 

Mr. Pickwick planted himseK into his own corner, as firmly 
as he could ; and on whirled the chaise faster than ever. 

They had travelled in this way about three miles, when Mr. 
Wardle, who had been looking out of the window for two or 
fchree minutes, suddenly drew in his face, covered with splashes, 
and exclaimed, in breathless eagerness — 

" Here they are ! ” 

Mr, Pickwick thrust his head out of his window. Yes ; 
there was a chaise and four, a short distance before them, 
dashing along at full gallop. 
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“ Go on, go on,” almost slirieked tlie old gentleman. Two 
guineas a-piece, Iboys — don't let 'em gain on us — ^keep it up — 
keep it up.” 

The horses in the first chaise started on at their utmost 
speed ; and those in Mr. Waxdle’s galloped furiously behind 
them. 

I see his head,” exclaimed the choleric old man, Damme, 
I see his head.” 

So do I,” said Mr. Pickwick, that's he.” 

Mr. Pickwick was not mistaken. The countenance of Mr. 
Jingle, completely coated with the mud thrown up by the 
wheels, was plaMy discernible at the window of his chaise ; 
and the motion of his arm, which lu* was va\ijig \ioIoiitly 
towards the postilions, denoted iluit ]io was ouLOiiragiug tIhuil 
to increased exertion. 

The interest was intense. Fields, trees, and hedges seemed 
U) rii''U iJieiii witli the Telocity of a wMrhnnd, sjo rapid 
was the pace at which they tore along. They were close by 
the side of the first chaise. Jingle's voice could he plainly 
heard, even above the din of the wheels, mrging on the boys. 
Old Mr. Wardle foamed with rage and exciicmoiit. He roared 
out scoundrels and villains hy the dozen, clenched his fist and 
shook it expressively ai the object of his indignation ; but Mr. 
Jingle only answered vdth a contemptuous smile, and replied 
to Ms menaces by a shout of triumph, as Ms horses, answering 
the increased application of wMp and spur, broke into a faster 
gallop, and left the pursuers behind. 

Mr. Pickwick had just drawn in Ms head, and Mr. TTardle, 
exhausted with shouting, had done the same, when a tre- 
mendous jolt threw them forward against the front of the 
v^Mcle: Thfere was a sudden hump — a loud crash— away 
rolled a wheel, and over went the chaise. 

After a very few seconds of bewilderment and confnsioti, in 
wMch nothing hut the plunging of hor*?cs, and breaking of 
glass, could be made out, Mr. Pickwick felt himsolf -vdolently 
pulled out from among the ruins of the chaise ; and as soon as 
ho had gained Ms feet, extricated Ms head from the skirts of 
Ms great coat wMch materially impeded the usefulness of Ms 
spectacles, the full disaster of the case met Ms view^. 

Old Mr. War die without a hat, and Ms clothes tom in 
several places, stood by Ms side, and the fragments of the 
chaise lay scattered at their feet. The post-boys, who had 



121 


POSTHUMOUS PAPEES OF 


succeeded in catting the traces, were standing, disfigured 'with 
mud, and disordered hy hard riding, by the horses’ heads. 
About a hundred yards in advance “was the other chaise, ■which 
had pulled up on hearing the crash. The postilions, each 
■with a broad grin convulsing his countenance, -were viewing 
the adverse party from their saddles, and ]\Ir. Jingle "was con- 
templating the -wreefc from the coach-window, with evident 
satisfaction. The day was just breaking, and the whole scene 
was rendered perfectly visible by the grey Kght of the morning. 

Hallo 1 ” shouted the shameless Jingle, anybody 
drunagod? — (Id:-L‘i\ gentlemen — no light weights — dangerous 
work — ^very.” 

“ You’re a rascal I ” roared Wardle. 

Ha ! ha ! ” replied Jingle ; and then he added, with a 
Imo-wing wink, and a jerk of the thumb towards the interior 
of the chaise — I say — she’s very well — desires her compli- 
ments — ^begs you won’t trouble yourself — ^love to Tuppj — 
won’t you get up behind ? — drive on boys.” 

The postilions resumed their proper attitudes, and away 
rattled the chaise, Mr. Jiiig\‘ -nmioiiug ia derision a white 
handkerchief from the ( oadi-w indow. 

Nothing in the whole adventure, not even the upset, had 
disturhed the calm and equable current of Mr. Pickwick’s 
temper. The villany however, which could first borrow money 
of his faithful follower, and then abbreviate Ms name to 

Tuppy,” was more than he could patiently bear. He drew 
Ms breath hard, and coloured up to the very tips of Ms 
spectacles, as he said, slowly and cmpliaTioally — 

If ever I meet that man again, I’ll — ” 

Yes, yes,” interrupted "Wardle, that’s all very well : 
hut while we stand talking here, they’E get their licence, and 
he married in London.” 

Mr. Pickwick paused, bottled up Ms vengeance, and corked 
it down. 

How far is it to the next stage ? ” mquired Mr. Wardle, 
of one of the boys. 

Six mile, a’nt it, Tom ? ” 

Eayther better.” 

Eayther better nor six mile, sir.” 

“ Can’t be helped,” said Wardle, mnst walk it, 

Pickwick.” 

'' No help for it^” replied that truly great man. 
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So sending forward one of tlie boys on borseback, to procure 
a fresb. cbaise and borses, and lea-ving tbe other behind to take 
care of tbe broken one, kir. Pickwick and Mt. Wardle set 
manfully forward on tbe walk, first iying tbeir sbawls round 
tbeir necks, and sloncbing down tbeir bats to escape as mncb 
as possible from tbe deluge of rain, wMcb after a sbgbt ces- 
sation, bad again begun to pour beayily down. 
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CHAPTEji X. 

CLEARIIfG UP ALL DOUBTS (iF ANT EXISTED) OF THE DISINTERESTEDNESS 
OF MB. jingle's CHARACTER. 

There axe in London several old iims, once the head- 
quarters of celebrated coaches in the dajs when coaches per- 
formed their journeys in a graver and more solemn manner 
than they do in these times ; but which have now degenerated 
into little more than the abiding and booldng places of country 
wagons. The reader would look in vain for any of these 
ancient hostolrics, among the Golden Crosses and Bull and 
Mouths, which rear their stately fronts in the improved streets 
of London. If he would light upon any of these old places, 
he must direct his steps to the obscurer quarters of the town ; 
and there in some secluded nooks he will find several, still 
standing with a kind of gloomy sturdiness, amidst the modern 
innovations which surround them. 

In the Borough especially, there still remain some half 
dozen old inns, which have preserved their external features 
unchanged, and which have escaped alike the rage for public 
improvement, and the encroachments of i)rivato speculation. 
Great, ramhling, queer; old places they are, wdth gallerie-, 
and passages, and stair-cases, wide enough, and antiquated 
enough, to furnish materials for a hundred ghost stories, 
supposing we should ever be reduced to the lamentable 
necessity of inventing any, and that the world should exist 
long enough to exhaust the innumerable veracious legends 
connected with old London Bridge, and its acljaccnt neighbour- 
hood on the Surrey side. 

It was in the yard of one pf these inns — of no less celebrated 
a one than the ^Tiite Hart — ^that a man was busily employed 
in brushing the dirt off a pair of hoots, early on the morning 
succeeding the events narrated in the last chapter. He was 
habited in a coarse striped waistcoat, with black calico slpeves, 
and blue glass buttons: drab breeches and leggings. A bright 
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red liandkercliief was wound in a very loose and unstudied 
style round his neck, and an old white kat was carelessly 
thrown on one side of his head. There were two rows of 
hoots before him, one cleaned and the other dirty, and at every 
addition he made to the clean row, he paused from his work, 
and contemplated its results with evident satisfaction. 

The yard presented none of that hustle and activity which 
are the usual characteristics of a large coach inn. Three or 
four lumbering wagons, each with a pile of goods beneath its 
ample canopy, about the height of the second-floor window of 
an ordinary house, were stowed away beneath a lofty roof 
which extended over one end of the yard ; and another, which 
was probably to commence its journey that morning, was 
drawn out into the open space. A double tier of bed-room 
galleries, "with old clumsy balustrades, ran round two sides of 
the straggling area, and a double row of hells to correspond, 
sheltered ivom the weather by a little sloping roof, hung over 
the door leading to the bar and coffee-room. Two or three 
gigs and chaise-carts were wheeled up under different little 
sheds and pent-houses ,• and the occasional heavy tread of a 
cart-horse, or rattling of a chain at the further end of the yard, 
announced to anybody who cared about the matter, that the 
stable lay in that direction. When we add that a few boys in 
smock ftocks were lying asleep on heavy packages, woolpacks, 
and other articles that were scattered about on heaps of straw , 
we have described, as folly as need he, the general appearance 
of the yard of the White Hart Inn, High Street, Borough, on 
the particular morning in question. 

A loud ringing of one of the bells was followed by the 
appearance of a smart chambermaid in the upper sleeping 
gallery, who, after tapping at one of the doors, and receiving 
a request fi:om within, called over the balustrades : 

Sam ! 

Hallo/’ replied the man with the white hat. 

Number twenty-two wants his boots.” 

Ask number twenty-two, wether he ’H have ’em now, or 
wait till he gets ’em,” was the reply. 

Come, don’t he a fool, Sam,” said the girl, coaxingly, 
the gentleman wants his hoots directly.” 

Well, you are a nice young ’ooman for a musical party, 
you are,” said the hoot-cleaner. Look at these here hoots — 
eleven pair o’ hoots ; and one shoe as h’longs to number six, 
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witli tlie wooden leg. Tlie eleyen toots is to te called at lialf- 
past eigM and tlie stoe at nine. Wlio ’s number twenty^two, 
tbat ’s to put all tbo otters out ? tTo, no ; reglar rotation, as 
Jack Ketcb said, wen be tied tbe men up. Sorry to kee]) you 
a waitin’, sir, but I ’ll attend to you directly.” 

Saying wbicb, tbe man in tbe wMte bat set to work upon a 
top-boot witb increased assiduity. 

There was another loud ring,* and tbe bustling old landlady 
of tbe White Hart made her appearance in tbe opposite gallery. 

Sam,” cried tbe landlady, where ’s that lazy, idle — ^wby 
Sam — oh, there you are ; why don’t you answer? ” 

Wouldn’t be gen-teel to answer, ’till you’d done talking,” 
repKed Sam, gruffly. 

Here, clean them shoes for number seventeen directly, and 
take ’em to private iv.(‘ .. ^ 'ib. .• five, first fioor.” 

Tbe landlady flung a pair or lauy s shoes into tbe yard, and 
bustled away. 

Number five,” said Sam, as be picked up tbe shoes, and 
taking a piece of chalk from bis pocket, made a memorandum 
of their destination on tbe soles — Lady’s shoes and private 
sittin’ room ! I suppose she didn’t come in the waggin.” 

She came in early this morning,” cried the girl, who was 
still leaning over tbe railing of the gallery, ^^witb a gentleman 
in a hackney coach, and it’s him as wants his hoots, and you’d 
better do ’em, that ’s all about it.” 

'Wy didn’t you say so before,” said Sam, with great 
indignation, singling out the hoots in question from the heap 
before bim. For all I know’d, he vas one 0’ the regular 
three-pennies. Private room I and a lady too ! If he ’s any- 
thing of a gen’lm’n, he ’s vorth a shillin’ a day, let alone the 
larrands.” 

Stimulated by this inspiring reflection, Mr. Samuel brushed 
away with such hearh^ good -will, that in a few minutes the 
boots and shoes, with a polish which would have struck envy 
to the soul of the amiable Mr. Warren, (for they used Day 
and Martin at the White Hart) had arrived at the door of 
number five. 

' Come in,” said a man’s voice, in reply to Sam’s rap at 
the door. 

Sam miade his best bow, and stepped into the presence of a 
lady and gentleman seated at breAfflst. Harving officiously 
deposited the gentleman’s boots right and left at Ms feet, aiud 
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tiie lady’s shoes right and leffc at hers, he hacked towards 
the door. 

Boots,” said the gentleman. 

Sir,” said Sam, closing the door, and keeping his hand on 
the knob of the lock. 

Bo you know — what’s a-name — Doctors’ Commons?” 

Yes sir.” 

(( Where is it ? ” 

Paul’s Church-yard, sir ; low archway on the carriage- 
side, bookseller’s at one comer, hot-el on the other, and two 
porters in the middle as touts for licences.” 

Touts for licences ! ” said the gentleman. 

Touts for licences,” replied Sam. Two coves in vMte 
aprons— touches their hats wen you walk in — ‘Licence, sir, 
licence ? ’ Queer sort, them, and their mas’rs too, sir — Old 
Baily Proctors — and no mistake.” 

“ AVhat do they do ? ” inquired the gentleman. 

“ Do ! You, sir ! That an’t the wost on it, neither. They 
puts things into old gen’hn’n’s heads as they never dreamed of. 
My father, sir, wos a coachman. A widower he wos, and fat 
enough fbr anything — ^uncommon fat, to he sure. His missus 
dies, and leaves him four hundred pound. Down he goes to 
the Commons, to see the lawyer and draw the blunt — wery 
smart — ^top hoots on — ^nosegay in his hutton-hole — ^broad- 

IP (*1. .».• p — quite the gen’lm’n. Goes through 

the archvay, thinking how he should rawest the money — u^^ 
©omes the touter, touches his hat — ‘ Licence, sir, licence ? ’ — 
‘ What ’s that ? ’ says my :fe-ther .- — ‘ Licence, sir,’ says he. — 
^What licence?’ says my father. — 'Marriage licence,’ says 
the touter. — ‘Dash my vesfcLt,’ says my father, ‘I never 
thought o’ that.’ — ‘ I think you wtets one, sir,’ says the touter. 
My father pulls up, and thinks a hit — ' No,’ says he, ‘ damme, 
I ’m too old, h’sides I ’m a many sizes too large,’ says he. — ' Not 
a hit on it, sir,’ says the touter. — ‘ Think not ? ’ says my father. 
— ‘ I ’m sure not,’ says he ; 'we married a gen’hn’n twice your 
size, last Monday.’ — ' Did you, though,’ said my father. — ‘ To 
be sure, we did,’ says the touter, ' you ’re a bahhy to him— 
this way, sir — this way ! ’ — and sure enough my fether walks 
arter him, like a tame monkey behind a horgan, into a little 
back office, vere a feller sat among dirty papers and tin boxes, 
making believe he was busy. ' Pray take a seat, vile I makes 
out the affidavit, sir,’ says the lawyer.— ‘ Thankee, sir,’ says 



128 


POSTHUMOUS PAPEKS OF 


my father, and down lie sat, and stared with, all his eyes, and 
Ms month yide open, at the names on the boxes. — ^ What ’s 
your name, sir?* says the lawyer. — ‘Tony “Weller,* says my 
father. — ‘ Parish ? * says the lawyer. — ‘ Belle Savage,’ says my 
father ; for he stopped there wen he drove up, and he know’d 
nothing about parishes, he didn’t. — ‘And what’s the lady’s 
name ? ’ says the lawyer. My father was struck all of a heap. 
‘ Blessed if I know,* says he. — ‘ Not know ! * says the lawyer. 
— ‘ No more nor you do,* says my father, ‘ can’t I put that in 
arterwards ? * — ‘ Impossible ! * says the lawyer. — ‘ Wery well/ 
says my father, after he’d thought a moment, ‘put do^vn 
Mrs. Clarke.* — ‘ What Clarke ? ’ says the lawyer, dipping his 
pen in the iok:. — ‘ Susan Clarke, Markis o’ Granby, Dorking,* 
says my father ; ‘ she’ll have me, if I ask, I des-say — I never 
said nothing to her, but she *11 have me, I know.’ The 
licence was made out, and she did have Mm, and what ’s more 
she *s got hiTu now ; and J never had any of the four hun- 
dred pound, worse luck. Beg your pardon, sir,” said Sam, 
when he had concluded, “but wen I gets on tMs here 
grievance, I runs on like a new barrow vith the wheel 
greased.” Having said wMch, and having paused for an in- 
stant to see whether he was wanted for anything more, Sam 
left the room. 

“ Half-past nine — -just the time — oft at once ; ” said the 
gentleman, whom we need hardly introduce as Mr. Jingle. 

“ Time — for what ? ” said the spinster aunt, ■ 

“Licence, dearest of i. — ^ notice at 

call you mine, ‘tomorrow, * i "'I" Jingle, and he sq[ueezed 
the spinster aunt’s hand. 

“ The licence 1 ” said Eachael, blushing. 

“ The Hcence,” repeated Mr. Jingle — 

“In inirry, post-haste for a licence, 

In hurry, ding dong I come back,’* 

“ How you run on,” said Rachael. 

“Run on — ^nothing to the hours, days, weeks, months, 
years, when we’re united — run on — ^they’ll fly on — ^bolt — 
mizzle — steam-engine — ^thonsand-horsc power — notliing to it.” 

“ Can’t — can’t we be married before to-morrow morning? ” 
inquired Rachael. 

“Impossible — can’t be — ^notice at the church — ^leave the 
licence to-day — ceremony come off to-morrow.’* 
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I am so terrified, lest my brother should discover us ! ” 
said Eachael. 

Discover — ^nonsense — ^too much shaheu by the break-down 
— ^besides — extreme caution — gave up the post-chaise — ^walked 
on — ^took a hackney-coach — came to the Borough — ^last place 
in the world that he’d look in — ^ha ! ha ! — capital notion that 
— ^very.” 

Don’t be long,” said the spinster, affectionately, as Mr. 
Jingle stuck the pinched-up hat on his head. 

Long away from you? — Cruel chaxmer,” and Mr. Jingle 
skipped playfully up to the spinster aunt, imprinted a chaste 
kiss upon her hps, and danced out of the room. 

Dear man ! ” said the spinster, as the door closed after him. 
^'Rum old girl,” said Mr. Jingle, as he walked down the 
passage. 

It is painful to reflect upon the perfidy of our species ; and 
we will not therefore, pursue the tliread of Mr. Jingle’s medi- 
tations, as he wended his way to Doctors’ Commons. It will 
be sufficient for our purpose to relate, that escaping the snares 
of the dragons in white aprons, who guard the entrance to 
that enchanted region, he reached the Vicar General’s office in 
safety, and having p'»’OfUTv.d ji highly flatteriag address on 
])rircliiuoui. fj-o'n the Art Iih "Ik - i) of Canterbury, to his '^trusiy 
.nid u ,'!l-b( (I Alfred Jingle and Rachael Wardle, greeting,” 
he carefully deposited the mystic document in his pocket, and 
retraced his steps in triumph to the Borough. 

He was yet on his way ^ the 'White Hart, when two plump 
gentlemen and one thin one, entered the yard, and looked 
round in search of some authorised person of whom they could 
make a few inquiries. Mr. Samuel Weller happened to be at 
that moment engaged in burnishing a pair of painted tops, 
the personal properly of a farmer, who was ''i '1 **!_* himself 
with a slight lunch of two or three pounds i' ^ S- .* and a 
pot or two of porter, after the fatigues of the Borough market ; 
and to him the thin gentleman straightway advanced — 

^^My fdend,” said the thin gentleman. 

‘^You’re one o’ the adwice gratis order,” thought Sam, 
or you wouldn’t be so wery fond o’ me all at once.” But 
he only said — WeR sir.” 

‘^My fdend,” said the thin gentleman, with a conciliatory 
hem — ''Have you got many people stopping here, now? 
Pretty busy. Eh?” 

VO I. ^ 
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Sam stole a look at tke inqtdxer. He was a little Mgli- 
dxied man, ■witli a dark sqneezedmp face, and small restless 
Hack eyes, tKat kept wmkiiig and tw ink li n g on eack side of 
Ms little inquisitive nose, as if they were playing a perpetual 
game of peep-bo witk tkat feature. He was dressed all in 
black, witb boots as sbiny as Ms eyes, a low wMte neckclotk, 
and a clean sMrt witb a frill to it. A gold wateb-ebain, and 
seals, depended from Ms fob- He carried bis black Md gloves 
in Ms bands, not on tbem ; and as be spoke, tbrust bis wrists 
beneatb bis coat-tails, witb tbe air of a man wbo was in tlie 
babit of j)''opvOiiudiiig .'''"me regiibr posers 

“ Pretty busy, eb ? said tbe little man. 

Oh, werry weE, six,’’ repbed Sam, ^^we ^an’t be bank- 
rupts, and we sbabt make our fortune. We eats our bEed 
mutton without capers, and don^t care for borse-radisb wen ve 
can get beef.” 

** Ah,” said the EtEe man, yon ’re a wag, ain’t you? ” 

“My eldest brother was troubled witb that complaint,” 
said Sam, “ it may be catching — I used to sleep witb Mm.” 

“ This is a curious old bouse of yours,” said tbe Ettle man, 
looking round Mm. 

“ If you’d sent word you was a coming, we’d ba’ bad it 
repafred,” replied tbe imj)ertiLrbable Sam. 

Tbe Ettle man seemed rather baffled by these several repiEses, 
and a short consultation took place between him and the two 
plump gentlemen. At its conclusion tbe Ettle man took a 
pinch of snuff from an oblong sEver box, and was apparently 
on tbe point of renewing tbe conversation, when one of tbe 
plump gentlemen, '•who in addition to a benevolent countenance 
possessed a pah of spectacles, and a pair of black gaiters, 
interfered — 

“ Tbe fact of tbe matter is,” said ibe benevolent genEeman, 
“that my" friend here (pointing to tbe other plump gentle- 
man), wiE give you half a guinea, if you ’E answer one or 
two—” 

“Now, my dear sir — ^my dear sir,” said tbe Ettle man, 
“pray aEow me — ^my dear sir, tbe very first principle to be 
observed in these cases, is this : if you place a matter in tbe 
bands of a professional man, you must in no way interfere in 
tbe progress of ibe business ; you must repose impEcit confi- 
dence in Mm. EeaEy, Mr. (be turned to tbe other |)lump 
gentieman, and said) — I forget your friend’s name.” 
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^‘Pickwick/’ said Mr. Waxdle, for it was no otker tkan 
tkat jolly ■j»os‘'« 03 uTf:o. 

Akj ricKwick — areally Mr. Pickwick, my dear sir, excuse 
me — I skaJl ke kappy to receive any private suggestions of 
yours, as amicus curim, but you must see tke impropriety of 
your interfering witk my conduct in tkis case, witk suck an ad 
captandum argument, as the offer of kalf a guinea. Peaky, 
my dear sir, really,” and tke little man took an argumentative 
pinck of snuff, and looked very profound. 

My only wisk, sir,” said Mr. Pickwick, was to bring tins 
very unpleasant matter to as speedy a close as possible.” 

Quite : ijki - i.j!” 'ii;!:'.” said tke little man. 

Witk wkick view,” continued Mr. Pickwick, I made use 
of tke aigument wkick my experience of men kas taugkt me 
is tke most likely to succeed in any case.” 

Ay, ay,” said tke little man, very good, very good, 
indeed j but you skould kave suggested it to me. My dear 
sir, I ’m quite certain you cannot be ignorant of tke e:^ent of 
confidence wkick must be placed in professional men. If any 
autkority .can be necessary on suck a poiot, my dear sir, let 
me refer you to tke wek-known case in Barnwen and — ” 

Never mind George Bamwek,” interrupted Sam, wko kad 
remained a w ordering listener during tkis skort colloquy; 

every body knows vkat sort of a case Ms was, tko’ it 's always 
been my opinion, mind you, tkat tke young ’ooman deserved 
scragging a precious sigkt more tkan ke did. Howsoever, 
tkat ^s neitker kere nor there. You want me to accept of half 
a guinea. Werry well, I ’m agreeable : I can’t say no fairer 
than tkat, can I, sir? (Mr. Pickwick smiled.) Then tke next 
question is, wkat tke devil do you want witk me, as tke man 
said wen ke see tke gkost ? ” 

We want to know — said Mr. Wardle. 

'^Now my dear sir — ^my dear sir,” interposed tke busy 
little man. 

kir. Wardle shrugged Ms shoulders, and was silent. 

We want to know,” said tke little man solemnly ; and 
we ask tke question of you, in order tkat we may not awaken 
apprehensions inside — we want to know wko you Ve got in 
tMs house, at present.” 

Wko there is in tke house ! ” said Sam, in whose mind 
the inmates were always represented by tkat particular article 
of there costume, wMck came under Ms immediate super- 

K 2 
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mteadeace. There a wooden leg in number six ; there 's a 
pair of Hessians in thirteen ; there ’s two pair of halves in the 
commercial j there’s these here painted tops in the snuggery 
inside the bar ; and five more tops in the coffee-room.” 

‘‘Nothing more ?” said the little mam 

“Stop a bit,” replied Sam, suddenly recoUecting himself. 
“ Yes ; there ’s a pair of Wellingtons a good deal worn, and a 
pair o’ lady’s shoes, in number five.” 

“What sort of shoes?” hastily inquired WardLe, who, 
together with Mr. Pickwick, had been lost in bewilderment at 
the singular catalogue of visiters. 

“ Country make,” repHed Sam. 

“ Any maker’s name ? ” 

“ Brown.” 

“Where of?” 

“ Muggleton.” 

“ It is them,” exclaimed Wardle. “ By Heavens, we Ve 
found them.” 

“ Hush ! ” said Sam. “ The Wellingtons has gone to 
Doctors’ Commons.” 

“ No,” said the little man. 

“ Yes, for a licence.” 

“We’re in time,” exclaimed Wardle. “Show us the 
room j not a moment is to be lost.” 

“ Pray, my dear sir, pray,” said the little man; “ caution, 
caution.” He drew ffom his pocket a red silk purse, and 
looked very hard at Sam as he drew out a sovereign. 

Sam griiined expressively. 

“ Show us into the room at once, without announcing us,” 
said the Httle man, “ and it ’s yours.” 

Sam threw the painted tops into a comer, and led the way 
through a dark passage, and up a wide staircase. He paused 
at the end of a second passage, and held out his haud. 

“ Here it is,” w’hispered the attorney, as he deposited the 
money in the hand of their guide. 

The man stepped forward for a few paces, followed by the 
two ffiends and their legal adviser. He stopped at a door. 

“ Is this the room ? ” murmured the little gentleman. 

Sam nodded assent. 

Old Wardle opened the door ; and the whole three walked 
into the room just as Mr. Jingle, who had that moment 
returned, had produced the licence to the spinster aunt. 
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The spinster uttered a loud shriek, and, throwing herself in 
a chair, covered her face with her hands. Mr. Jingle cram- 
pled up the licence, and thrust it into his coat-pocket. The 
unwelcome visiters advanced into the middle of the room. 

i( You — ^you are a nice rascal, ar’n’t you ? exclaimed 
Wardle, breathless with passion. 

My dear sir, my dear sir,^’ said the little man, laying his 
hat on the table. Tray, consider — ^pray. Defamation of 
character : action for damages. Calm yourself, my dear sir, 
pray— ’’ 

How dare you drag my sister &om my house ? said the 
old man. 

^^Ay — ay — ^very good,” said the little gentleman, ^^you 
may ask that. How dare you, sir ? — eh, sir ? ” 

“MTio the devil are you?” inquired Mr. Jingle, in so 
fierce a tone, that the little gentleman involuntarily fell back a 
step or two. 

“Who is he, you scoundrel,” interposed Wardle. He ’s 
my lawyer, Mr. Perker, of Gra/s Inn. Perker, I’ll have 
this fellow prosecuted — ^mdicted — I’ll — I’U — I’lL ruin him. 
And you,” continued Mr. Wardle, turning abruptly round to 
his sister, you, Eachael, at a time of life when you ought 
to know better, what do you mean hy running away with a 
viigal.oud, disgracing your family, and making yourself 
miserable? Get on your bonnet, and come back. Call a 
hackney-coach there, directly, and bring this lady’s hOl, d’ye 
hear — d ’ye hear ? ” 

Cert’nly, sir,” replied Sam, who had answered Wardle’s 
violent ringing of the beH with a degree of celerity, which 
must have appeared marvellous to any body who didn’t know 
that his eye had been applied to the outside of the keyhole 
during the whole interview. 

Get on your bonnet,” repeated Wardle. 

Do nothing of the kind,” said Jingle. Leave the room, 
sir — ^no hnsiness here — ^lady’s &ee to act as she pleases — ^more 
than one-and-tweniy.” 

^^More than one-and-tweniy!” ejaculated Wardle, con- 
temptuously. More than one-and-forty ! ” 

I a’nt,” said the spinster aunt, her indignation getting 
the better of ber determination to faint. 

^^You are,” replied Wardle, “you’re fifty if you’re an 
hour,” 
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Here tlie spinster aunt uttered a loud shriek, and became 
senseless. 

glass of water,” said tbe liumane Mr. Pickwick, 
summoning tbe landlady. 

'' A glass of water ! ” said the passionate Wardle. Bring 
a bucket, and throw it aH over her; it'll do her good, and 
she richly deserves it.” 

Ugh, you brute ! ” ejaculated the kind-hearted landlady. 

Poor dear.” And with sundry ejaculations, of Come 
now, there ’s a dear — drink a little of this— it'll do you good 
— don’t give way so — ^there ’s a love,” &c., &c., the landlady, 
assisted by a chambermaid, proceeded to \dm"gar the forehead, 
beat the hands, titillate the nose, and unlace the stays of the 
spinster aunt, and to administer such other restoratives as are 
usually applied by compassionate females to ladies who are 
endeavouring to ferment themselves into hysterics. 

Coach is ready, sir,” said Sam, appearing at the door. 

Come along,” cried Wardle. I ’IL carry her down 
stairs.” 

At this proposition the hysterics came on with redoubled 
violence. 

The landlady was about to enter a very violent protest 
against this proceeding, and had already given vent to an 
indignant inquiry whether Mr. Wardle considered himself a 
lord of the creation, when Mr. Jingle interposed — 

Boots,” said he, get me an officer.” 

“Stay, stay,” said httle Mr. Perker. “Consider, sir, 
consider.” 

“ I ’H not consider,” replied Jingle, she ’s her own mistress 
— see who dares to take her away — ^unless she wishes it.” 

“ I won/t be taken away,” murmured the spinster aunt. 
“ I don^t wish it.” (Here there was a frightful relapse.) 

“ My dear sir,” said the little man, in a low tone, taking 
Mr. Wardle and Mr. Pickwick apart : “ My dear sir, we ’re 
in a very awkward situation. It 's a distressing case— very ; 
I never knew one more so ; but really, my dear sir, really wo 
have no power to control this lady’s actions. I warned you 
before we came, my dear sir, that there was nothing to look 
to but a compromise,” 

There was a short pause. 

“ What kind of compromise would you recommend ? ” 
inquired Mr. Pickwick. 
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Wliy, my dear sir, our Mend ’s in an unpleasant position 
— Yery mucli so. We must be content to suffer some pecu- 
niary loss,” 

“ I ’ll suffer any, ratber tban submit to ibis disgrace, and 
let ber, fool as sbe is, be made miserable for life,’’ said 
War die. 

ratber think it can be done,” said the bustHng bttle 
man. Mr, Jingle, mil you step with us into the next room 
for a moment ? ” 

Mr. Jingle assented, and tbe quartette walked into an 
empty apartment. 

^‘Now sir,” said tbe little man, as he carefully closed the 
door, “ is there no way of accommodating this matter — step 
this way sir, for a moment — ^into this window, sir, where we 
can be alone — ^tbere, sir, there, pray sit down, sir. Now, my 
dear sir, between you and I, we know very well, my dear sir, 
that you have run off witbtliis lady for tbe sake of ber money. 
Don’t frown, sm, don’t frown ; I say, between you and I, we 
know it. We are both men of the world, and we know very 
well that our friends here are not — eb ? ” 

Mr. Jiagle’s face gradually relaxed, and something distantly 
resembling a wink, quivered for an instant in bis left eye. 

“ Very good, very good,” said tbe little man, obsetTing tbe 
impression be bad made. Now tbe fact is, that beyond a 
few hundreds, tbe lady has little or nothing till tbe death of 
ber mother — ^fine old lady, my dear sir.” 

said Mr. Jingle, briefly but emphatically. 

Why, yes,” said tbe attorney with a sHgbt cough. You 
are right, my dear sir, sbe is rather old. Sbe comes of an old 
family though, my dear sir; old in every sense of tbe word. 
Tbe founder of that family came into Kent, when Jubus Csesar 
invaded Britain ; — only one member of it, since, who hasn’t 
lived to eigbty-flve, and he was beheaded by one of tbe Henrys. 
Tbe old lady is not seventy-three now, my dear sir,” Tbe 
little man paused, and took a pinch of snuff. 

Well,” cried Mr. Jingle. 

Well, my dear sir — jovl don’t take snuff? — ah ! so much 
tbe better— expensive habit— well, my dear sir, you’re a fine 
young man, man of tbe world — able to push your fortune, if 
you bad capital, eb ? ” 

Web,” said Mr. Jingle again* 

‘‘ Do you comprehend me ? ” 
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Not quite.’* 

Don’t yon tkmk — ^now, my dear sir, I put it to you, don^t 
you think — ^that Mty pounds and liberty, -would he better than 
Miss Wardle and expectation ? ** 

Won’t do — ^not half enough ! ** said Mr. Jingle rising. 

**Nay, nay, my dear sir,” remonstrated the little attorney, 
semng him by the button. Good round sum — a man like 
you could treble it in no time — ^great deal to be done TOth 
fifty pounds, my dear sir.” 

^^More to be done with a hundred and fifty,” replied 
Mr. Jingle coolly. 

“ Well, my dear sir, we won’t waste time splitting straws,’* 
resumed the little man, say — ^say — seventy.” 

Won’t do,” said Mr. Jingle. 

Don’t go away, my dear sir — ^pray don’t hurry,” said the 
little man. Eighty ; come : I ’ll write you a cheque at 
once.” 

Won’t do,” said Mr. Jingle. 

Web, my dear sir, web,” said the bttle man, stib detaining 
him ; just teb me what will do.” 

''Expensive afBair,” said Mr. Jingle. "Money out of 
pocket — ^posting, nine pounds ; Hcence, three — ^that ’s twelve 
— compensation, a hundred — hundred and twelve — ^breach of 
honour — and loss of the lady — 

" Yes, my dear sir, yes,” said the Httle man, with a knowing 
look, " never mind the last two items. That ’s a hundred 
and twelve — say a hundred — come.” 

" And twenfy,” said Mr, Jingle, 

"Come, come, I ’U write you a cheque,” said the bttle man; 
and down he sat at the table for that purpose. 

" I ’b make it payable the day after to-morrow,” said the 
bttle man, with a look towards Mr. Wardle; "and we can 
get the lady away, meanwhbe.” Mr. Wardle subenly nodded 
assent. 

" A hundred,” said the bttle man. 

" And twenty,” said Mr. Jingle. 

" My dear sir,” remonstrated the bttle man. 

" Give it him,” interposed Mr. Wardle, " and let Mm go.” 

. The cheque was vritten by the bttle gentleman, and pocketed 
by Mr. Jingle. 

" Now, leave this house instantly! ” said Wardle, startiug up. 

" My dear sir,” urged the bttle man. 
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And mind,” said Mr. Wardle, that nothing should have 
induced me to mahe this compromise — ^not even a regard for 
my family — I had not known, that the moment yon got any 
money in that pocket of yonrs, you’d go to the devil faster, if 
possible, than you woixLd without it — 

My dear sir,” urged the little man again. 

“ Be quiet, Perker,” resumed Wardle. Leave the room, 
sir.” 

Off directly,” said the unabashed Jingle. Bye, bye, 
Pickwick.” 

If any dispassionate spectator could have beheld the coun- 
tenance of the iilustrious man, whose name forms the leading 
feature of the title of this work, during the latter part of this 
conversation, he would have been almost induced to wonder 
that the indignant fire which flashed ffom his eyes, did not 
melt the glasses of his spectacles — so majestic was his wrath. 
His nostrils dilated, and his fists clenched involuntarily, as he 
heard himself addressed by the villain. But he restrained 
himseK again — ^he did not pulverise him. 

Here,” continued the hardened traitor, tossing the licence 
at Mr. Pickwick’s feet ; get the name altered — ^take home 
the lady — do for Tuppy.” 

Mr. Pickwick was a philosopher, but philosophers are only 
men in armour, after all. The shaft had reached him, pene- 
trated through his philosophical harness to his very heart. 
In the frenzy of his rage, he hurled the inkstand madly for- 
ward, and followed it up himself. But Mr. Jingle had disap- 
peared, and he found himself caught in the arms of Sam. 

Hallo,” said that eccentric functionary, “fumiter’s cheap 
were you come from, sir. Self-acting ink, that ’ere ; it ’s 
wrote your mark upon the wall, old gen’lm’n. Hold still, sir : 
wot’s the use o’ runnin’ arter a man as has made his lucky, 
and got to t’ other end of the Bcroug"^! -lb' ' time.” 

Mr. Pickwick’s mind, like th^-(' < '* r.ll r.uly great men, was 
open to conviction. He was a quick and powerful reasoner; 
and a moment’s reflection sufficed to remind Mm of the impo- 
tency of his rage. It subsided as quickly as it had been 
roused. He panted for breath, and looked benignantly round 
upon Ms friends. 

Shall we tell the lamentations that ensued, when Miss 
Wardle found herself deserted by the faithless Jingle ? Shall 
we extract Mr. Pickwick’s masterly description of that heart- 
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rending scene? His note-book, blotted with tbe tears of 
sjTnpaQiising bumanity, lies open before ns ; one word, and it 
is in tbe printer’s bands. But, no ! we wiH be resolute ! We 
win, not wring tbe public bosom with tbe delineation of sucb 
suffering ! 

Slowly and sadly did tbe two friends and tbe deserted lady 
return next day in tbe Muggleton beayy coacb. Dimly and 
darkly bad tbe sombre shadows of a summer’s nigbt fallen 
upon all around, wben tbey again reached Dingley Dell, and 
stood within tbe entrance to Manor Farm. 
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CHAPTER XI. 

INVOLVING AITOTHER JOURNEY, AND AN ANTIQUARIAN DISCOVERT. RECORD- 
ING MR. pickwior’s determination to be present at an eleotion ; 

AND CONTAINING A MANUSCRIPT OF THE OLD CLERGYMAN’S. 

A 3NIOHT of quiet and repose in ike profound silence of 
Dingley Dell, and an konr's breathing of its fresh and fragrant 
air on the ensuing morning, completely recovered Mr. Pick- 
wick from the effects of his late fatigue of body and anxiety 
of mind. That iEnstrions man had been separated from his 
friends and followers for two whole days ; and it was with a 
degree of pleasure and delight, which no common imagination 
can adequately conceive, that he stepped forward to greet 
Mr. Winkle and Mr. Snodgrass, as he encountered those gen- 
tlemen on his return from his early walk. The pleasure was 
mutual ; for who could ever gaze on Mr. Pickwick's beaming 
face without experiencing the sensation? But still a doud 
seemed to hang over his ropipn' which that great man 
could not but be sensibh' < f, ami ^fas wholly at a loss to 
account for. There was a mysterious air about them both, as 
unusual as it was alarming. 

And how," said Mr. Pickwick, when he had grasped his 
followers by the hand, and exchanged warm salutations of 
welcome ; how is Tupman ? " 

Mr. WinMe, to whom the question was more peculiarly 
addressed, made no reply. He turned away Ms head, and 
appeared absorbed in melancholy reflection. 

Snodgrass,” said Mr. Pickwick, earnestly, ‘^How is our 
friend — ^he is not ill ? ” 

^'No,” replied Mr. Snodgrass; and a tear trembled on Ms 
sentimental eye-lid, like a rain-drop on a window-frame. 

No ; he is not ill.” 

Mr. Pickwick stopped, and gazed on each of Ms friends 
in turn. 

^‘Winkle — Snodgrass,” said Mr, Pickwick: “what does 
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this mean? Where is our friend? What has happened? 
Speah — I conjure, I entreat — ^nay, I command you, speak/’ 
There was a solemnity — a dignity — in Mr. Pickwick’s 
maimer, not to be withstood. 

He is gone,” said Mr. Snodgrass. 

Gone ! ” exclaimed Mr. Pickwick, Gone ! ” 

Gone,” repeated Mr. Snodgrass. 

WTiere ? ” ejaculated Mr. Pickwick. 

^^We can only guess from that communication,” replied 
Mr. Snodgrass, taking a letter from his pocket, and placing it 
in his friend’s hand. ‘^Yesterday morning, when a letter 
was received from Mr. Wardle, stating that you would be 
home with his sister at night, the melancholy which had hung 
over our friend during the whole of the previous day, was 
observed to increase. He shortly afrerwards disappeared : he 
was missing during the whole day, and in the evening this 
loti or wms brought by the hostler from the Crown, at Muggle- 
ton. It ]iad bcH'Ti left in his charge in the morning, wdth a 
strict injunction that it should not be delivered until night.” 

Mr. Pickwick opened the epistle. It was in his friend’s 
hand-writing, and these were its contents : — 

My dear Pickwick, 

You^ my dear friend, are placed far beyond the reach of 
many mortal frailties and weaknesses which ordinary people 
cannot overcome. You do not know what it is, at one blow, 
to be deserted by a lovely and fi-( uMilii'g creature, and to fall 
a victim to the artifices of a villain, who hid the grin of 
cunning beneath the mask of friendship. I hope you never 
may.. 

Any letter, addressed to me at the Leather Bottle, Cob- 
ham, Kent, wiH be forwarded — supposing I stiH exist. I 
hasten from the sight of that world, which has become odious 
to me. Should I hasten from it altogether, pity — ^forgive me. 
Life, my dear Pickwick, has become insupportable to me. 
The spirit which bums within us, is a porter’s knot, on wliich 
to rest the heavy load of worldly cares and troubles; and 
when that spirit fails us, the burden is too heavy to be borne. 
We sink beneath it. You may tell Euchael — Ah, that 

’“a™® “ Teact Ttjpmak.” 

We must leave this place, directly,” said Mr. Pickwick, 
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as lie refolded tlie note. It would not liaye Been decent for 
ns to remain liere, nnder any circumstances, after wliat lias 
happened ; and now we are Bound to follow in searcB of our 
Mend.’’ And so saying, lie led tBe way to tBe Bouse. 

His intention was rapidly communicated. TBe entreaties 
to remain were pressing, but Mr. Pickwick was inflexible. 
Business, Be said, required Bis immediate attendance. 

TBe old clergyman was present. 

You are not really going ? ” said Be, taking Mr. Pickwick 
aside. 

Mr. Pickwick reiterated Bis former determination. 

“TBenBere,” said tBe old gentleman, ''is a little manu- 
script, wBicB I Bad Boped to Bave tBe pleasure of reading to 
you myself. I found it on tBe deatB of a Mend of mine — a 
medical man, engaged in our County Lunatic Asylum — 
among a variety of papers, wBicB I Bad tBe option of 
destroying or preserving, as I tBougBt proper. I can Bardly 
believe tBat tBe manuscript is genuine, tBougB it certainly is 
not in my Mend’s Band. However, wBetBer it Be tBe genuine 
production of a maniac, or founded upon tBe ravings of some 
unBappy Being, wBicB I tBink more probable, read it, and 
judge for yourself.” 

Mr. Pickwick received tBe manuscript, and parted from tBe 
benevolent old gentleman wdtB many expressions of good-will 
and esteem. 

It was a more difficult task to take leave of tBe inmates of 
Manor Farm, from wBom they Bad received so mucB Bospi- 
tality and kindness, Mr. PicBwick kissed tke young ladies — 
we were going to say, as if they were Bis own daiiqlitcrs, only 
as Be might possibly Bave infused a little more wjjtiq;B into 
the salutation, the comparison would not bo (luile api'roi'ilato 
— ^Bugged the old lady with filial cordiality : and patted the 
rosy cheeks of the female servants in a most patriarcBal 
manner, as Be sBpped into the Bands of each, some more 
substantial expressions of Bis approval. TBe exchange of 
cordialities with their fine old host and Mr. Trundle, were 
oven more hearty and prolonged; and it was not until Mr. 
•Snodgrass Bad Been several times called for, and at last 
emerged from a dark passage followed soon after By Emily 
(whose Bright eyes looked unusually dim) that the three 
friends were enabled to tear themselves from thefr friendly 
entertainers. Many a Backward look they gave at the Farm, 
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as tliey 'walked slowly away : and many a kiss did Mr. Snod- 
grass waft in tlie air, in acknowledgment of sometMng very 
like a lady’s liandkercMef, wMeli was waved from one of the 
upper windows, tmtO. a turn of the lane Md the old house 
from their sight. 

At Muggleton they procured a conveyance to Eochester. 
By the time they reached the last-named place, the violence of 
their grief had sufficiently abated to admit of their makiag a 
very excellent early dinner ; and having procured the necessary 
information relative to the road, the three friends set forward 
again in the affcemoon to walk to Cohham. 

A delightful walk it was : for it was a pleasant afternoon 
in June, and their way lay through a deep and shady wood, 
cooled by the light wind which gently rustled the thick 
fohage, and enlivened by the songs of the birds that perched 
upon the boughs. The ivy and the moss crept in thick 
clusters over the old trees, and the soft green turf overspread 
the ground like a silken mat. They emerged upon an open 
park, with an ancient hall, displaying the quaint and pic- 
turesque architecture of Elizabeth’s time. Long vistas of 
stately oaks and elm trees appeared on every side: large 
herds of deer were cropping the fresh grass ; and occasionally 
a startled hare scoured along the gro'und, with the speed of 
the shadows thrown hy the light clouds wiiich sweep across a 
sunny landscape like a passing breath of summer. 

^‘If this,” said Mr. Pickwick, lookrng about himj if this 
were the place to which all who are troubled with our friend’s 
complaint came, I fancy their old attachment to this world 
would rery soon return.” 

“ I thiuk so too,” said Mr. Winkle. 

“And really,” added Mr. Pickwick, after half an hour’s 
w-alking had brought them to the village, “really for a 
misanthrope’s choice, this is one ^of the prettiest and most 
desirable places of residence, I ever met with.” 

In this opinion also, both Mr. Winkle and Mr. Snodgrass 
expressed their concurrence ; and having been directed to the 
Leather Bottle, a dean and commodious villago ale-house, the 
three travellers entered, and at once inquired for a gentleman 
of the name of Tupman. 

“ Show the gentlemen into the parlour, Tom,” said the 
landlady. 

A stout country lad opened a door at the end of the 
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passage, and tlie three friends entered a long, low-roofed 
room, furnislied witK a large nnmher of higli-hacked leather- 
cnsMoned chairs, of fantastic shapes, and embellished with a 
great variety of old portraits and roughly-coloured prints of 
some antiquity. At the upper end of the room was a table, 
with a white cloth upon it, well covered with a roast fowl, 
bacon, ale, and et ceteras ; and at the table sat Mr. Tupman, 
looking as unlike a man who had taken his leave of the world, 
as possible. 

On the entrance of his Mends, that gentleman laid down 
his knife and fork, and with a mournful air advanced to meet 
them. 

I did not expect to see you here,’^ he said, as he grasped 
Mr. Pickwick’s hand. It ’s very kind.” 

Ah ! ” said Mr. Pickwick, sitting down, and wiping from 
his forehead the perspiration which the walk had engendered. 

Pinish your dinner, and walk out with me. I wish to speak 
to you alone.” 

Mr. Tupman did as he was desired; and Mr. Pickwick 
having refreshed himself with a copious draught of ale, 
waited his friend’s leisure. The dinner was quickly des- 
patched, and they walked out together. 

For half an hour, their forms might have been seen pacing 
the churchyard to and fro, while Mr. Pickwick was engaged 
in combating his companion’s resolution. Any repetition of 
his arguments would be useless; for what language could 
convey to them that energy and force which their great 
originator’s manner communicated? "Whether Mr. Tupman 
was already tired of retirement, or whether he was wholly 
unahle to resist the eloquent appocJ which was made to him, 
matters not, he did not resist it at last. 

^^It mattered little to him,” he said, where he dragged 
out the miserable remainder of his days : and since his friend 
laid so much stress upon his humble companionship, he was 
willing to share his adventures.” 

Mr. Pickwick smiled ; they shook hands ; and walked hack 
to rejoin their companions. 

It was at this moment that Mr. Pickwick made that 
immortal discovery, which has heen the pride and hoast of his 
friends, and the oniy of every antiquarian in this or any other 
country. They had passed the door of their inn, and walked 
a little way down the village, before they recollected the pre- 
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dse spot m wMcli it stood. As they turned back, Mr. 
Pickwick’s eye fell upon a small broken stone, partially 
buried in the ground, in front of a cottage-door. He paused. 

This is very strange,” said Mr. Pickwick. 

“Wliat is strange?” inquired Mr. Tupman, staring eagerly 
at every object near Mm, but the right one. God bless me, 
what ’s the matter ? ” 

TMs last was an ejaculation of irrepressible astonishment, 
occasioned by seeing Mr. Pickwick, in Ms enthusiasm for 
discovery, fall on Ms knees before the little stone, and com- 
mence wiping the dust off it with Ms pocket-handkerchief. 

'‘There is an inscription here,” said Mr. Pickwick. 

"Is it possible?” said Mr. Tupman. 

"I can discern,” continued Mr. Pickwick, rubbing away 
with all Ms might, and gazing intently tMough Ms spectacles : 
"I can discern a cross, and a B, and then a T. TMs is 
important,” continued Mr. Pickwick, starting up. "TMs is 
some very old inscription, existing perhaps long before the 
ancient alms-hoxises in tMs place. It must not be lost.” 

He tapped at the cottage-door. A labouring man opened it. 

"Do you know how tMs stone came here, my friend?” 
inquired the benevolent Mr. Pickwick. 

"No, I doan’t, sir,” replied the man, civiUy. "It was 
here long afore I war bom, or any on us.” 

Mr. Pickwick glanced irinmphantly at Ms companion. 

"You — ^you — are not ]).irticularly attached to it, I dare 
say,” said Mr. Pickwick, trembling with anxiety. "You 
wouldn’t mind selling it, now ? ” 

" Ah ! but who ’d buy it ? ” inquired the man, with an 
expression of face wMch he probably meant to be very 
cunning. 

" I ’IL give you ten shillings for it, at once,” said Mr. Pick- 
wick, " if you would take it up for me.” 

The astoMshment of the village may be easily imagined, 
when (the little stone having been raised with one wrench of 
a spade) Mr. Pickwick, by dint of great personal exertion, 
bore it with Ms own hands to the inn, and after having care- 
fully washed it, deposited it on the table. 

The exultation and joy of the Pickwickians knew no bounds 
when their patience and assiduity, their washing and scraping, 
were crowned with success. The stone was uneven and 
broken, and the letters were straggling and irregular, but the 
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fbllo'wing fragment of an inscription was clearly to be de- 
ciphered : 

+ 

B I L S T 
U M 
P S H I 

S- M. 

ARK 

Mr. PickwicFs eyes sparHed with delight, as he sat and 
gloated over the treasure he had discovered. He had attained 
one of the greatest objects of his ambition. In a county 
known to abound in remains of the early ages ; in a village 
in which there still existed some memorials of the olden time, 
he — he, the Chairman of the Pickwick Club — had discovered 
a strange and curious inscription of unquestionable antiquily', 
which had wholly escaped the observation of the many learned 
men who had preceded him. He could hardly trust the 
evidence of his senses. 

“Tins — ^this,” said he, ^'determines me. We return to 
town to-morrow.^’ 

" To-morrow ! exclaimed his admiring followers. 

" To-morrow/’ said Mr. Pickwick. " This treasure must 
be at once deposited where it can be thoroughly investigated, 
and properly understood. I have another reason for this step. 
In a few days, an election is to take place for the borough of 
Eatanswid, at which Mr. Perkor, a. gonilonia-'i whom I lately 
met, is the agent of one of the candidates. Vv'c will behold, 
and minutely examine, a scene so interesting to every 
Englishman.” 

" We will,” was the animated cry of three voices. 

Mr. Pickwick looked round him. The attachment and 
fervour of his followers lighted up a glow of enthusiasm 
within him. He was their leader, and he felt it. 

" Let us celebrate this happy meeting with a convivial 
glass,” said he. This proposition, like the other, was received 
with unanimous applause. And having hiraseK deposited the 
important stone in a small deal box, purchased from the land- 
lady for the purpose, he placed himself in an arm-chair at the 
head of the table ; and the evening was devoted to festivity 
and conversation. 

It was past eleven o’clock — a late hour for the little village 



146 


POSTHUMOUS PAPBllS OF 


of Cobliam — wlim Mr. Pickwick retired to tke Tbed-room wHcli 
bad been prepared for Ms reception. He threw open the 
lattice-window, and setting his light upon the table, fell into 
a train of meditation on the hurried events of the two pre- 
ceding days. 

The hour and the place were both favourable to contempla- 
tion ; Mr, Pickwick was roused by the church clock striking 
twelve. The &st stroke of the hour sounded solemnly in Ms 
ear ; but when the beU ceased, the stillness seemed insupport- 
able ; — ^he almost felt as if he had lost a companion. He was 
nervous and excited; and hastily undressing Mmself, and 
placing Ms light in the chinmey, got into bed. 

Every one has experienced that disagreeable state of mind, 
in wMch a sensation of bodily weariness in vain contends 
against an inability to sleep. It was Mr. Pickwicks condition 
at tMs moment ; he tossed first on one side and then on the 
other ; and persoveringly closed Ms eyes as if to coax Mmself 
to slumber. It was of no use. Whether it was the unwonted 
exertion he had undergone, or the heat, or the brandy and 
water, or the strange bed, — ^whatever it was, his thoughts 

. ■» . .. Yery uncomfortahly to the grim pictures down 
, ■ ■ old stories to wMch they had given rise in the 

course of the evening. After half an hour’s tumbling about, 
he came to the unsatisfactory conclusion, that it was of no use 
trying to sleep ; so he got up and partially dressed Mmself. 
Anything, he thought, was better than lying there fancying 
all kinds of horrors. He looked out of the window — ^it was 
very dark. He walked about the room — ^it was very lonely. 

He had taken a few turns from the door to the window, and 
from the window to the door, when the clergyman’s manuscript 
for the first time entered Ms head. It was a good thought. 
If it failed to interest Mm, it might send Mm to sleep. He 
took it from Ms coat-pocket, and drawing a small table towards 
Ms bed-side, trimmed the light, put on Ms spectacles, and 
composed Mmself to read. ’ It was a strange handwriting, and 
the paper was much soiled and blotted. The title gave Mm a 
sudden start, too ; and he could not avoid casting a wistful 
glance round the room. Reflecting on the absuxdiiy of giving 
way to such feeHngs, how‘eTer, he trimmed the Hght a^in> 
and read as follows : 



THE PICKWICK CLUB. 


147 


A MADMAN’S MAlCUSCHIP'r. 

Yes ! — a HLacbnaii’s ! How that word would Kave struck 
to my keart many years ago ! How it would kave roused tke 
terror tkat used to come upon me sometimes; sending tke 
blood Mssing and tingling tbrougk my veins, tiH tke cold dew 
of fear stood in large drops upon my sldn, and my knees 
Imocked togetker witk J&igkt ! I like it now, tkougk. It ’s 
a fine name. Skow me tke monarck w^kose angry frown was 
ever feared like tke glare of a madman’s eye — ^wkose cord and 
axe were ever kalf so sure as a madman’s gripe. Ho ! ko ! 
It ’s a grand thing to be mad ! to be peeped at like a wild 
lion through tke iron bars — to gnash one’s teeth and howl, 
through tke long still night, to tke merry ring of a kea-vy 
chain — and to roll and twine among tke straw, transported 
witk suck brave music. Hurrah for tke madhouse ! Ok, it’s 
a rare place ! 

I remember days when I was afraid of being mad ; when 
I used to start from my sleep, and fall upon my knees, and 
pray to be spared from tke curse of my race ; when I rushed 
frrom tke sight of merriment or happiness, to hide myself in 
some lonely place, and spend tke weary hours in watching tke 
progress of tke fever tkat was to consume my brain. I knew 
that madness was mixed up witk my very blood, and tke 
marrow of my bones ; tkat one generation had passed away 
without tke pestilence appearing among them, and that I was 
tke first in whom it w^ould revive. I knew it mmt be so : 
tkat so it always had been, and so it ever would be : and 
when I cowered in some obscure comer of a crowded room, 
and saw men whisper, and point, and turn their eyes towards 
me, I knew they were telling each other of tke doomed 
madman ; and I slunk away again to mope in solitude. 

I did this for years ; long, long years they were. Tke 
nights here are long sometimes — very long ; but they are 
nothing to tke restless nights, and dreadful dreams, I had at 
tkat time. It makes me cold to remember them. Large 
dusky forms, witk sly and jeering faces, crouched in tke 
comers of tke room, and bent over my bed at night, tempting 
me to madness. They told me in low whispers, tkat tke floor 
of tke old house in which my father’s father died was stained 

L 2 
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with. Ms own Hood, shed by Ms own hand in raging madness. 
I droye my fingers into my ears, but they screamed into my 
head till the room rang with it, that in one generation before 
M m the madness slumbered, but that Ms grandfather had 
lived for years with Ms hands fettered to the ground, to 
prevent Ms tearing himself to pieces. I knew ihey told the 
truth — I knew it well. I had found it out years before, 
though they had tried to keep it from me ! Ha ! ha ! I was 
too cunning for them, madman as they thought me. 

At last it came upon me, and I wondered how I could 
ever have feared it. I could go into the world now, and 
laugh and shout with the best among them. I knew I was 
mad, but they did not even suspect it. How I used to hug 
myself with delight, when I thought of the fine trick I was 
plajdng them after their old pointing and leering, when I was 
not mad, but only dreading that I might one day become so ’ 
And how I used to laugh for joy, when I was alone, and 
thought how well I kept my secret, and how quickly my kind 
friends would have fallen from me, if they had !^own the 
truth. I could have screamed with ecstacy when I dined 
alone with some fine roaring fellow, to think how pale he 
would have turned, and how fast he would have run, if he 
had known that the dear friend who sat close to Mm, sharpen- 
ing a bright ghttering knife, was a madman with aU the 
power, and half the will, to plunge it in Ms heart. Oh, it 
was a merry life ! 

'' Eiches became mine, wealth poured in upon me, and I 
rioted in pleasures enhanced a thousand fold to me by the 
consciousness of my weR-kept secret. I inherited an estate. 
The law — ^the eagle-eyed law itself, had been deceived, and 
had handed over disputed thousands to a madmaMs hands. 
Where was the wit of the sharp-sighted men of soxmd mind ? 
"^Miere the dexterity of the lawyers, eager to discover a flaw ? 
The madman’s cunning had over-reached them all. 

I had money. How I was courted 1 1 spent it profusety. 

How I was praised! How those three proud overbearing 
brothers humbled themselves before me! The old W’hite- 
headed father, too — ^such deference — such iv -udi de- 
voted friendsMp — why he worsMpped me. Ho ( Id ui.iu had 
a daughter, and the young men a sister • and all the five were 
poor. I was rich; and when I married the girl, I saw a 
smile of triumph play upon the faces of her needy relatives, 



THE PICKWICK CLUB. 


14 ^ 


as tliej tlioaglit of tlieir well-plaimed sclieme, and tlieir fine 
prize. It was for me to smile. To smile I To langli ont- 
rigiit, and tear my liair, and roll upon tlie groimd with, 
slirieks of merriment. They little tliouglit they liad married 
her to a madman. 

Stay. If tliey had known it, woidd tkey liave saved iier? 
A sister's happiness against her hnshand's gold. The lightest 
feather I blow into the air, against the gay chain that orna- 
ments my body ! 

In one thing I was deceived with all my cunning. If I 
had not been mad — ^for though we madmen are sharp-witted 
enough, we get bewildered sometimes — I should have known 
that the girl would rather have been placed, stiff and cold in 
a dull leaden coffin, than borne an envied bride to my rich, 
glittering house. I should have known that her heart was 
with the dark-eyed boy whose name I once heard her breathe 
in her troubled sleep ; and that she had been sacrificed to me, 
to relieve the poverty of the old white-headed man, and the 
haughiy brothers. 

I don’t remember forms or faces now, but I know the 
girl was beautiful. I hioxo she was ,* for in the bright moon- 
light nights, when I start up from my sleep, and ah is qtdet 
about me, I see, standing stOl and motionless in one comer of 
this ceh, a slight and wasted figure with long black hair, 
wMc’i sire riming down her back, stirs with no earthly wind, 
:uk1 thfii fbe their gaze on me, and never wank or close. 
Hush 1 the blood chills at my heart as I write it down — ^that 
form is her' 8 ; the face is very pale, and the eyes are glassy 
bright ,• but I know them well. That figure never moves ; it 
never frowns and mouths as others do, that fih this place 
.-omctiiiics ; but it is much more dreadful to me, even than 
ibc‘ spirits that tempted me many years ago — it comes ffiesh 
from the grave ; and is so very death-like. 

For nearly a year I saw that face grow paler j for nearly 
a year, I saw the tears steal down the mournful cheeks, and 
never knew the cause. I found it out at last, though. They 
could not keep it from me long. She had never liked me ,* I 
had never thought she did: she despised my wealth, and 
hated the splendour ia which she lived ; — I had not erpected 
that. She loved another. This I had never thought of. 
Strange feelings came over me, and thoughts forced upon me 
by some secret power, whirled round and round my brain. I 
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did not liate her, though I hated the hoy she still wept foi . 
I pitied — ^yes, I pitied — ^the -wretched life to which her cold 
and selhsh relations had doomed her. I knew that she could 
not live long, but the thought that before her death she might 
give birth to some ill-fated being, destined to hand down 
madness to its ohspring, determined me. I resolved to IdH her. 

For many -weeks I thought of poison, and then of drown- 
ing, and then of fire. A fine sight the grand house in fiames, 
and the madman’s wife smouldering away to cinders. Think 
of the jest of a large reward, too, and of some sane man 
swinging in the wind for a deed he never did, and all through 
a madman’s cunning ! I thought often of this, but I gave it 
up at last. Oh ! the pleasure of stropping the razor day after 
day, feehng the sharp edge, and thinking of the gash one 
stroke of its thin bright edge would make ! 

At last the old spirits who had been with me so often 
before whispered in my ear that the time was come, and 
thrust the open razor iuto my hand. I grasped it firmly, rose 
softly from the hed, and leaned over my sleeping wife. Her 
face was buried in her hands. I withdrew them softly, and 
they fell listlessly on her bosom. She had been weeping ; for 
the traces of the tears were still wet upon her cheek. Her 
face was calm and placid ; and even as I looked upon it, a 
tranquil smile Kghted up her pale features. I laid my hand 
softly on her shoulder. She started — it was only a passing 
dream. I leant forward again. She screamed, and woke. 

One motion of my hand, and she would never again have 
■uttered cry or sound. But I was startled, and drew hack. 
Her eyes were fixed on mine. I know not how it was, hut 
they cowed and frightened me ; and I quailed beneath them. 
She rose from the bed, still gazing fixedly and steadily on me. 
I trembled ; the razor was in my hand, but I could not move. 
She made towards the door. As she neared it, she turned, 
and -withdrew her eyes ftom my face. The spell was broken. 
I hounded forward, and clutched her by the arm. Uttering 
shriek upon shriek, she sunk upon the 'ground. 

Now I could have killed her without a struggle ; but the 
house was alarmed. I heard the tread of footsteps on the 
stairs. I replaced the razor in its -usual drawer, -unfastened 
the door, and called loudly for assistance. 

“ They came, and raised her, and placed her on the bed. 
She lay bereft of animation for hours j and when hlb, look. 
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and speecli returned, iter senses liad deserted lier, and slie 
raved wildly and furiously. 

Doctors were called in — great men wIlo roHed up to my 
door in easy carriages, witli fine liorses and gaudy servants. 
They were at lier fiedside for weeks. They had a great 
meeting, and consulted together in low and solemn voices in 
another room. One, the cleverest and most celebrated among 
them, took me aside, and bidding me prepare for the worst, 
told me — ^me, the madman! — ^that my wife was mad. He 
stood close beside me at an open window, Ms eyes looking in 
my face, and Ms hand laid upon my arm. With one effort, I 
could have hurled him into the street beneath. It would 
have been rare sport to have done it ; but my secret was at 
stake, and I let b im . go. A few days after, they told me I 
must place her under some restraint : I must provide a keeper 
for her. I ! I went into the open fields where none could 
hear me, and laughed tOl the air resounded vith my shouts ! 

She died next day. The wMte-headed old man foEowed 
her to the grave, and the proud brothers dropped a tear over 
the insensible corpse of her whose sufferings they had regarded 
in her life-time with muscles of iron. All tMs was food for 
my secret mirth, and I laughed behind the wMte handkercMef 
wMch I held up to my face, as we rode home, tiH the tears 
came into my eyes. 

But though I had carried my object, and killed her, I was 
restless and disturbed, and I felt that, before long, my secret 
must be known. I could not Mde the wild m irth and joy 
wMch boiled within me, and made me, when I was alone at 
home, jump up and heat my hands together, and dance round 
and round, and roar aloud. When I went out, and saw the 
busy crowds hurrying about the streets; or to the theatre, and 
heard the sound of music, and beheld the people dancing, I 
felt such glee, that I could have rushed among them, and tom 
them to pieces limb from limb, and howled in transport. But 
I ground my teeth, and struck my feet upon the floor, and 
drove my sharp nails into my hands, I kept it down ; and 
no one hnew I was a madman yet. 

I remember— though it one of the last things I ca?i 
remember — ^for now I mix realities with my dreams, and 
having so much to do, and being always hurried here, have 
no time to separate the two, ffom some strange confusion in 
wMch they get involved — I remember how I let it out at last. 



152 


POSTHUMOUS PAPEES OF 


Ha ! lia ! I think I see tkeix frightened looks now, and feel 
the ease with which I flnng them from me, and dashed mj 
clenched fist into their white faces, and then fiew hke the 
wind, and left them screaming and shouting far behind. The 
strength of a giant comes upon me when I think of it. There 
— see how this iron bar bends beneath my furious wrench 
I could snap it like a twig, only there are long galleries here 
with many doors — I don’t think I could find my way along 
them : and even if I could, I know there are iron gates below 
which they keep locked and barred. They know what a clever 
madman I have been, and they are proud to have me here, 
to show. 

Let me see; — ^yes, I had been out. It was late at night 
when I reached home, and found the proudest of the three 
proud brothers waiting to see me — ^urgent business he said : I 
recollect it well. I hated that man with all a madman’s hate. 
Many and many a time had my fingers longed to tear him. 
They told me he was tibere. I ran swiftly up-stairs. He had 
a word to say to me. I dismissed the servants. It was late, 
and we were alone together— /or the first time. 

I kept my eyes carefully from him at first, for I knew what 
he little thought — and I gloried in the knowledge — ^that the 
light of madness gleamed from them like fire. We sat in 
silence for a few minutes. He spoke at last. My recent 
dissipation, and strange remarks, made so soon ^er his 
sister’s death, were an insult to her memory. Co u] ding 
together many cfrcumstances which had at first o>cap(;(l Ills 
observation, he thought I had not treated her well. He 
wished to know whether he was right in inferring that I 
meant to cast a reproach upon her memory, and a disrespect 
upon her family. It was due to the uniform he wore to 
demand tliis explanation. 

This man had a commission in the army — a commission 
purchased with my money, and his sister’s misery I This was 
the man who had heen foremost in the plot to ensnare me, 
and grasp my wealth. This was the man who had been the 
main instrument in forcing his sister to wed me; well 
knowing that her heart had been given to that puling boy. 
Due I Due to his uniform ! The hvery of his degradation ! 
I turned my eyes upon him — ^I could not help it — ^but I spoke 
not a word. 

I saw the sudden change that came upon him beneath my 
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gaze. He was a bold man, but tlie colour faded from Ms 
face, and be drew back Ms cbair. I dragged mine nearer to 
Mm ; and as I laugbed — I was verj merry then — I saw biTn 
shudder. I felt tbe madness rising witbin me. He was 
afraid of me. 

^ You were veiy fond of your sister when sbe was aliye ^ 
— I said — ^ Very.’ 

He looked uneasily round Mm, and I saw Ms band grasp 
tbe back of Ms cbair : but be said notbing. 

^ You villain,’ said I, ^ I found you out ; I discovered youi* 
bellisb plots against me ; I know ber beaxt was fixed on some 
one else before you compelled ber to marry me, I know it-^ 
I know it/ 

He jumped suddenly from Ms cbair, brandisbed it aloft, 
and bid me stand back — for I took care to be getting closer to 
Mm, all tbe time I spoke. 

I screamed ratber tban talked, for I felt tumultuous 
passions eddying tbrougb my veins, and tbe old spnits wMs- 
pering and taunting me to tear Ms beart out. 

^ Damn you,’ said I, starting up, and rushing upon him ; 
' I killed ber. I am a madman. Down with you. Blood, 
blood ! I will have it ! ’ 

I turned aside with one blow tbe cbair be burled at me 
in Ms terror, and closed with Mm ; and with a heavy crash, 
we roEed upon tbe floor together. 

It was a fine struggle that; for be was a taE strong man, 
fighting for bis Efe ; and I a powerful madman, thirsting to 
destroy Mm. I knew no strength could equal mine, and I 
was right. Eight again, though a madman ! His straggles 
grew fainter. I knelt upon Ms chest, and clasped Ms brawny 
tMoat firmly with both bands. His face grew purple ; Ms 
eyes were starting from Ms bead, and with protruded tongue, 
be seemed to mock me. I squeezed tbe tighter. 

Tbe door ^\'as suddenly burst open with a loud noise, and 
■a crowd of peox)le rushed forward, crying aloud to each other 
to secure tbe madman. 

My secret was out ; and my only struggle now was for 
Eberiy and freedom. I gained my feet before a band was on 
me, threw myself among my assaEants, and cleared my way 
with my strong arm as if I bore a hatchet in my band and 
hewed them down before me. I gained tbe door, dropped 
over tbe banisters, and in an instant was in tbe street. 
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StraigM and swiffc I ran, and no one dared to stop me. 
I heard the noise of feet behind, and redoubled my speed. It 
grew fainter and fainter in the distance, and at length died 
away altogether: but on I bounded, through marsh and 
rivulet, over fence and wall, with a wild shout which was 
taken up by the strange heings that flocked around me on 
every side, and swelled the sound, till it pierced the air. 
I was home upon the arms of demons who swept along upon 
the wind, and bore down hank and hedge before them, and 
spun me round and round with a rustle and a speed that made 
my head swim, until at last they threw me from them with a 
violent shock, and I fell heavily upon the earth. '\'^Tien I 
woke, I found myself here — ^here in this gay cell, where the 
sun-light seldom comes, and the moon steals in in rays which 
only serve to show the dark shadows about me, and that silent 
figure ia its old corner. When I He awake, I can sometimes 
hear strange shrieks and cries from distant parts of this largo 
place. What they are, I know not ; hut they neither come 
from that pale form, nor does it regard them. For from the 
first shades of dusk till the earhest Hght of morning, it still 
stands motionless in the same place, Hstening to the music 
of my iron chain, and watching my gambols on my straw 
bed.’' 

At the end of the manuscript was written, in another hand, 
this note : — 

[The unhappy man whose ravings are recorded above, was 
a melancholy instance of the banefhl results of energies mis- 
directed in early life, and excesses prolonged until their 
consoo^uencos could never be repaired. The ‘hoi riot, 

(hssipatioii, and debauchery of his younger days, produced 
fever and delirinm. The first efifects of the latter was the 
strange delusion, founded upon a well-known medical theory, 
strongly contended for by some, and as strongly contested by 
others, that an hereditary madness existed in his family. 
This produced a settled gloom, which in time developed a* 
morbid insanity, and finally terminated in raving madness. 
There is every reason to believe that the events he detailed, 
though distorted in the description by his diseased imagina- 
tion, really happened. It is only matter of wo»der to those 
who were acquainted with the vices of Ms early career, that 
Ms passions, when no longer controlled by reason, did not lead 
him to the commission of stiU more fi:ightful deeds ] 
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Mr. Pickwick’s candle was just expiring in tke socket, as ke 
concluded tke perusal of the old clergyman’s manuscript ; and 
when the light went suddenly out, without any previous 
flicker by way of warning, it communicated a very considerable 
start to his excited frame. Hastily throwing off such articles 
of clothing as he had put on when he rose from his uneasy 
bed, and casting a fearful glance around, he once more scram- 
bled hastily between the sheets, and soon fell fast asleep. 

The sun was shining brilliantly into his chamber when he 
awoke, and the morning was far advanced. The gloom which 
had oppressed him on the previous night, had disappeared 
with the dark shadows which shrouded the landscape, and 
Ms thoughts and his feelings were as light and gay as the 
morning itself. After a hearty breakfast, the four grnilo.1.:,' 
sallied forth to walk to Gravesend, followed by a man bearing 
the stone in its deal box. They reached that town about one 
o’clock, (their luggage they had directed to he forwarded 
to the City, from Rochester,) and being fortunate enough to 
secure places on the outside of a coach, arrived in London in 
sound health and spirits, on that same afternoon. 

The next three or four days were occupied with the prepa- 
rations which were necessary for their journey to the borough 
of Eatanswill. As any reference to that most important 
imdertaking demands a separate chapter, we may devote the 
few lines which remain at the close of this, to narrate, with 
great brevity, the history of the antiquarian discovery. 

It appears from the Transactions of the Club, then, that Mr. 
Pickwick lectured upon the discovery at a General Club 
Meeting, convened on the night succeeding their return, and 
entered into a variety of ingenious and erudite speculations 
on the meaning of the inscription. It also appears that a 
skOful artist executed a faithM delineation of the curiosity, 
which was engraven on stone, and presented to the Royal 
Antiquarian Society, and other learned bodies, — ^that heart- 
hurnings and jealousies without number, were created by rival 
controversies which were penned upon the subject — and that 
Mr. Pickwick himself wrote a Pamphlet, containing ninety-six 
pages of very small print, and twenty-seven different readings 
of the insciiption. That three old gentlemen cut off their 
eldest sons with a shil l ing-a-piece for presuming to doubt the 
antiquity of tlie fragment — and that one enthusiastic indi- 
vidual cut himself off prematurely, in despair at beiug unable 
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to fatUom its meaning. Tliat Mr. Pickwick w^as elected an 
honorary memher of seventeen native and foreign societies, for 
making the discovery ; that none of the seventeen conld make 
anything of it, hut that all the seventeen agreed it was very 
extraordinary. 

Mr. Blotton, indeed — and the name wiU he doomed to the 
•ondying contempt of those who cnltivate the mysterious and 
the sublime — ^Mr. Blotton, we say, with the douht and cavilling 
peculiar to vulgar minds, presumed to state a view of the case, 
as degrading as ridiculous. Mr. Blotton, with a mean desire 
to tarnish the lustre of the immortal name of Pickwick, actu- 
ally undertook a journey to Cohham in person, and on his 
rekirn, sarcastically observed in an oration at the club, that 
he had seen the man from whom the stone was purchased ; 
that the man presumed the stone to be ancient, but solemnly 
denied the antiquity of the inscription — ^inasmuch as he repre- 
sented it to have been rudely carved by himself in an idle 
mood, and to display letters intended to bear neither more nor 
less than the simple construction of BiU Stumps, his mark 
and that Mr. Stumps, being little in the habit of original 
composition, and more accustomed to be guided by the sound of 
words than by the strict rules of orthography, had omitted the 
concluding L” of his Christian name. 

The Pickwick Club, as might have been expected from so 
enlightened an Institution, received this statement with the 
contempt it deserved, expelled the presumptuous and ill-con- 
ditioned Blotton from the society, and voted Mr. Pickwick a 
pair of gold spectacles, in token of their confidence and 
approbation; in return for which, Mr. Pickwick caused a 
portrait of himself to be painted, and hung up in the club- 
room — ^which portrait, by the by, he did not wish to have 
destroyed when he grew a few years older. 

Mr. Blotton was ejected but not conquered. He also wrote 
a pamphlet, addressed to the seventeen learned societies, 
containing a repetition of the statement he had already made, 
and rather more than half intimating his opinion &at the 
seventeen learned societies aforesaid, were so many hum- 
bugs/’ Hereupon the virtuous indignation of the seventeen 
learned societies being roused, several fresh pamphlets ap- 
peared; the foreign learned societies being roused, several 
B?esh pamphlets appeared ; the foreign learned societies cor- 
responded with the native learned societies, the native learned 
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societies translated tlie pamphlets of the foreign learned socie- 
ties into English; the foreign learned societies translated the 
pamphlets of the native learned societies into all sorts of 
languages; and thns commenced that celebrated scientific 
discussion so well known to all men, as the Piclrvick con- 
troversy. 

But this base attempt to injure Mr. Pickwick, recoiled upon 
the head of its calumnious author. The seventeen learned 
societies unanimously voted the presumptuous Blotton an 
ignorant meddler, and forthwith set to work upon more 
treatises than ever. And to this day the stone remains, an 
illegible monument of Mr. Pickwicks greatness, and a lasting 
trophy to the littleness of his enemies. 
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CHAPTER XII. 


BESOB-IPTIVE OE A VERT IMPORTANT PROCEEDING ON THE PaBT OF KR. 

PICKWICK; NO LESS AN EPOCH IN HIS LIFE, THAN IN THIS HISTORY. 

Mr. Pickwick:’ s apartments in Goswell Street, altlioiigli on 
a limited scale, were not only of a very neat and comfortable 
description, but peculiarly adapted for tlie residence of a man 
of Ms genius and observation. His sitting-room was tbe first 
door front, Ms bed-room tbe second floor front; and tbus, 
wbether lie were sitting at Ms desk in tbe parlour, or standing 
before tke dressing-glass in Ms dormitory, be bad an equal 
opnortunit}" of contemplating human nature in all tbe nume- 
rous phases it exMbits, in that not more populous than 
popular thoroughfare. His landlady, Mrs. Bardell — ^the 
relict and sole executrix of a deceased custom-house officer — 
was a comely woman of bustling manners ami 
appearance, with a natural genius for cooking, ii‘ipTi'\''l ly 
study and long practice into an exquisite talent. There were 
no children, no servants, no fowls. The only other inmates of 
the house were a large man, and a small hoy; the first a 
lodger, the second a production of Mrs. Bardell’ s. The large 
man was always home precisely at ten o’clock at night, at 
wMch hour he regularly condensed Mmself into the limits of a 
dwarfish French bedstead in the hack parlour; and the 
infantme ^orts and gymnastic exercises of Master Bardell 
were exclusively confined to the neighbourmg pavements and 
gutters, deahhness and quiet reigned throughout the house ; 
and in it Mr. Pickwick’s will was law. 

. To any one acquainted with these poiats of the domestic 
economy of the establishment, and conversant with the admi- 
rable regulation of Mr. Pickwick’s mind, Ms appearance and 
behaviour on the morning previous to that wMch had been 
fixed upon foi' the journey to Eatanswill, would have been 
most mysterious and unaccountable. He paced the room to 
and fro with hurried steps, popped Ms head out of the window 
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at intervals of about tlxree minutes eacli, constantly referred to 
Ms ■watch, and exhibited many O'fcher manifestations of impa- 
tience, very unusual with him. It was evident that sometbing 
of great importance was in contemplation, but what that some- 
thing was not even Mrs. Bardell herself had been enabled to 
discover. 

Mrs. Barden,” said Mr. Piclrwiek, at last, as that amiable 
female approached the termination of a prolonged dusting of 
the apartment^ — 

Sir,” said Mrs. Bardell. 

You’re little hoy is a very long time gone.” 

Why it’s a good long way to the Borough, sir,” remon- 
strated Mrs. Bardell. 

Ah,” said Mr. Pickwick, ^Wery true ; so it is.” 

Mr. Pickwick relapsed into silence, and Mrs. Bardell resumed 
her dusting. 

Mrs. Bardell,” said Mr. Pickwick, at the expiration of a 
few minutes. 

Sir,” said Mrs. Bardell again. 

Do you think, it’s a much greater expense to keep two 
people, than to keep one ? ” 

La, Mr. Pickwick,” said Mrs. Bardell, colouring up to the 
very border of her cap, as she fancied she observed a species 
of matrimonial twinkle in the eyes of her lodger ; La, h£r. 
Pickwick, what a question ! ” 

Well, hut do you? ” inquired Mr. Pickwick. 

That depends — ” said Mrs. Bardell, appro.irMog ihc. 
duster very near to Mr. Pickwick’s elbow, wlddi plar rd 
on the table — that depends a good deal upon the person, 
you know, Mr. Pickwick; and whether it’s a saving and 
careful person, sir.” 

That’s very true,” said Mr. Pickwick, ‘^hut the person I 
have in my eye (here he looked very hard at Mrs. BardeU.) I 
think possesses these qualities; and has, moreover, a con 
sidexahle knowledge of the world, and a great deal of sharp- 
ness, Mrs. Bardell ; wMch may he of material use to me.” 

La, Mr. Pickwick,” said ^s. Bardeh; the crimson lising 
to her cap-horder again. 

I do,” said Mr. Pickwick, growing energetic, as was Ms 
wont in speaking of a subject wMch interested Mm, I do. 
indeed ; and to teH you the truth, Mrs. Bardeh, I have made 
up my mind.” 
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Dear me, sir/’ exclaimed Mrs. BardeU. 

You’ll tMnk it very strange nov^,” said tlie amiable Air. 
Piclcwick, mtb a good-bLumoured glance at Ms companion, 
^^that I never consulted you about tMs matter, and never 
even mentioned it, till I sent your little boy out tMs morning 
— eb?” 

Mrs. Baxdell could only reply by a look. Sbe bad long 
worshipped Mr. Pickwick at a distance, but here she was, all 
at once, raised to a pinnacle to wMch her wildest and most 
extravagant hopes had never dared to aspire. Mr. Pickwick 
was going to propose — a deliberate plan, too — sent her little 
boy to the Borough, to get hi m out of the way — ^how thought- 
ful — ^how considerate ! 

Well,” said Mr. Pickwick, What do you think ? ” 

Oh, Mr. Pickwick,” said Mrs, Baxdell, trembling with 
agitation, you’re very kind, sir.” 

It’ll save you a good deal of trouble, won’t it f ” said Mr. 
Pickwick. 

Oh, I never thought anything of the trouble, sir,” re- 
plied Mrs. Bardell ; ^‘and of course, I should take more 
trouhle to please you then, than ever ; but it is so kind of 
you, Mr. Pickwick, to have so much consideration for my 
loneliness.” 

Ah, to be sure,” said Mr. Pickwick ; never thought of 
that. When I am in town, you’ll always have somebody to 
sit with you. To be sure, so you will.” 

I’m sure I ought to he a very happy vroman,” said Mrs. 
Bardell. 

And your little boy — said Mr. Pickwick. 

Bless Ms heart,” interposed Mrs. Bardell with a maternal 

sob. 

He, too, will have a companion,” resumed Mr. Pickwick, 
a lively one, who’!! teach him, I’U be boimd, more tricks in 
a week than he would ever learn in a year.” And Mr. Pick- 
wick smiled placidly. 

Oh you dear — said Airs. Bardell. 

Air. Pickwick started. 

Oh you kind, good, playful dear,” said Mrs. Bardell ; 
and without more ado, she rose from her chair, and hung her 
arms round Air. Pickwick’s neck, with a cataract of tears and 
a chorus of sobs. 

Bless my soul,” cried the astonished Air. Pickwick; — 
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]Mrs. BardeE my good woman — dear me^ wliat a situation — 
pray consider. — Mrs. Bardell, donE — anybody sliotild 
come — * ^ 

OE, let tEem come/^ exclaimed EIrs. Bardell, frantically ; 
“I’E never leave you — dear, kind, good, souL^’’ and witE 
tEese words Mrs. BardeU clung tEe tigEter. 

'' Mercy upon me,'' said Mr. Pickwick, struggling violently, 
I Eear somebody coming up the stairs. Don’t, don't, tEere'b 
a good creatine, don’t." But entreaty and remonstrance were 
alike unavailing : for Mrs. BardeE bad fainted in Mr. Pick- 
wick's arms ; and before Ee could gain time to deposit Eer on 
a cEair, Master BardeE entered tEe room, usEeriiig in Mr. 
Tupman, Mr. Winkle, and Mr. Snodgrass. 

5lr. PickiNuck was struck motionless and speecELess. He 
stood witE Eis lovely biu’den in Eis arms, gazing vacantly on 
tEe countenances of Eis jdiends, witEout tEe sEgEtest attempt 
at recognition or explanation. TEey, in tEeir turn, stared at 
Eim j and Master BardeU, in Eis turn, stared at everybody. 

TEe astonisEment of tEe Pickwickians was so absorbing, 
and tEe perplexity of Mr. Pickwick was so extreme, tEat tEey 
migEt Eave remained in exactly tEe same relative situations 
xmtil tEe suspended animation of tEe lady was restored, bad it 
not been for a most beautiM and toucEing expression of Elial 
affection on lEo part of Eer youthful son. Clad in a tigEt suit 
of corduroy, spangled witE brass buttons of a very considerable 
size, Ee at &st stood at tEe door astounded and uncert-ain ; but 
by degrees, the impression tEat Eis motlier must Eave suffcroil 
some personal damage, pervaded Eis partiaEy developed mind, 
and considering JMr. Pickwick as tEe aggressor, Ee sot up an ap- 
palling and semi-eartEly kind of Eowli ng , and butting forward 
witE Eis Eead, commenced assailing tEat immortal gentleman 
about the back and legs, with sucE blows and pincEes as the 
strength of Eis arm, and the violence of Eis excitement, aEowed. 

Take this little viEain away," said the agonised Mr. Pick- 
ivick, ^^Ee'smad." 

^'WEatistlie matter?" said the three tongue-tied Pick- 
wickians. 

I don't know," repHed IVIr. Pickwick, pettishly. “ Take 
away the boy," — (here Mr. WinMe carried lEe interesting boy, 
gcreaming and struggling, to tEe furtEer end ot the apartment) . 
— Now, help me, lead this woman down stairs." 

“ OE, I am better now," said Mrs. BardeE, fainffy. 
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Let me lead you down stairs/’ said tlie ever gallant Mr. 
Tupman. 

^‘^Tliank you, sir — ^tliank you;” exclaimed Mrs. Bardell, 
Hysterically. And doTm stairs slie was led accordingly, accom- 
panied Hy Her affectionate son. 

‘‘1 cannot conceive — ” said Hlr, Pickwick, wHen His friend 
returned — I cannot conceive wHat Has been tHe matter witli 
that woman. I Had merely announced to Her my intention 
of keeping a man servant, wHen sHe fell into tHe extraordinary 
paroxysm in wMcH yon fonnd Her. Yery extraordinary iHing.’ ’ 

Very,” said His tHree friends. 

Placed me in siicH an extremely awkward situation,” con- 
tinued Mr. Pickwick. 

‘^Yery,” was tHe reply of His foRowers, as tHey eoiiglied 
sRgHtly, and looked dubiously at each otlier. 

TMs beHaviour was not lost upon Mr. Pickwick. He re- 
marked tHeir incredulity. THey evidently suspected Him. 

THere is a man in the passage now,” said Mr. Tupman. 

’s tHe man I spoke to you about,” said Mr. Pickwick. 
“I sent for Him to tHe BorougH tHis morning. Have tH© 
goodness to eaR Him up, Snodgrass.” 

Mr. Snodgrass did as He was desired; and Mr. Samuel 
WeRer fortHwitH presented Himself. 

OH — you remember me, I suppose? ” said Mr. Pickwick. 

I sHould tHlnk so,” replied Sam, with a patronising wink. 
•‘Queer start tHat ’ere, Hut He was one too many for you, 
wam’t He ? Up to snuff and a pincH or two over — eH ? ” 

Never mind tHat matter now,” said Pickwick, HastRy, 
I want to speak to you about someiliing else. Sit down.” 

Thank ’ee, sir,” said Sam. And down He sat witHont 
further bidding, Having previously deposited His old white Hat 
on the landing outside IHe door. TaMt a werry good ’lox to 
look at,” said Sam, “ Hut it ’s an astonisHin’ ’un to wear ; and 
afore the brim went, it was a worry Handsome tRe. Hows’ ever 
it ’s RgHter without it, that ’s one thing, and every Hole lets in 
some air, that ’s another — ^wentRation gossamer I caRs it.” 
On the deRvery of this sentiment, Mr. WeRer smRed agreeably 
upon the assembled Pickwickians. 

Now, with regard to the matter on wMcH I, with the con- 
cunrenee of these gentlemen, sent for you,” said Mr. Pickwick. 

^'That’s the pint, sir,” interposed Sam; ^^out vitH it, as 
the father said to the cHRd, wen He swaUowed a farden,” 
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We want to laiow, in tlie first place/’ said Mr. Pickwick, 

wketlier yon kave any reason to ke discontented, witk your 
present situation.” 

Afore I answers tkat ’ere question, gen’im’n,” replied 
Mx. Weller, I skould like to know, in tke first place, wketker 
yon ’re a goin’ to pnrwide me witk a better.” 

A sunbeam o£ placid benevolence played on Mr. Pickwick’s 
features as lie said, I kave kalf made up my mind to engage 
yon myself.” 

Have yon, tkongk ? ” said Sam. 

Mr. Pickwick nodded in tke afifemative. 

Wages ? ” inquired Sam. 

“Twelve pounds a year,” replied Mr. Pickwick. 

“ Clotkes ? ” 

“ Two suits.” 

“Work?” 

“ To attend upon me ; and travel about witk me and tkese 
gentlemen kere.” 

“Take tke biR down,” said Sam, cmpkaticaliy. “I’m let 
to a single gentleman, and tke terms is agreed upon.” 

“You accept tke situation?” inquired IMr. Pickwick. 

“Cert’nly,” replied Sam. “If tke clotkes fits me kalf as 
well as tke place, tkey ’ll do.” 

“ You can get a ckaracter of com^se ? ” said Mr. Pickwick. 

“Ask tke landlady o’ tke Wkite Hart about tkat, sir,” 
replied Sam. 

“ Can you come tkis evening ? ” 

“I’ll get into tke clotkes tkis minute, if tkey ’re kere,” 
said Sam witk great alacrity. 

“ Call at eigkt tkis evening,” said Mr. Pickwick; “ and if 
tke inquiries are satisfactory, tkey skall be provided.” . 

Witk tke single exception of one amiable indiscretion, in 
wMck an assistant kousemaid kad equally p; .*”ciprib"vd. tke 
kistory of Mr. Weller’s conduct was so vei^’ tkat 

Mr. Pickwick felt fuHy justified in closing tke engagement 
tkat very evening. Witk tke promptness and energy wkick 
ckaracterised not only tke pukHc proceedings, but all tke 
private actions of tkis extraordinary man, ke at once led Ms 
new attendant to one of tkose convenient emporiums wkere 
gentlemen’s new and second-kand clotkes are provided, and 
tke troublesome and inconvenient jformality of measurement 
dispensed witk ; and before nigkt kad closed in, Mr. AYeller 
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was furnifeked mtli a grey coat mtli tlie ^ P. C/ Tbutton, a 
black bat witb a cockade to it, a pink striped waistcoat, Hgiit 
breeches and gaiters, and a variety of other necessaries, too 
niunerous to recapitulate. 

^^Well,’^ said that siidcdnrLv-';''‘an''r<'rir.C'cl individual, as he 
took his seat on the outside of the EatanswiH coach next 
morning ; I wonder wether I ’m meant to be a footman, or 
a groom, or a gamekeeper, or a seedsman. I looks like a sort 
of compo of every one on ’em. Never mind ; there ’s change 
of air, plenty to see, and little to do ; and all this suits my 
oomplaint imcommon ; so long life to the Pickvicks, says I ’ 
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CHAPTER XIII. 

SOME ACCOUNT OF EATANSWILL; OP THE STATE OP PARTIES THEREIN; AND 
OP THE ELECTION OP A MEMBER TO SERVE IN PARLIAMENT POR THAT 
ANCIENT, LOYAL, AND PATRIOTIC BOROUGH. 

We will franMy acknowledge, liliat up to tlie period of our 
])eing first immersed in tlie Yoluminous papers of tke Pickwick 
club, we bad never beard of EatanswiH ; we will with equal 
candour admit, that we bave in vain searebed for proof of tbe 
actual existence of sucb a place at tbe present day. Knowing 
tbe deep reliance to be placed on every note and statement of 
jSIr. Pickwick’s, and not presuming to set up our recollection 
against tbe recorded declarations of tbat great man, we bave 
consulted every authority, bearing upon tbe subject, to wbicb 
we could possibly refer. We bave traced every name in 
scbedules A and B, without meeting with tbat of EatanswiH ; 
we bave minutely examined every comer of tbe Pocket Couniy 
Maps issued for tbe benefit of society by our distinguished 
publishers, and tbe same result has attended our investigation* 
We are therefore led to bebeve, tbat Mr. Pickwick, with tbat 
anxious desire to abstain from giving offence to any, and with 
those debcate feebngs for wbicb ab who knew him web know 
be was so eminently remarkable, piuposely substituted a 
fictitious designation, for tbe real name of tbe place in which 
Ms observations were made. We are confirmed in tMs bebef 
by a Httle circumstance, apparently sHgbt and trivial in itself, 
but when considered in tMs point of view, not undeserviag of 
notice. In Mr. Pickwick’s note-book, we can just trace an 
entry of tbe fact, tbat tbe ifiaces of himself and fbbowers were 
booked by tbe Norwich coach ; but tMs entry was afterwards 
lined tbrongb, as if for tbe purpose of concealing even tbe 
tbrection in wMcb tbe borough is situated. We wib not, 
therefore, hazard a guess upon tbe subject, but wib at once 
proceed with tMs Mstory ; content vfitb tbe materials wMcb 
its characters bave provided for us. 
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It appears, tlien, that the Eatans-wiH people, like tlie people 
of many otker small towns, conBidered tkemselyes of tke 
ufcmost and most miglity importance, and tkat every man in 
Eatanswiil, conscious of tke weigM tkat attacked to kis 
example, felt kimself kound to unite, keart and soul, witk one 
of tke two great parties tkat divided tke town — ^tke Blues and 
tke Buffs. Now tke Blues lost no opportunity of opposing tke 
Buffs, and tke Buffs lost no opportunity of opposing tke Blues ,* 
and tke consequence was, tkat wkenever tke Buffs and Blues 
met togetker at public meeting, Town-Hall, fair, or market, 
disputes and kigk words arose between tkem. Witk tkese 
dissensions it is almost superffuons to say tkat everytking in 
EatansviH was made a party-qnestion. If tke Buffs proposed 
to new skylight tke market-place, tke Blues got up public 
meetings, and denounced tke proceeding; if tke Blues pro- 
posed tke erection of an additional pump in tke Higk Street, 
tke Buffs rose as one man and stood agkast at tke enormity. 
There were Blue shops and Buff shops, Blue inns and Buff 
inns ; — ^tkere was a Blue aisle and a Buff aisle in tke very 
ekurck itself. 

Of course it was essentially and indispensably necessary 
tkat each of tkese powerful parties should have its chosen 
organ and representative : and, accordingly, there were t^vo 
newspapers in tke town — ^tke Eatanswiil Gazette and tke 
Eatanswiil Independent; tke former advocating Blue prin- 
ciples, and tke latter conducted on grounds decidedly Buff. 
Fine newspapers they were. Suck leading articles, and suck 
^Mted attacks ! — “ Our worthless contemporary, tke Gazette 
— lliat clisgracoriil and dastardly journal, tke Independent 
— “ Tkat false and scmrilons print, tke Independent Tkat 
vile and slanderous calumniator, tke Gazette ; ” — tkese, and 
other spirit-stirring denunciations were strewn pierdniiZy over 
tke columns of each, in every number, and expired kelings of 
tke most intense delight and indignation in tke bosoms of tke 
townspeople. 

Mr. Pickwick, witk kis usual foresight and sagacity, had 
chosen a peculiarly desirable moment for a visit to ike borough. 
Never was suck a contest known. The Honourable Samuel 
Sltonkey, of Skuokey Ha31, was tke Blue candidate; and 
Horatio Fizkin, Esq,, of Fizkin Lodge, near Eatanswiil, had 
been prevailed upon by kis Mends to stand forward on tke 
Buff interest. Tke Gazette warned tke electors of Eatanswiil 
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tliat tlie eyes not only of England, but of fclie wbole civilised 
%vorH, -were upon tbem; and the Independent imperatively 
demanded to know, whether the constituency of Eatanswill 
were the grand fellows they had always taken them for, or 
base and servile tools, undeserving alike of the name of 
Englishmen and the blessings of freedom. Never had such a 
commotion agitated the town before. 

It was late in the evening, when Mr. Pickwick and Ms 
companions, assisted by Sam, dismoimted fr*om the roof of the 
EatanswiH coach. Large blue silk flags were flying jfrom the 
mndows of the Town Arms Inn, and bills were posted in 
every sash, intimating, in gigantic letters, that the honourable 
Samuel Slumkey’s committee sat there daily, A crowd of 
idlers were a.ssembled in the road, looking at a hoarse man in 
the balcony, who was ap])crerHT talking Mmself very rel in 
the face in Mr. Slumkey’s behail ; but the force and point of 
whose arguments were somewhat impaired by the perpetual 
beating of four large drums wMch Mr. Ffrkin’s committee had 
stationed at the street corner. There was a busy little man 
beside Mm, though, who took ofr Ms hat at intervals and 
motioned to the people to cheer, wMch they regularly did, 
most enthusiastically ; and as the red-faced gentleman went 
on talking till he was redder in the face than ever, it seemed 
to answer Ms purpose quite as well as if anybody had heard 
him. 

The Pickwiekians had no sooner dismounted, than they 
were surrounded by a branch mob of the honest and inde- 
pendent, who forthwith set up three deafeniog cheers, wMcli 
being responded to by the main body (for it ’s not at all neces- 
sary for a crowd to know what they are cheering about) swelled 
into a tremendous roar of triumxM, wMch stopped even the 
red-faced man in the balcony. 

Hurrah ! shouted the mob in conclusion. 

One cheer more,’’ screamed the little fugleman in the 
balcony, and out shouted the mob again, as if lungs ■were cast 
iron, with steel works. 

Slumkey for ever ! ” roared the honest and independent. 

“ Slumkey for ever ! ” echoed Air. Pickwick, taking off his 
hat. 

No Fizkm I ” roared the crowd. 

'' Certainly not ! ” shouted Mr. Pickwick. 

"'Hurrak!” And then there was another roaring, like 
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that of a whole menagerie wlien the elephant has rung the hell 
for the cold meat. 

Who is Slnmhey ? whispered Mr. Tnpman. 

I don’t know,” replied Mr. Piclnviek in the same tone. 

Hush. Don’t ask any questions. It ’s always hest on these 
occasions to do what the mob do.” 

But suppose there are two mobs ? ” suggested Mr. Snod- 
grass. 

Shout with the largest,” replied Mr. Pickwick. 

Yolumes could not have said more. 

They entered the house, the crowd opening right and left to 
let them pass, and cheering vociferously. The first object of 
consideration was to secure quarters for the night. 

Can we have beds here ? ” inquired Mr. Pickwick, sum- 
moning the waiter. 

Don’t know, sir,” replied the man ; afraid we ’re full, sir, 
— I ’h inquire, sir.” Away he went for that purpose, and pre- 
sently returned, to ask whether the gentlemen were Blue.” 

As neither Mr. Pickwick nor his companions took any vital 
interest in the cause of either candidate, the question was 
rather a diffic ult one to answer. In this dfiemma Mr. Pick- 
wick bethought himself of his new Mend, Mr. Perker. 

Do you know a gentleman of the name of Perker ? ” in- 
quired ]^. Pickwick, 

Certainly, sir; honourable Mr. Samuel Slumkey’s agent.” 

He is Blue, I think ?” 

Oh yes, sir.” 

^^Then 2 ve are Blue,” said Mr. Pickwick; hut observing" 
that the man looked rather doubtful at this accommodating 
announcement, he gave him his card, and desired him to pre- 
sent it to Mr, Perker forthwith, if he should happen to be in 
the house. The waiter retired; and re-appeariag almost im- 
mediately wdth a request that Mr. Pickwick would follow him, 
led the way to a large room ou the first floor, where, seated at 
a long table covered with books and papers, was Mr. Perker. 

Ah — ah, my dear sir,” said the little man, advancing to 
meet him ; very happy to see you, my dear sir, very. Pray 
sit down. So you have carried your intention into effect. 
You have come down here to see an election — eh ?” 

Mr. Pickwick repHed in the affirmative. 

Spirited contest, my dear sir,” said the little man. 

1 am delighted to hear it,” said Mr. Pickwick, rubbing 
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tds liands. I like to see sturdy patriotism, on wiiatevor 
side it is called forth. ; — and so it ’s a spirited contest 

Oh. yes,” said th.e Httle man, “very much, so indeed. We 
kave opened all the public-houses in the place, and left oui' 
adversary nothing but the beer-shops — masterly stroke of 
policy that, my dear sir, eh?” — and the little man smiled 
complacently, and took a large pinch of snuff. 

‘^And what are the probabilities as to the result of the 
contest?” inquired IMr. Pickwick. 

^^Why doubtful, my dear sir; rather doubtful as yet,” 
replied lie little man. Fizkin's people have got three-and- 
thirty voters in the lock-up coach-house at the White Hart.” 

In the coach-house!” said Mr. Pickwick, considerably 
astonished hy this second stroke of poHcy. 

They keep 'em locked up there, till they want 'em,” re- 
sumed the little man. ^‘The effect of that is, you see, to 
prevent our getting at them ; and even if we could, it would 
be of no use, for they keep them very drunk on purpose. 
Smart fellow Fizkin's agent — ^very smart fellow indeed.” 

IVIr. Pickwick stared, but said nothing. 

We are pretty conffdent, though,” said IVIr. Perker, sink- 
ing his voice almost to a whisper. We had a little tea-parij 
here, last night — ^ffve-and-forty women, my dear sir — and 
gave every one of 'em a green parasol when she went away.” 

A parasol I ” said Mr. Pickwick. 

‘‘Fact, my dear sir, fact. Five-and-forty green parasols, 
at seven and six-pence a-piece. All women like finery, — 
extraordinary the effect of those parasols. Secured all their 
husbands, and half their brothers — Cheats stockings, and 
flannel, and all that sort of thing, hollow. My idea, my dear 
sir, entirely. Hail, rain, or sunshine, you can’t walk half a 
dozen yards up the street without encountering half a dozen 
green parasols.” 

Here the little man indulged in a convulsion of mirth, which 
was only checked hy the entrance of a third party. 

This was a tall, thin man, with a sandy-coloured head 
inclined to baldness, and a face in which solemn importance 
was blended with a look of unfathomable profundity. He was 
dressed in a long brown suxtout, with a black cloth waistcoat, 
and drab trousers. A double eye-glass dangled at his 
waistcoat : and on his head he wore a very low-crowned hat 
with a broad brim. The new comer was introduced to Mr. 
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Pickwick as Mr. Pott, tke editor of tlie Eatanswill Gazette. 
..Iffcer a few preliminary remarks, Mr. Pott turned round to 
Air. Pickwick, and said witk solemnity — 

TMs contest excites great interest in tke metropolis, sir? ” 
I believe it does,” said Mr. Pickwick. 

To wkicli I Have reason to know,” said Pott, looking 
towards Air. Perker for corroboration, — ^^to wbicb I bave 
reason to know my article of last Saturday in some degree 
contributed.” 

Not tbe least doubt of tbat,” said tbe little man, 

Tbe press is a migbty engine, sir,” said Pott. 

Air. Pickwick }delded bis fullest assent to tbe proposition. 
But I trust, sk,” said Pott, tbat I bave never abused 
tbe enormous power I wield. I trust, sir, tbat I bave never 
pointed tbe noble instrument wbicb is placed in my bands, 
against tbe sacred bosom of private life, or tbe tender breast 
of individnal reputation ; — I trust, sir, tbat I bave devoted 
my energies to — ^to endeavours — ^bumble they may be, 
bxunble I know tbey are — ^to instil those principles of — ^wbieli 
are — ” 

Here tbe editor of tbe EatanswilJ Gazette, appearing to 
ramble, Air. Pickwick came to bis relief, and said — 
Certainly.” 

And wbat, sir ” — said Pott — wbat, sk, let me ask you 
as an impartial man, is tbe state of tbe public mind in London 
•^VLtb reference to my contest witb tbe Independent? ” 

Greatly excited, no doubt,” interposed Air, Perker, wdtb 
a look of slyness wbicb was very likely accidental. 

Tbe contest,” said Pott, sbab be prolonged so long as 
I bave bealtb and strength, and tbat portion of talent witb 
wbicb I am gifted. From tbat contest, sk, although it may 
unsettle men’s minds and excite tbek feelings, and render 
them incapable for tbe discharge of tbe every-day duties of 
ordinary life ; feom tbat contest, sk, I will never shrink till 
I bave set my lieel upon tbe Eatanswill Independent. I wish 
tbe people of London, and tbe people of this country to know, 
sk, tbat tbey may rely upon me; — tbat I will not desert 
them, tbat I am resolved to stand by them, sk, to tbe last.” 

Your conduct is most noble, sk,” said Air. Pickwick ; 
and be grasped tbe band of tbe magnanimous Pott. 

You are, sk, I perceive, a man of sense and talent,” said 
Mr, Pott, almost breathless witb tbe vehemence of bis patriotic 
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declaration. I am most liappy, sir, to make liie acquaintance 
of snek a man.’^ 

And I/' said Air. Pickwick, "^‘feel deeply kononred by 
tkis expression of your opinion. AJlow me, sk, to introduce 
yon to my fellow-tinvellers, tke otker corresponding members 
of tke club I am proud to kave founded.^ 

I skall be dekgkted,” said Air. Pott. 

Air. Pickwick witkdxew, and retimning with kis fiieiids, 
presented tkem in dne form to tke editor of tke Eatans^rili 
Gazette. 

Now my dear Pott,” saidKttle Air. Perker, tke question 
is, wkat are we to do witk our friends kere ? ” 

AVe can stop in tkis kouse, I suppose,” said Air. Pickwick. 

Not a spare bed in tke konse, my dear sir — ^not a single 
bed.” 

Extremely awkward,” said Air. Pickwick. 

Very; ” said kis fellow-voyagers. 

I have an idea upon tkis subject,” said Air. Pott, wMck 
I fckink may be very successfully ado]}ted. Tkey kave two 
beds at tke Peacock, and I can boldly say, on bekalf of Airs. 
Pott, tkat ske will be deligktecl to accommodate Air. Pickwick 
and any of kis friends, if tke otker two gentlemen and tkeir 
servant do not object to skiffcing, as tkey best can, at tke 
Peacock.” 

ALfter repeated pressings on tke jm't of AIi\ Pott, and 
repeated protestations on tkat of Air. Pickwick tkat ke could 
not tkink of incommoding or troukkng kis amiable wife, it 
was decided tkat tkis was tke only feasible riTancmcnL tkat 
could be made. So it was made ; and after dining togetker 
at tke Town Arms, tke friends separated, Air. Tupman and 
Air. Snodgrass repairing to tke Peacock, and Air. Pickwick 
and Air. Winkle proceeding to tke mansion of Air. Potf ; it 
kaving been pre^^iously arranged tkat tkey skould all re- 
assemble at tke Town Arms in ike morning, and accompany 
tke Honourable Samuel Slumkey's procession to tke place of 
nomination. 

Air. Pottos domestic circle was limited to kimseK and kis 
wife. AJl men wkom migkty genius kas raised to a x^roud 
eminence in tke world, kave usually some little weakness 
wkick appears Ike more conspicuous from ike contrast it 
presents to tkeir general ckaracter. If Air. Pott kad a weak- 
ness, it was, x>^3:kaps, tkat ke was rather too submissive to tke 
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somewliat contemptuous control and sway of Ms wife. We 
do not feel justified in laying any particular stress upon the 
fact, because on the present occasion all Mrs. Pott’s most 
winning ways were brought into requisition to receive the 
two gentlemen.’’ 

My dear,” said ^Ir. Pott, Mr. Pickwick — Mr. Pickwick 
of London.” 

Mrs. Pott received Mr. Pickwick’s paternal grasp of the 
hand with enchanting sweetness : and Mr. Winkle, who had 
not been announced at all, slided and bowed, unnoticed, in an 
obscure comer. 

'' P. my dear — ” said Mrs. Pott. 

My life,” said Mr. Pott. 

Pray introduce the other gentleman.” 

I beg a thousand pardons,” said Mr. Pott. Permit me, 
Mrs. Pott, Mr. — 

WinMe,” said Mr. Pickwick. 

Winkle,” echoed Mr. Pott, and the ceremony of intro- 
duction was complete. 

We owe you many apologies, ma’am,” said Mr. Pickwick, 
^^for disturbing your domestic arrangements at so short a 
notice.” 

I beg you won’t mention it, sh,” replied the feminine 
Pott, with vivacity. It is a Mgh treat to me, I assure you, 
to see any new faces ; living as I do, from day to day, and 
week to week, in this dull place, and seeing nobody.” 

Nobody, my dear ! ” exclaimed Mr. Pott, arcHy. 

Nobody but yow,” retorted Mrs. Pott, with asperity. 

You see, Mr. Pickwick,” said the host in explanation of 
Ms wife’s lament, that we are in some measure cut off fforn 
many enjoyments and pleasures of wMch we might otherwise 
partake. My public station, as editor of the Eatanswill 
Gazette, the position wMch that paper holds in the country, 
my constant immersion in the vortex of politics — ” 

P. my dear — interposed Mrs. Pott. 

My life — ” said the editor. 

I wish, my dear, you would endeavoim to find some topic 
of conversation in wMch these gentlemen might take some 
rational interest.” 

But my love,” said Mr. Pott, with great humility, Mr. 
Pickwick does take an interest in it.” 

It ’s well for Mm if he can,” said Mrs. Pott, emphatically ; 
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I am wearied out of my life witli your politics, and quarrels 
with, the Independent, and nonsense. I am quite astonished 
P. at your making such an exliibition of your absurdity.” 

But my dear — ” said Mr. Pott. 

''Oh, nonsense, don’t talk to me,*” said Mrs. Pott. "Do 
you play ecarte^ sir?” 

"I shall be yery happy to learn, under your tuition,” 
replied Mr. Winkle. 

"Well, then, draw that little table into this window, and 
let me get out of hearing of those prosy politics.’ ’ 

" Jane,” said Mr. Pott, to the servant who brought in 
candles, " go down into the offi.ce, and bring me up the ffle of 
the Gazette for Eighteen Hundred and Twenty Eight. I ’ll 
just read you — ” added the editor, turning to Mr. Pickwick, 
" I ’H just read you a few of the leaders I wrote at that time, 
upon the Buffi joh of appointing a new tollman to the turnpike 
here j I rather think they ’ll amuse you.” 

" I should like to hear them very much, indeed,” said Mr 
Pickwick. 

Up came the ffie, and down sat the editor, mth Mr. Pick* 
wick at his side. 

We have in vain pored over the leaves of Mr. Pickwick*s 
note-hook, in the hope of meetiag with a general summary of 
these beautiful compositions. We have every reason to believe 
that he was perfectly enraptured with the vigour and ffieshness 
of the style,* indeed Mr. Win kl e has recorded the fact that 
his eyes were closed, as if with excess of pleasure, during the 
whole time of their perusal. 

The announcement of supper put a stop both to the game 
at ecarte, and the recapitulation of the beauties of the Eatan- 
swill Gazette. Mrs. Pott was in the highest spirits and tlie 
most agreeable humour. Mr. Winkle had already made con- 
siderable progress in her good opioion, and she did not hesitate 
to inform Mm, confidentially, that Mr, Pickwick was " a 
delightful old dear.” These terms convey a familiarity of 
Cixpression, in wMch few of those who were intimately 
acquainted with that colossal-minded man, would have pre* 
Slimed to indulge. We have preserved them, nevertheless, as 
affording at once a touching and a convincing proof of the 
estimation in wMch he was held by every class of society, and 
the ease with wMch he made Ms way to their hearts and 
feelings. 
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It -was a late liour o£ tlie niglit — ^long after Mr. Tu]3maiL 
and Mr. Snodgrass liad faHen asleep in tlie inmost recesses of 
tlie Peacock — ^wken tke two friends retired to rest. Slumber 
soon fell upon tbe senses of Mr. Winkle, but bis feebngs bad 
been excited, and bis admiration roused ; and for many bours 
after sleep bad rendered bim insensible to eartbly objects, tbe 
face and figure of tbe agreeable Mrs. Pott presented them- 
selves again and again to bis wandering imagination. 

Tbe noise and bustle wbicb ushered in tbe morning, were 
sufficient to dispel from tbe mind of tbe most romantic visionary 
in existence, any associations but those wbicb were immediate^ 
connected vdtb tbe rapidly-approacMng election. Tbe beating 
of drums, tbe blowing of horns and trumpets, tbe shouting 
of men, and tramping of horses, echoed and re-echoed 
through tbe streets from tbe earliest dawn of day ; and an 
occasional fight between tbe light skirmishers of either party, 
at once enlivened the preparations, and agreeably diversified 
their character. 

^^Well, Sam,” said Mr. Pickwick, as bis valet appeared at 
bis bed-room door, just as be was concluding bis toilet j all 
alive to-day, I suppose ? ” 

'^Eeg’lar game, sir,” replied Mr. Weller; our people’s a 
col-lecting down at tbe Town Arms, and they ’re a bollermg 
themselves hoarse already.” 

^^Ab,” said klr. Pickwick, “do they seem devoted to their 
party, Sam?” 

“ Never see such dewotion in my life, sir.” 

“Energetic, eh?” said Mr. Pickwick. 

“Uncommon,” repfied Sam; “I never see men eat and 
drmk so much afore. I wonder they a’nt afeer’d o’ bustin.” 

“That’s tbe mistaken kindness of tbe gentry here,” said 
Mr. Pickwick. 

“ Wery likely,” replied Sam, briefly. 

Fine, fresh, bearfy fellows they seem,” said Mr. Pickwick, 
glancing from tbe window. 

“Wery fresh,” repbed Sam; “me, and tbe two waiters at 
tbe Peacock, has been a pumpin’ over tbe independent woters 
as supped there last night.” 

“ Pumping over independent voters ! ” exclaimed Mr. 
Pickwick. 

“ Yes,” said bis attendant, “ every man slept vere be fell 
down ; we dragged ’em out, one by one, this momin’ and put 
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^em Tinder the pump, and they’re in reglar fine order, now. 
Shillin’ a head the committee paid for that ’ere joh.” 

Can such things he ! ” exelanned the astonished Mr, 
Pickwick. 

^'Lord Hess your heart, sir,” said Sam, why where was 
you half baptised? — ^that’s nothin’, that a’nt.” 

Nothing ? ” said Mr. Pickwick. 

“Nothin’ at all, sir,” replied his attendant. “The night 
afore the last day o’ the last election here, the opposite part}’ 
bribed the bar-maid at the Town Arms, to hocus the brandy 
and water of fourteen unpolled electors as was a stoppin’ in 
the house.” 

“ "^Vhat do you mean by ^ hocussing ’ brandy and water ? ” 
inquired Mr. Pickwick. 

“ Puttin’ laud’num in it,” replied Sam. “ Blessed if she 
didn’t send ’em all to sleep till twelve hours arter the election 
was over. They took one man up to the booth, in a truck, 
fast asleep by way of experiment, but it was no go — they 
wouldn’t poll him ; so they brought him back, and put him to 
bed again.” 

“ Strange practices, these,” said Mr. Pickwick; half speaking 
to himself, and half addressing Sam. 

“Not half so strange as a miraculous circumstance as 
happened to my own father, at an election-time, in this werr}^ 
place, sir,” rephed Sam. 

“ What was that? ” inquired hlr. Pickwick. 

“Why he drove a coach down here once,” said Sam; 
“ ’Lection time came on, and he was engaged by vun party to^ 
bring down woters from London. Night afore he was a going 
to drive up, committee on t’other side sends for him quietly, 
and away he goes vith the messenger, who shows him in ; — 
large room — ^lots of gen’l’m’n — heaps of papers, pens and ink, 
and all ihat ’ere. ‘ Ah, Mr. Weller,’ says the gen’l’m’n in 
the chair, ^glad to see you, sir; how are you?’ — ^Wery 
weh, thank ’ee, sir,’ says my father ; ^ I hope you ’re prett}’ 
middlin,’ says he. — ^ Pretty weU, thank ’ee, sir,’ says the gen’F- 
m’n ; ^ sit down, Mr. Weller — pmy sit down, sir.’ So m}" 
father sits down, and he and the genl’m’n looks wery hard at 
each other. ‘You don’t remember me?’ says the gen’Tm’n. 
— ‘ Can’t say I do,’ says my father. — ‘ Oh, I know you,’ says 
the gen’l’m’n ; ‘ know’d you wen you was a boy,’ says he. — 
‘ Wen, I don’t remember you,’ says my father. — ‘ That ’s weiy 
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odd/ says tlie gen’l’in’iL. — ^Wery/ says my fatlier. — 'You 
must liave a "bad mem’ry Mr. Weller/ says tlie geul’m’n, — 
' WeE, it is a wery bad ’uu/ says my father.—' I tbought so/ 
says the genl^m’n. So then they pours Mm out a glass of 
wine, and gammons him about Ms driving, and gets Mm into 
a reg’lar good humour, and at last shoves a twenty pound 
note in Ms hand. ' It ’s a werj bad road between tMs and 
London,’ says the genl’m’n. — ' Here and there it is a heav}" 
road,’ says my father. — ' ’SpeciaEy near the canal, I thinir,’ 
says the gen’l’m’n. — 'Hasty bit, that ’ere,’ says myfather.^ — • 
' WeE, Mr. WeEer,’ says the gen’l’m’n, ' you ’re a wery good 
wMp, and can do what you Eke with yom' horses, we know. 
We ’re aE wery fond o’ you, Mr. WeEer, so in case you should 
have an accident when you ’re a bringing these here wolers 
down, and should tip ’em over into the canal without hurtin’ 
of ’em, tMs is for yourself,’ says he. — ' Gen’l’m’n, you ’re 
wery kind,’ says my father, 'and I ’E drink your health in 
another glass of wine,’ says he ; wich he did, and then buttons 
up the money, and bows Mmself out. You wouldn’t beEeve, 
sir,” continued Sam, with a look of inexpressible impudence 
at Ms master, " that on the wery day as he came down with 
them woters, Ms coach ims upset on that ’ere wery spot, and 
ev’ry man on ’em was turned into the canal.” 

" And got out again ? ” inquired Mr Pickwick, hastEy. 

" Why,” repEed Sam, very slowly, " I rather think one old 
gen’l’m’n was missin’ ; I know Ms hat was found, but I ain’t 
quite certain whether Ms head was in it or not. But what I 
look at, is the hex-traordinary, and wonderful coincidence, 
^that axter what that gen’l’m’n said, my father’s coach should 
be upset in that wery place, and on that wery day ! ” 

" It is no doubt a very extraordinary circumstance indeed,” 
said Mr. Pickwick. " But brush my hat, Sam, for I hear 
Mr. Winkle callmg me to breakfast.” 

With these words Elr. Pickwick descended to the parlour, 
where he found breakfast laid, and the famEy already assem- 
bled. The meal was hastEy despatched ; each of the genEe- 
men’s hats was decorated with an enormous blue favour, made 
up by the fair hands of Mrs. Pott herseE; and as Mr. Winkle 
had undertaken to escort that lady to a house top, in the 
immediate vicinity of the hnstings, Mr. Pickwick and Mr. Pott 
repaired alone to the Town Arms, from the hack window of 
wMch, one of Mr.^ Slmnkey’ s committee was addressing six 
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small boys, and one girl, •wbom be dignified, at every second 
sentence, witb tbe imposing title of men of EatansmO.,^^ 
whereat the six small boys aforesaid cheered prodigiously. 

The stable-yard exhibited -unequivocal symptoms of the glory 
and strength of the EatanswiU Bines. There was a regular 
army of blue fiags, some with one handle, and some with two, 
exhibiting appropriate devices, in golden characters four feet 
liigh, and stout in proportion. There was a grand band of 
trumpets, bassoons and drums, marshalled four abreast, and 
earning their money, if ever men did, especially the drum 
beaters, who were very muscular. There were bodies of con- 
stables with blue staves, twenty committee-men with blue 
scarfs, and a mob of voters with blue cockades. There were 
electors on horseback, and electors a-foot. There was an open 
carriage and four, for the honourable Samuel Slumkey ; and 
there were four carriages and pair, for his friends and sup- 
porters : and the flags were rustling, and the band was 
playing, and the constables were swearing, and the tv'ent}' 
committee-men were squabbling, and the mob were shouting, 
and the horses were backing, and the post-boys perspiriag ; 
and everybody, and everything, then and there assembled, 
was for the special use, behoof, honour, and renown, of the 
honourable Samuel Slumkey, of Slumkey Hall, one of the 
candidates for the representation of the Borongh of Eatans- 
will, in the Commons House of Parliament of the United 
Kingdom. 

Loud and long were the cheers, and mighty was the rustling 
of one of the blue flags, with Liberty of the Press ” inscribed 
thereon, when the sandy head of Mr. Pott was discerned in 
one of the windows, hy the moh beneath ; and tremendous 
was the enthusiasm when the honourable Samuel Slumkey 
himself, ia top boots, and a blue neckerchief, advanced and 
seized the hand of the said Pott, and melodramatically testified 
by gestures to the crowd, his ineffaceable obligations to the 
EatanswiH Gazette. 

Is everything ready ? ” said the honourable Samuel 
Slumkey to Mr. Perker. 

E\ {Y\ r *i"2 my dear sir,” was the little man’s reply. 

been omitted, I hope ? ” said the honourable 

Samuel Slumkey. 

Nothing has been left undone, my dear sir — ^nothing 
whatever. There are twenty washed men at the street door 
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for you to shake hands with ; and six children in arms that 
you’re to pat on the head, and inquire the age of ; he par- 
ticular about the children, my dear sir, — ^it has always a great 
effect, that sort of thing.” 

I ’H take care,” said the honourable Samuel Slumkey. 

And, perhaps, my dear sir — said the cautious little man, 
perhaps if you could — don’t mean to say it ’s indispensable 
— ^but if you could manage to kiss one of ’em, it would produce 
a very gi’^eat impression on the crowd.’’ 

“Wouldn’t it have as good an effect if the proposer or 
seconder did that ? ” said the honourable Samuel Slumkey. 

“Why, I am affaid it wouldn’t,” replied the agent ; “ if it 
were done by yom'self, my dear sir, I think it would make 
you very popular.” 

“ Very well,” said the honourable Samuel Slumkey, with a 
resigned air, “ then it must be done. That ’s all.” 

“ Arrange the procession,” cried the twenty committee-men. 

Amidst the cheers of the assembled throng, the band, and 
the constables, and the committee-men, and the voters, and the 
horsemen, and the carriages, took them places — each of the 
two-horse vohiv Ics hriug closely packed, with as many gentlemen 
as could manage to stand upright, in it ; and that assigned to 
Mr. Perker, containing Mr. Pickwick, Mr. Tupman, Mr. Snod- 
grass, and about half a dozen of the committee beside. 

There was a moment of awful suspense as the procession 
waited for the honourable Samnel Slumkey to step into his 
carriage. Suddenly the crowd set up a great cheering. 

“ He has come out,” said little Mr. Perker, greatly excited ; 
the more so as their position did not enable them to see what 
was going forward. 

Another cheer, much louder. 

“ He has shaken hands with the men,” cried the Httle agent. 

Another cheer, far more vehement. 

“He has patted the babies on the head,” said Mr. Perker, 
trembling with anxiety. 

A roar of applause that rent the air. 

“ He has liisscd one of ’em ! ” exclaimed the delighted 
little man. * 

A second roar. 

“ He has kissed another,” gasped the excited manager. 

A third roar. 

“ He ’s kissing ’em all ! ” screamed the enthusiastic little 
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gentleman. And, hailed by tho deafening shouts of the mnlti- 
tnde, tlie procession moYed on. 

How or by -what means it became mixed up Yitb the other 
procession, and how it was eyer extricated from the confasion 
consequent thereupon, is more than we can undertake to de- 
scribe, inasmuch as Mr. Pickwick’s hat was Imocked over hi? 
eyes, nose, and mouth, by one poke of a Buff ffag-staff, vein* 
early in the proceedings. He describes himself as being sur- 
rounded on every side, when he could catch a glimpse of the 
scene, by angry and ferocious countenances, by a vast cloud of 
dust, and by a dense crowd of combatants. He represents 
himself as being forced jffom the carriage hy some unseen 
power, and being personally engaged in a pugilistic encounter ; 
but with whom, or how, or why, he is wholly imable to state. 
He then felt himseK forced up some wooden steps by the 
persons from behind : and on removing his hat, found himself 
surrounded hy his friends, in the very front of the left-hand 
side of the hustings. The right was reserved for the Bufr 
party, and the centre for the mayor and his officers ; one of 
whom — ^the fat crier of Eatanswill — ^was ringing an enormous 
beH, hy way of commanding silence, while Mr. Horatio Fizhin^ 
and the honourable Samuel Slumkey, with their hands upon 
their hearts, were bowing with the utmost affahility to the 
troubled sea of heads that inundated the open space ia front ; 
and from whence arose a storm of groans, and shouts, and 
yells, and hootiugs, that would have done honour to an 
earthquake. 

There ’s Winkle,” said Mr. Tupman, puILiiig his friend by 
the sleeve. 

Where?” said Mr. Pickwick, puttiag on his rpoctaclc^. 
which he had fortunately kept in his pocket hitherto. 

There,” said IMr. Tupman, the top of that house” 
And there, sure enough, in the leaden gutter of a tiled roof, 
were Mr. Winkle and Mrs. Pott, comfortably seated in a 
couple of chairs, wavmg their handkerchiefs in token of 
w-ognirco — ji compliment which hfr. Pickwick returned by 
• A-li.g liis Lciiid to the lady. 

The proceedings had not yet commenced j and as an inactive 
crowd is generally disposed to he jocose, this very innocent 
action was sufficient to awaken their faeetiousness. 

‘^Oh you wicked old rascal,” cried one voiee^ “looking 
arter the girls, are you ?” 
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Oil you wenerable sinner,’’ cried another. 

Putting on Ms spectacles to look at a married ’oonian ! 
said a third. 

'' I see Mm a milkin’ at her, with his wicked old eye/’ 
shouted a fourth. 

Look arter your wife, Pott,” bellowed a fifth ; — and then 
there was a roar of laughter. 

As these taiuits w^ere accompanied with invidious compari- 
sons between Mr. Pickwick and an aged ram, and several 
ivitticisms of the like nature ; and as they moreover rather 
tended to convey reflections upon the honour of' an innocent 
lady, Mr. Pickwick’s indignation was excessive/ hut. as silence 
was proclaimed at the moment, he contented himself hy 
scorcliing the mob with a look of pity for their misguided 
minds, at wMeh they laughed more boisterously than ever. 

Silence !” roared the mayor’s attendants. 

'WliiOhi, proclaim silence,” said the mayor, with an air of 
pomp befitting his lofty station In obedience to tMs com- 
mand the crier performed another concerto on the hell, where- 
upon a gentleman in the crowd called out muffins/’ wMch 
occasioned another laugh. 

“ Gentlemen,” said the mayor, at as loud a pitch as he 
could possibly force liis voice to, — Gentlemen. Brother 
electors of the Borough of Eatanswill. We arc met here to- 
day, for the purpose of choosing a representative in the room 
of our late — ” 

Here the mayor was interrupted by a voice iu the crowd. 

Suc-cess to the mayor!” cried the voice, and may he 
never desert the nail and sarspan business, as he got Ms 
money hy.” 

TMs allusion to the professional pursuits of the orator was 
received with a storm of dehght, wMch, with a hell accom- 
paniment, rendered the remainder of Ms speech inaudible, 
■with the exception of the concluding sentence, in wMch he 
thanked the meeting for the patient attention with which they 
had heard biTn tliroughout, — an expression of gratitude wMch 
eheited another hurst of mirth, of about a quarter of an hour’s 
duration. 

Next, a tall thin gentleman, in a very stiff white necker- 
cMef, after being repeatedly desired by the crowd to send a 
boy home, to ask whether he hadn’t left Ms woice under the 
piUow,” begged to nominate a fit and proper person to xepre- 
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sent tKem in Parliament, And wlien lie said it ^as Horatio 
EizMn, Esquire, of Pizkin Lodge, near Eatansmll, tlie 
Fizkinites applauded, and tlie Slimikeyites groaned, so long 
and so londly, tliat botli lie and fhe seconder miglit have snag 
comic songs in lien of spealdng, without anybody’s being a bit 
the wiser. 

The friends of Horatio FizMn, Esquire, having had their 
innings, a little choleric, pink-faced man stood forward to 
propose another fit and proper person to represent the electors 
of Eatanswill in Parliament ; and very swimmingly the pink- 
faced gentleman would have got on, if he had not been rather 
too choleric to entertain a snfiSlcient perception of the fan of 
the crowd. But after a very few sentences of figurative 
eloquence, the piak-faced gentleman got from denoimcing those 
who interrupted him in the mob, to exchanging defiances witli 
the gentlemen on the hustings; whereupon arose an uproar 
which reduced him to the necessity of expressiag his feelings 
by serious pantomime, which he id, and then left the stage 
to his seconder, who delivered a written speech of half an 
hour’s length, and wouldn’t be stopped, because he had sent it 
all to the Eatanswill Gazette, and the Eatanswill Gazette had 
already printed it, every word. 

Then Horatio Eizkin, Esquire, of FizHn Lodge, near 
Eatanswill, presented himseh for the i)urpose of addressing 
the electors ; which he no sooner did, than the hand employed 
by the honourable Samuel Slumkey, commenced performing 
with a power to which their strength in the morning was a 
trifie; in return for which, the Buff crowd belaboured the 
heads and shoulders of the Blue crowd ; on which the Blue 
crowd endeavoured to dispossess themselves of their 'very 
unpleasant neighbours the Buff crowd ; and a scene of strug- 
gling, and pushing, and fighting, succeeded, to which we can 
no more do justice than the mayor could, although he issued 
imperative orders to twelve constables to seize the ring-leaders, 
who might amount in number to two hundred and fifty, or 
thereabouts. At all these eucoxxnters, Horatio Fizkm, Es- 
quire, of Fizkin Lodge, aud his friends, waxed fierce and 
furious; until at last Horatio Fizkm, Esquire, of Fizkin 
Lodge, begged to ask his opponent the honourable Samuel 
Slumkey, of Slumkey Hall, whether that baud played by his 
consent; which question the honourable Samuel Slumkey 
declining to answer, Horatio Fizkin, Esquire, of Fizkin Lodge, 
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shook Ms fist in the eountenaiLce of the honoui’able Samuel 
Slnmkey, of Slmokey Hall,* upon wMch the liononrahle 
Samuel Slumkey, Ms blood being up, defied Ploratio FizMn, 
Esqidre, to mortal combat. At tMs -violation of ah kno-wn 
rules and precedents of order, -the mayor commanded another 
fantasia on the bell, and declared that he would bring before 
Mmself, both Horatio Fizkin, Esquire, of Fizkin Lodge, and 
the honourable Samuel Slumkey, of Slumkey Hall, and bind 
them over to keep the peace. Upon tMs terrific denunciation, 
the supporters of the two candidates interfered, and after the 
ftiends of each party had quarrelled in pairs for three-quarters 
of an hour, Horatio Fi2kin, Esquire, touched Ms hat to the 
honourable Samuel Slumkey : the honourable Samuel Slumkey 
touched Ms to Horatio Fizkin, Esquire : the hand was stopped : 
the crowd were partially quieted: and Horatio Fizkin, Es- 
quire, was permitted to proceed. 

The speeches of the two candidates, though differing in every 
other respect, afforded a beautiful tribute to the merit and 
Mgh worth of the electors of Eatanswill. Both expressed 
their opinion that a more independent, a more enlightened, 
a more public-spirited, a more noble-minded, a more disin- 
terested set of men than those who had promised to vote for 
him, never existed on earth ; each darHy hinted Ms suspicions 
that the electors in the opposite interest had certain swinish 
and besotted infirmities wMeh rendered them unfit for the 
exercise of the important duties they were called upon to dis- 
charge. Fizkin expressed his readiness to do an3rtMng he was 
wanted ; Slumkey, Ms determination to do nothing that was 
asked of Mm. Both said that the trade, the manufactures, 
the commerce, the prosperity, of Eatansvdll, would ever be 
dearer to their hearts than any eartMy object ; and each had 
it in his power to state, with the utmost confidence, that he 
was the man who wcnld eventually be returned. 

There vras a show of hands j the mayor decided in favour 
of the honourable Samuel Slumkey, of Slumkey Hall, Horatio 
Fizkin, Esquire, of Fizkm Lodge, demanded a poU, and a poll 
was fixed accordingly. Then a vote of thanks was moved to 
the mayor for Ms able conduct in the chair ; and the mayor 
devoutly wishing that he had had a chair to display Ms able 
conduct in (for he had been standing dxning -the whole 
proceeding) returned thanks. The processions re-formed, the 
carriages rolled slowly through the crowd, and hs members 
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sereeclied and slionted after them as tlieir feelings or caprice 
dictated. 

During tlie wliole time of the polling, tke toTO was in a 
perpetnal fever of excitement. Everytliing was conducted on 
tlie most lil3eral and deliglitfiil scale. ExciseaTble articles 
were remarkably cheap at all the pubhc-liouses ; and spring 
vans paraded the streets for the accommodation of voters who 
were seized with any temporary dizziness in the head — an 
epidemic which prevailed among the electors, during the 
contest, to a most alarming extent, and under the influence 
of which they might ftequently be seen lying on the pave- 
ments in a state of utter insensibility. A small body of 
electors remained unpoUed on the very last day. They were 
calculating and reflecting persons, who had not yet been con- 
vinced by the arguments of either pariy, although they had 
had frequent conferences vith each. One hoim before the 
close of the poll, Mr. Perker solicited the honour of a private 
interview with these intelligent, these noble, these patriotic 
men. It was granted. His aig'.U'i.nt^ were brief, but satis- 
factory. They went in a body to the poll ; and when they 
returned, the honourable Samuel Slumkey, of Slumkey Hall, 
was returned also. 
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CHAPTER XIV. 

OOMPRISIKG A BRIEF BESCRlPTIOiST OF THE COMPANY AT THE PEACOCK 
ASSEMBLED ; AND A TALE TOLD BY A BAGMAN. 

It is pleasant to turn from contemplating the strife and 
turmoil of political existence to the peaceful repose of private 
life. Although in reality no great partisan of either side, 
Air. Pickwick was sufficiently fired with Air. Pott’s enthusiasm 
to apply his whole time and attention to tl ' t of 

which the last chapter affords a description ' j. ■ ' his 

own memoranda. Nor while he was thus occupied was Air. 
AVinMe idle, his whole time being devoted to pleasant walks 
and short country excursions with Airs. Pott, who never failed, 
when such an opportunity presented itself, to seek some relief 
ffiom the tedious monotony she so constantly complained of. 
The two gentlemen being thus completely domesticated in the 
Editor’s house, Air. Tupman and Air. Snodgrass were in a great 
measure cast upon their own resources. Taking hut little 
interest in public affairs, they beguiled their time chiefly with 
such amusements as the Peacock afforded, which were limited 
to a bagatelle-board in the first floor, and a sequestered skittLe- 
ground in the hack yard. In the science and nicety of both 
these recreations, which are far more abstruse than ordinary 
men suppose, they were gradually initiated hy Air. A¥eller, 
who possessed a perfect Imowledge of such pastimes. Thus, 
notwit listancling that the}^ were in a great measure deprived of 
the comfort aud advantage of Air. Pickwick’s society, they 
were still enabled to beguile the time, and to prevent its 
hanging heavily on their hands. 

It was in the evening, however, that the Peacock presented 
attractions which enabled the two friends to resist even the 
invitations of the gifted, though prosy, Pott. It was in the 
evening that the commercial room was filled ^\ith a social 
circle, whose characters and manners it was the delight of 
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Mr. Tupman to olDserve ; wliose sajings and doings it was tlie 
habit of Mr. Snodgrass to note down. 

Most people know what sort of places commercial rooms 
nsnalLy are. That of the Peacock differed in no material 
respect from the generality of such apartments : that is to 
say, it was a large bare-looking room, the furniture of which 
had no doubt been better when it was newer, with a spacious 
table in the centre, and a variety of smaller dittos in the 
corners : an extensive assortment of variously shaped chairs, 
and an old Turkey carpet, bearing about the same relative pro- 
portion to the size of the room as a lad/s pocket-handkerchief 
might to the floor of a watch-box. The walls were garnished 
with one or two large maps ; and several weather-beaten 
rough great coats, with complicated capes, dangled from a 
long row of pegs in one comer. The mantel-shelf was orna- 
mented with a wooden inkstand, containing one stump of a 
pen and half a wafer : a road-hook and directory : a county 
history, minus the cover : and the mortal remains of a trout 
in a glass coffin. The atmosphere was redolent of tobacco- 
smoke, the fumes of which had communicated a rather ding^^ 
hue to the whole room, and more especially to the dusty red 
Giutains which shaded the windows. On the sideboard, a 
variety of miscellaneous articles were huddled together, the 
most conspicuous of which were some very cloudy fish-sauce 
cruets, a couple of driving-boxes, two or three whips, and as 
many travelling shawls, a tray of knives and forks, and the 
mustard. 

Here it was that Mr. Tupman and Mr. Snodgrass were 
seated on the evening after the conclusion of the election, with 
several other temporary inmates of the house, smoking and 
drinking. 

WeR, gents,” said a stout, hale personage of about forty, 
with only one eye — a very bright black eye, which twinkled 
mth a roguish expression of fan and good humour ; “ oiu* 
noble selves, gents. I always propose that toast to the 
company, and drink Mary to myself. Eh, Mary ! ” 

“Get along with you, you wi'eteh,” said the hand-maiden, 
obviously not ill pleased with coinplii'a u,. however. 

“ Don’t go away, Mary,” said the black-eyed man. 

“ Let me alone, imperence,” said the young lady. 

Never mind,” said the one-eyed man, calling after the 
girl as she left the room j “ I ’ll step out by and by, Mary. 
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Keep youi’ spirits up, dear,’’ Here lie -vrerLt tiiroxigli tlie not 
very difficult process of rnnking upon tlie company witli Ms 
solitary eye, to tlie entliusiastic deliglit of an elderly personage 
mth. a dirty face and a clay pipe. 

Rum creeters is women,” said tlie dirty-faced man, after 
a pause. 

Ah., no mistake about that,” said a very red-faced man, 
beMnd a cigar. 

After tMs Httle bit of philosophy, there was another pause. 

There’s rummer things than women in tMs world though, 
mind you,” said the man with the black eye, slowly ffiling a 
lax'ge Dutch pipe, mth a most capacious bowl. 

Are you married ? ” inquired the dirty-faced man. 

Can’t say I am.” 

thought not.” Here the dirty-faced man fell into 
ecstasies of mirth at Ms own retort, in wMeh he was joined 
by a man of bland voice and placid countenance, who always 
made it a point to agree with everybody. 

Women, after gentlemen,” said the enthusiastic Mr. 
Snodgrass, ^^axe the great props and comforts of our existence.” 

So they are,” said the placid gentleman. 

“ When they ’re in a good humour,” interposed the dirty- 
faced man. 

And that ’s very true,” said the placid one. 

I repudiate that qualification,” said Air. Snodgrass, whose 
thoughts were fast reverting to Emily Wardle. I repudiate 
it with disdain — wdth indignation. Show me the man who 
says anything against women, as women, and I boldly declare 
he is not a man.” And Mr. Snodgrass took Ms cigar from 
his mouth, and struck the table violently with Ms clenched 
fist. ^ 

That ’s good sound argument,” said tlie placid man. 

Containing a position wMch I deny,” interrupted ho of 
the dirty countenance. 

And there ’s certainly a very great deal of truth in what 
you observe, too, sir,” said the placid gentleman. 

“ Your health, sir,” said the bagman with the lonely eye, 
bestowing an approving iicd on Mr. Snodgrass. 

Mr. Snodgrass acknowledged the compliment. 

I always like to hear a good argument,” continued the 
bagman, *■ a sharp oue like tMs ; it ’s very improving : hut 
tMs iittLe argument about women brought to my mind a story 
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I iiaye heml an old niicle of mine teU, tlie recollection of 
wMcli, just no-w, made me say tHere were mnmier tMags tlian 
women to Le met witK sometimes.” 

I should like to hear that same story,” said the red-faced 
man with the cigar. 

'' Should you ? ” was the only reply of the bagman, who 
continued to smoke with great yehemenee. 

So should I,” said Mr. Tupman, speaking for the &st 
time. He was always amdous to increase his stock of 
experience. 

Should tjou? Well, then, FH teh it Ho, I wodt. 
I know you won’t believe it,” said the man with tho roguish 
eye, maki n g that organ look more roguish than ever. 

If you say it ’s true, of course I shall,” said Mr. Tupman. 

^^WeU, upon that imderstanding, I’ll tell it,” replied the 
traveller. Did you ever hear of the great eommereial house 
of Bilson and Slum ? But it does n’t matter though, whether 
you did or not, because they retired from business long since. 
It ’s eighty years ago since the circumstance happened to a 
traveller for that house, but he was a particular Mend of my 
uncle’s,* and my uncle told the story to me. It’s a c^iieer 
name ; hut he used to call it 


THE BAGMAN’S STOBY, 

and he used to tell it, something in this way. 

One winter’s evening, about five o’clock, just as it began 
to grow dusk, a man in a gig might have been seen urging 
Ms tired horse along the roadwMeh leads across Marlborough 
Downs, in the direction of Bristol. I say he might have been 
seen, and I have no doubt he would have been, if anybody 
but a blind man had happened to pass ihat way ; hut the 
weather was so bad, and the night so cold and wet, that 
nothing was out but the water, and so the traveller jogged 
along in the middle of the road, lonesome and dreary enough. 
If any bagman of that day could have caught sight of the 
little neck-or-nothing sort of gig, with a elay-coloui'ed body 
and red wheels, and the vixenish ill-tempered, fast-going bay 
mare, that looked like a cross between a butcher’s horse and a 
twopenny post-office pony, he would have known at once, 
that this travelle?r could have been no other than Tom Smart, 
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of tiie great liouse of Bilson and Slum, Cateaton Street, City. 
However, as tHere was no Uagman to look on, nobody knew 
anytliing at all about tbe matter ; and so Tom Smart and bis 
day-coloured gig with tbe red wheels, and tbe vixenisb mare 
with, tbe fast pace, went on togetker, keeping tbe secret 
among them : and nobody was a bit tbe wiser. 

There are many pleasanter places even in this dreary 
world, tban Marlborough Downs when it blows bard ; and if 
you throw in beside, a gloomy winter’s evening, a miry and 
sloppy road, and a pelting fall of heavy rain, and tiy tbe 
effect, by way of experiment, in your own proper person, you 
win experience tbe full force of tliis observation. 

^^Tbe wind blew — ^not up tbe road or down it, though 
that’s bad enough, but sheer across it, sending the rain 
slanting down Hke the lines they used to rule in the copy- 
books at school, to make the boys slope well. For a moment 
it would die away, and the traveller would begin to delude 
himself into the belief that, exhausted with its previous 
fury, it had quietly laid itself down to rest, when whoo ! 
he would hear it growling and whistling in the distance, 
and on it would come rushing over the bill-tops, and sweeping 
along the plain, gathering sound and strength as it drew 
nearer, until it dashed with a heavy gust against horse and 
man, driving the sharp rain into their ears, and its cold damp 
breath into their very bones ,* and past them it would scour, 
far, far away, with a stunning roar, as if in ridicule of theii* 
weakness, and triumphant in the consciousness of its own 
strength and power. 

The bay mare splashed away, through the mud and water, 
with drooping ears : now and then tossing her head as if to 
express her disgust at this very ungentlemanly behaviour of 
the elements, i)ut keeping a good pace notwithstanding, nntil 
a gust of w'ind, more furious than any that had yet assailed 
them, caused her to stop suddenly, and plant her foiu? feet 
jlirmly against the ground, to prevent her being blown over. 
It’s a special mercy that she did this, for if she 7iad been 
blown over, the vixenish mare was so light, and the gig was 
so light, and Tom Smart such a light weight into the hargain, 
that they must infaUihly have all gone rolling over and over 
together, until they reached the confines of earth, or until the 
wind fell j and in either ease the prohahHity is, that neither 
the vixenish mare, nor the clay-coloured gig with the red 
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wlieels, nor Tom Smart, would ever Have Been fit for service 
again. 

Well, damn my straps and wMskers/ says Tom Smart, 
(Tom sometimes liad an unpleasant knack of swearing), ^ Damn 
my straps and wMskers/ says Tom, ^ if tMs ain’t pleasant, 
Mow me ! ’ 

You’ll very likely ask me, wKy, as Tom Smart had keen 
pretty well blown already, he expressed this wish to be sub- 
mitted to the same process again. I can’t say — all I know is, 
that Tom Smart said so — or at least he always told my uncle 
he said so, and it ’s just the same thing. 

^ Blow me,’ says Tom Smart ; and the mare neighed as if 
she were precisely of the same opinion. 

^ Cheer up, old girl,’ said Tom, patting the bay mare on 
the neck with the end of Ms wMp. ‘ It won’t do pushing on, 
such a night as tMs ; the first house we come to we ’ll put up 
at, so the faster you go the sooner it ’s over. Soho, old girl — 
gently— gently.’ 

Whether the vixenish mare was sufficiently well acquainted 
with the tones of Tom’s voice to comprehend Ms meaning, or 
whether she found it colder standing stih than moving on, of 
course I can’t say. But I can say that Tom had no sooner 
finished speaking, than she pricked up her ears, and started 
forward at a speed wMch made the clay-coloured gig rattle 
till you would have supposed every one of the red spokes was 
goiag to fly out on the turf of Marlborough Downs j and even 
Tom, wMp as he was, couldn’t stop or check her pace, until 
she drew up, of her own accord, before a road-side inn on the 
right-hand side of the way, about baif a quarter of a mile 
from tbe end of the Downs. 

Tom cast a hasty glance at the upper part of the house as 
he threw the reins to the hostler, and stuck the wMp in the 
box. It was a strange old place, built of a kind of shingle, 
inlaid, as it were, with cross-beams, with gable-topped, 
windows projecting completely over the pathway, and a low 
door with a dark porch, and a couple of steep steps leading 
down into the honse, instead of the modem fasMon of half a 
dozen shallow ones, leadiag up to it. It was a comfortable- 
looking place though, for there was a strong cheerfol light in 
the bar-window, wMch shed a bright ray across the road, and 
even lighted up the hedge on the other side ; and there was a 
red flickering light in the opposite window, one moment but 
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faintly discernible, and tbe next gleaming strongfy tlirongli 
tke (i’awn curtains, -wMcli intonated that a rousing fire was 
blazing witliin. Marldng these little eyidences with the eye 
of an experienced traveller, Tom dismounted Trith as much 
agility as his half-frozen limbs would permit, and entered the 
house. 

In less than five minutes^ time, Tom was ensconced in the 
room opposite the bar — the very room where he had imagined 
the fire blazing — ^before a substantial matter-of-fact roaring 
fire, composed of something short of a bushel of coals, and 
wood enough to make half a dozen decent gooseberry-bushes, 
piled half way up the chimney, and roaring and crackling 
with a sound that of itself would have warmed the heart of 
any reasonable man. This was comfortable, but this was not 
ah, for a smartly dressed girl, with a bright eye and a neat 
ancle, was laying a very clean white cloth on the table ; and 
as Tom sat with his slippered feet on the fender, and his back 
to the open door, he saw a charming prospect of the bar 
refiected in the glass over the chimney-piece, 'with delightfcd 
rows of green bottles and gold labels, together with jars of 
pickles and preserves, and cheeses and boiled hams, and 
rounds of beef, arranged on shelves in the most tempting and 
delicious array. Well, this was comfortable too ; but even 
this was not all — ^for in the bar, seated at tea at the nicest 
possible little table, drawn close up before the brightest possible 
little fire, was a buxom widow of somewhere about eight and 
forty or thereabouts, with a face as comfortable as the bar, 
who was evidently the landlady of the house, and the supreme 
ruler over all these agreeable possessions. There was only- 
one drawback to the beauty of the whole picture, and that was 
a tall man — a very tah man — in a brown coat and bright 
basket buttons, and black whiskers, and wavy black hair, who 
was seated at tea -witli the widow, and who it required no 
great penetration to discover was in a fair way of persuading 
her to be a widow no longer, but to confer upon Mm the 
privilege of sitting do-vm in that bar, for and during the whole 
xema'bider of the term of Ms natural life. 

Tom Smart was by no means of an irritable or envious 
diq)Osition, but somehow or other the tall man with the brown 
coat and the bright basket buttons did rouse what little gall 
he had in Ms composition, and did make Mm feel extremely^ 
indignant: the more especially as he could^ now and then 
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observe; from Ms seat before tke glass, certain little affec- 
tionate familiarities passing between tbe tall man and tbe 
widow, wMcb snffieiently denoted that the tall man was as 
Mgh in favour as he was in size. Tom was fond of hot punch 
— I may venture to say he was vei-y fond of hot punch — and 
after he had seen the vixenish mare well fed and w^ell littered 
down, and had eaten every hit of the nice Httle hot dinner 
wMch the widow tossed np for him with her own hands, he 
just ordered a tumbler of it, by way of experiment. Isow, ii‘ 
there was one thing in the whole range of domestic art, wliich 
the widow could manufacture better than another, it was tM& 
identical article j and the first tumbler was adapted to Tom 
Smart’s taste with such peculiar nicety, that he ordered a 
second with the least possible delay. Hot punch is a pleasant 
thing, gentlemen — an extremely pleasant thing under any cir- 
cumstances — ^but in that snug old parlour, before the roaring 
fire, with the wind blowing outside till every timber in the old 
house creaked again, Tom Smart found it perfectly delightful. 
He ordered another tumbler, and then another — I am not 
quite certain whether he didn't order another after that — ^iDut 
the more he drank of the hot punch, the more he thought of 
the tall man. 

‘ Confound Ms impudence ! ’ said Tom to liimseH, ' what 
business has he in that snug bar ? Such an ugly villain too ! ’ 
said Tom. ^If the widow had any taste, she might surely 
pick up some better feUow than that.’ Here Tom’s eye wan- 
dered from the glass on the chimney-pieco, to the glass on the 
table ; and as he felt himself becoming gradually sentimental, 
he emptied the fourth tumbler of punch and ordered a fifth. 

. Tom Smart, gentlemen, had always been very much 
attached to the puhhc line. It had long been Ms ambition to 
stand in a bar of Ms own, in a green coat, knee-cords, and 
tops. He had a great notion of taking the chair at convivial 
dinners, and he had often thought how well he could preside 
in a room of Ms own in the talking way, and what a capital 
example he could set to Ms customers in the drinking depart- 
ment. All these things passed rapidly through Tom’s mind 
he s<d drinking the hot punch by the roaring fire, and he 
''eh very jii-d}- and properly indignant that the tall man should 
be in a fair way of keeping such an excellent house, while he, 
Tom Smart, was as far off from it as ever. So, after deh- 
berating over the two last tumblers, whether he hadn’t a 
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perfect riglit to pick a quarrel with, the tall man for liaving 
contrived to get into the good graces of tlie kuxom widow, 
Tom Smart at last arrived at tke satisfactory conclusion tliat 
lie was a very iil-used and persecuted individual, and dad 
detter go to hed. 

Up a wide and ancient staircase the smart girl preceded 
Tom, shading the chamber candle with her hand, to protect it 
&om the currents of air which in such a rambling old place 
might have found plenty of room to disport themselves in, 
without blowing the candle out, but which did blow it out 
nevertheless ; thus affording Tom’s enemies an opportunity of 
asserting that it was he, and not the wind, who e.\;iu;,in‘-]jod 
the candle, and that while he pretended to be blowing it a- 
light again, he was in fact kissing the girl. Be this as it 
may, another light was obtained, and Tom was conducted 
through a maze of rooms, and a labyrinth of passages, to the 
apartment which had been prepared for his reception, where 
the girl bade him good night, and left him alone. 

'^It was a good large room with big closets, and a bed 
which might have served for a whole boarding-school, to say 
nothing of a couple of oaken presses that would have held the 
baggage of a small army ; but what struck Tom’s fancy most, 
was a strange, grim-lookiog, high-backed chair, carved in the 
most fantastic manner, with a flowered damask cushion, and 
the round knobs at the bottom of the legs carefully tied up in 
red cloth, as if it had got the gout in its toes. Of any other 
queer chair, Tom would only have thought it was a queer 
chair, and there would have been an end of the matter ; but 
there was something about this particular chair, and yet he 
couldn’t tell what it was, so odd and so unlike any other piece 
of fdmiture he had ever seen, that it seemed to fascinate him. 
He sat down before the fire, and stared at the old chair for 
half an hour ; — ^Deuce take the chair, it was such a strange 
old thing, he couldn’t take his eyes off it. 

^Well,’ said Tom, slowly undressing himself, and staring 
at the old chair all the while, which stood with a mysterious 
aspect by the bedside, ^ I never saw such a rum concern as that 
in my days. Very odd,’ said Tom, who had got rather sage with 
the hot punch, ^ Very odd.’ Tom shook his head with an air 
of profound wisdom, and looked at the chair again. He 
couldn’t make anything of it though; so he got into bed, 
covered bimseK up warm, and fell asleep. 
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In about balf an bour, Tom woke up^ with a starts from 
a confused dxeam of tall men and tumblers of puncb : and 
tbe first object tbat presented itself to bis waking imagination 
was tbe queer cbafr. 

' I won’t look at it any more/ said Tom to bimself, and 
be squeezed bis eyelids together, and tried, to persuade bimself 
be was going to sleep again. No use ; nothing but queer 
chairs danced before bis eyes, kicking up their legs, jumping 
over each other’s backs, and playing all kinds of antics. 

‘ I may as well see one real chair, as two or three com- 
plete sets of false ones,’ said Tom, bringiag out bis bead from 
under tbe bed-clothes. There it was, plainly discernible by 
tbe Hgbt of tbe fire, looking as provoking as ever. 

Tom gazed at tbe chair ,* and, suddenly as be looked at 
it, a most extraordinary change seemed to come over it. Tbe 
carving of tbe back gradually assumed the bneaments and 
expression of an old, shrivelled human face; tbe damask 
cushion became an antique, flapped waistcoat j tbe round 
knobs grew into a couple of feet, encased in red-cloth slippers ; 
and tbe whole chair looked like a very ugly old man, of tbe 
previous century, with bis arms a-kimbo. Tom sat up in bed, 
and rubbed bis eyes to dispel tbe iUusion. No. Tbe chair 
was an ugly old gentleman j and what was more, be was 
winking at Tom Smart. 

Tom was naturally a headlong careless soit of dog, and 
he had had five tumblers of hot punch into tbe bargain ,* so, 
although be was a bttle startled at first, be began to grow 
rather ! v I'-'u be saw tbe old gentleman winking and 

leering at him which such an impudent air. At length be 
resolved that he wouldn’t stand it ,* and as tbe old face stOl 
kept winking away as fast as ever, Tom said, in a very angry 
tone — 

^ What the devil are you winking at me for ? ’ 

^ Because I like it, Tom Smart,’ said tbe chair ; or tbe old 
gentleman, whichever you Hke to call him. He stopped 
winking though, when Tom spoke, and began grinning Hke a 
superannuated monkey. 

' How do you faow my name, old nut-cracker face ! ’ 
inquired Tom Smart, rather staggered ; — ^though be pretended 
to carry it off so web. 

“ ^Come, come Tom,’ said the old gentleman, ^that’s not 
tbe way to address solid Spanish Mahogany. Dam’me, you 
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couldn’t treat me -witli less respect if I was veneered.’ Wlien 
tlie old gentleman said tHs, lie looked so fierce that Tom 
began to grow fiigbtened. 

‘ I didn’t mean to treat yon with, any disrespect, sir/ said 
Tom ; in a mucb bumbler tone than he had spoken in at first. 

‘Well, well/ said the old fellow, perhaps not — ^perhaps 
not. Tom — 

« ^ Sir—’ 

know every thing about yon, Tom; everything. 
Yon ’re very poor Tom.’ 

“ ^ I certainly am/ said Tom Smart. ‘ But how came yon 
to know that?’ 

Never mind that/ said the old gentleman ; ^ you’re much 
too fond of punch, Tom.’ 

^'Tom Smart was just on the point of protesting that he 
hadn’t tasted a drop since his last birth-day, but when his 
eye encountered that of the old gentleman, he looked so 
Imowing that Tom blushed, and was silent. 

^‘‘Tom,’ said the old gmllerrijn, ^the widow’s a fine 
woman — ^remarkably fine woman — eh, Tom ? ’ Here the old 
fellow screwed up his eyes, cocked up one of his wasted little 
legs, and looked altogether so unpleasantly amorous, that 
Tom was quite disgusted with the levity of his behaviour ; — 
at his time of life, too I 

‘ I am her guardian, Tom,’ said the old gentleman, 

‘ Are you ? ’ inquired Tom Smart. 

'' ^ I knew her mother, Tom,’ said the old fellow; ' and her 
grandmother. She was very fond of me — ^made me this 
waistcoat, Tom.’ 

‘ Bid she ? ’ said Tom Smart. 

** ^And these shoes,’ said the old fellow, lifting up one 
of the red-cloth mufflers; ^but don’t mention it, Tom. I 
shouldn’t like to have it known that she was so much attached 
to me. It might occasion some unpleasantness in the family.’ 
When the old rascal said this, he looked so extremely imper- 
tinent, that, as Tom Smart afterwards declared, he could have 
sat upon him without remorse. 

“ ^ I have been a great favourite amoug fiio women in my 
time, Tom,’ said the profligate old ll‘'balJ^h(^'■■^ ; 'hundreds of 
fine women have sat in my lap for hours together. What do 
you th i nk of that you dog, eh?’ The old gentleman was 
proceeding to recount some other exploits of his youth, when 
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he was seized witli sucli a Tiolent fit of creaking tliat lie was 
miable to proceed. 

'' 'Just serves you riglit, old boy/ thougbt Tom Smart; 
but be didn’t say anytbing. 

" ' Ab ! ’ said tbe old fellow, ' I am a good deal troubled 
with this now. I am getting old, Tom, and have lost nearly 
all my rails. I bave bad an operation performed, too, — a 
small piece let into my back — and I found it a severe trial, 
Tom.’ 

" ' I dare say you did, sir,’ said Tom Smart. 

" ' However,’ said tbe old gentleman, ' that ’s not tbe 
point. Tom ! I want you to marry tbe widow.’ 

" ' Me, sir ! ’ said Tom. 

" ' You ; ’ said tbe old gentleman. 

" ' Bless your reverend locks,’ said Tom — (be bad a few 
scattered borse-bairs leffc) — 'bless your reverend locks, sbe 
wouldn’t bave me.’ And Tom sigbed involuntarily, as be 
tbougbt of tbe bar. 

" ' Wouldn’t sbe ? ’ said tbe old gentleman, firmly. 

" ' No, no,’ said Tom ; ' there ’s somebody else in tbe wind- 
A tall man — a confoundedly tab man — ^witb black whiskers.’ 

" ' Tom,’ said tbe old gentleman ; ' sbe will never bave bim.’ 

" ' Won’t sbe ? ’ said Tom. ' If you stood in tbe bar, old 
gentleman, you’d teb another story.’ 

" ' Poob, poob,’ said tbe old gentleman. ' I know ab 
about that.’ 

" ' About wbat ? ’ said Tom. 

" ' Tbe kissing behind tbe door, and ab that sort of thing, 
Tom,’ said tbe old gentleman. And here be gave another 
impudent look, which made Tom very wroth, because as you 
ab know, gentlemen, to bear an old febow, who ought to 
know better, talking about these things, is very unpleasant — 
nothing more so. 

' I know ab about that, Tom,’ said tbe old gentleman. ' I 
bave seen it done very often in my time, Tom, between more 
people than I should Kke to mention to you; but it never 
came to anything after 

" ' You must bave seen some queer things,’ said Tom, with 
an inquisitive look. 

" ' You may say that, Tom,’ repbed the old febow, with a 
very complicated wink. ' I am the last of my famby, Tom,’ 
said tbe old gentleman, with a melancholy sigh. 
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Was it a large one ? ’ inquired Tom Smart. 

‘There were twelve of ns, Tom/ said the old gentleman ; 
‘fine >frcii;_"h[-l)ii'hf‘d, handsome fellows as you’d wish to see. 
None of your modem abortions — all with arms, and with a 
degree of polish, though I say it that should not, which would 
liave done your heart good to behold/ 

‘'‘And what’s become of the others, sir?’ asked Tom 
Smart. 

“The old gentleman applied his elbow to his eye as he 
replied, ‘ Gone, Tom, gone. We had hard service, Tom, and 
they hadn’t all my constitution. They got rheumatic about 
the legs and arms, and went into kitchens and other hospitals; 
and one of ’em, with long service and hard usage, po'^ilivdy 
lost his senses : — ^he got so cra2y that he wns obliged to be 
burnt. Shocking thing that, Tom.’ 

“ ‘ Dreadful ! ’ said Tom Smart. 

“The old fellow paused for a few minutes, Lir;p<ironilv’ 
struggling with his feelings of emotion, and then said, 

“ ‘ However, Tom, I am wandering fcom the point. This 
tall man, Tom, is a rascally adventurer. The moment he 
married the widow, he would sell off all the furniture, and 
run away. What would be the consequence ? She would be 
deserted and reduced to ruin, and I should catch my death of 
cold in some broker’s shop.’ 

“ ‘ Yes, but — ’ 

“ ‘ Don’t interrupt me,’ said the old gentleman. ‘ Of you, 
Tom, I entertain a very different opinion ; for I well Iniow 
that if you once settled yourself in a public house, you would 
never leave it, as long as there was anything to drink within 
its walls.’ 

“ ‘I am very much obliged to you for your good opinion, 
sir,’ said Tom Smart. 

“Therefore,’ resumed the old geutleman, in a dictatorial 
tone ; ‘ you shall have her, and he shall not,’ 

“ is to prevent it ? ’ said Tom Smart, eagerly. 

“‘This disclosure,’ replied the old gentleman; ‘he is 
already married.’ 

“‘How can I prove it?’ said Tom, starting half out 
of bed. 

“ The old gentleman imtueked his arm from his side, and 
having pointed to one of the oaken presses, immediately 
afeplaced it, in its old position. 
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^ He EtUe thi nk s/ said the old gentleman, ^ that in the 
right-hand pocket of a pair of trousers in that press, he Eas 
left; a letter, entreating him to return to his disconsolate wife, 
with six — ^mark me, Tom — six babes, and aE of them small 
ones.* 

^^'As the old gentleman solemnly uttered these words, his 
features grew less and less distinct, and his figure more 
shadowy. A film came over Tom Smart’s eyes. The old 
man seemed gradually blending into the chair, the damask 
waistcoat to resolve into a cushion, the red sEppers to shrink 
into Ettle red cloth bags. The Eght faded gently away, and 
Tom Smart feE back on his pElow, and dropped asleep. 

'^Morning aroused Tom inom the lethargic slumber, into 
which he had faEen on the disappearance of the old man. He 
sat up in bed, and for some minutes vainly endeavoured to 
recaE the events of the preceding night. Suddenly they 
rushed upon him. He looked at the chair ; it was a fantastic 
and grim-looking piece of furniture, certainly, but it must 
have been a remarkably ingenious and Evely imagination, 
that could have discovered any resemblance between it and an 
old man. 

“ ‘How are you, old boy?* said Tom. He was bolder in 
the dayEght — ^most men are. 

“ The chair remained motionless, and spoke not a word. 

“ ‘Miserable morning,* said Tom. No. The chair would 
not be drawn into conversation. 

“ ‘ Which press did you point to ? — ^you can teE me that,* 
said Tom. DevE a word, gentlemen, the chair would say. 

“ ‘ It *s not much trouble to open it, any how,* said Tom, 
getting out of bed very deEberately. He walked up to one 
of the presses. The key was in the lock ; he turned it, and 
opened the door. There was a pair of trousers there. He 
put his hand into the pocket, and drew forth the identical 
letter the old gentleman had described ! 

“ ‘ Queer sort of thing, this,* said Tom Smart ; looking first 
at the chair and then at the press, and then at the letter and 
then at the chair again. ‘Very queer,* said Tom. But, as 
there was nothing in either, to lessen the queemess, he thought 
he might as weE dress MmseE, and settle the taE man*s busi- 
ness at once — -Just to put b i m out of bis misery. 

“Tom surveyed the rooms he passed through, on his 
way down stairs, with the scrutinisiug eye of a landlord; 
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tMiiMng it not impossMe, that before long, they and their 
contents would be his property. The tall man was standing 
in the snng little bar, with his hands behind him, quite at 
home. He grinned vacantly at Tom. A casual observer 
might have supposed he did it only to show his white teeth : 
but Tom Smart thought that a consciousness of triumph was 
passing through the place where the tall man^s mind would 
have been, if he had had any. Tom laughed in his face ; and 
summoned the landlady. 

‘ Good morning, ma’am,^ said Tom Smart, closing the 
door of the little parlour as the widow entered. 

‘ Good morning, sir,’ said the widow. ‘ What will you 
take for breakfast, sir ? ’ 

“Tom was thi n king how he should open the case, so ho 
made no answer. 

“^There’s a very nice ham,’ said the widow, 'and a 
beautiful cold larded fowl. Shall I send ’em in, sir ? ’ 

“ These words roused Tom from his reflections. His admi- 
ration of the widow increased as she spoke. Thoughtful 
creature 1 Comfortable provider ! 

“ 'Who is that gentleman in the bar, ma’am?’ inquired 
Tom. 

“ ' His name is Jmkins, sir,’ said the widow, slightly 
Mushing. 

“ ' He ’s a tall man,’ said Tom. 

“ ' He is a very fine man, sir,’ replied the widow, ' and a 
very nice gentleman,’ 

“'Ah!’ said Tom. 

“ ' Is there an 3 i]iing more you want, sir ? ’ inquired the 
widow, rather puzzled hj Tom’s manner. 

“ ' Why, yes,’ said Tom. ' My dear ma’am, will you have 
the Hndness to sit down for one moment ? ’ 

“The widow looked much amazed, hut she sat down, and 
Tom sat down too, close beside her. I don’t know how it 
happened, gentlemen — indeed my uncle used to tell me that 
Tom Smart said he didn't know how it happened either — 
hut somehow or other the palm of Tom’s hand fell upon 
the hack of the widow’s hand, and remained there while he 
spoke. 

'"My dear ma’am,’ said Tom Smart — he had always a 
great notion of committing the amiahle — ' My dear ma’am, 
you deserve a very excellent husband ; — ^you do indeed.’ 
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^ Lor, sir ! ’ said liie "widow — as well slie miglit : Tom^s 
mode of commencing tlie conversation being ratlier imnsiLal, 
not to say startling : tlie fact of Ms never Laving set eyes 
■upon Ler before tbe previous nigLt, being taLen into consider- 
ation. ^ Lor, sir ! ’ 

scorn to flatter, my ‘dear ma^am,’ said Tom SmarL 
^ You deserve a very admirable husband, and whoever he is, 
he’ll be a very lucky man.’ As Tom said tMs, Ms eye 
involuntarily wandered fcom the widow’s face, to the comforts 
around Mm. 

The widow looked more piczzled than ever, and made an 
eJSbrt to rise. Tom gently pressed her hand, as if to detain 
her, and she kept her seat. Widows, gentlemen, are not 
usually timorous, as my uncle used to say. 

' I am sure I am very much obliged to you, sir, for your 
good opinion,’ said the buxom landlady, half laughing ; ^ and 
if ever I marry again ’ — 

^ If / said Tom Smart, looking very shrewdly out at the 
right-hand comer of Ms leffc eye. ‘ If ’ — 

^ Well,’ said the widow, laughing outright this time. 
' When 1 do, I hope I shall have as good a husband as you 
describe.’ 

^ JinMns to wit,’ said Tom. 

‘ Lor, sir I ’ exclaimed the widow. 

^ Oh, don’t tell me,’ said Tom, ^ I know Mm.’ 

^ I am sure nobody who knows Mm, knows anything bad 
of him,’ said the widow, bridling up at the mysterious air 
with wMeh Tom had spoken. 

^ Hem ! ’ said Tom Smart. 

The widow began to think it was Mgh time to cry, so she 
took out her handkercMef, and inquired whether Tom wished 
to insult her : whether he thought it like a gentleman to take 
away the character of another gontlouicu b-fl-ind Ms back : 
why, if he had got anything to lio dIdTi* i say it to -the 
man, like a man, instead of terrifying a poor weak woman in 
that way, and so forth. 

^ I ’H say it to him fast enough,’ said Tom, ^ only I want 
you to hear it first.’ 

^ What is it ? ’ inquired the widow, looking intently in 
Tom’s countenance. 

‘ I ’ll astonish you,’ said Tom, putting Ms hand in Ms 
pocket. 
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^ If it is that he wants money/ said the widow, ^ I know 
that already, and you needn’t trouble yourself/ 

^ Pooh, nonsense, that ’s nothing,’ said Tom Smart ; 1 

want money. ’Tan’t that/ 

“ ^ Oh dear, what can it be ? ’ exclaimed the poor widow. 

^ Don’t be frightened,’ said Tom Smart. He slowly drew 
forth the letter, and unfolded it. ^ You won’t scream ? ’ said 
Tom, doubtfoHy. 

^]\o, no,’ replied the widow,* 'let me see it/ 

" 'You won’t go fainting away, or any of that nonsense ? ’ 
said Tom. 

" ' No. no,’ returned the widow, hastily. 

'' ' And don’t run out, and blow him up,’ said Tom, ' because 
I ’H do all that for you ; you had better not exert yourself.^ 

" ' WeU, well,’ said the widow, 'let me see it.’ 

" ' I will,’ replied Tom Smart ; and, with these words, he 
placed the letter in the widow’s hand. 

" Gentlemen, I have heard my uncle say, that Tom Smart 
said, the widow’s lamentations when she heard the disclosure 
would have pierced a heart of stone. Tom was certainly very 
tender-hearted, but they pierced his to the very core. The 
widow rocked herself to and fro, and wrung her hands. 

" ' Oh, the deception and villainy of man ! ’ said the widow. 

" ' Frightful, my dear ma’am ; but compose yourself,’ said 
Tom Smart. 

" ' Oh, I can’t compose myself,’ shrieked the widow. ' I 
shall never find any one else I can love so much ! ’ 

" ' Oh yes you my dear soul,’ said Tom Smart, letting 
fall a shower of the largest sized tears, in pity for the widow’s 
misfortunes. Tom Smart, in the energy of his compassion, 
had put his arm round the widow’s waist ; and the widow, in 
a passion of grief, had clasped Tom’s hand. She looked up in 
Tom’s face, and smiled through her tears. Tom looked down 
in heps, and smiled through his. 

" I never could find out, gentlemen, whether Tom did or 
did not kiss the widow at that particular moment. He used 
to tell my uncle he didn’t, but I have my doubts about it. 
Between ourselves, gentlemen, I rather think he did. 

" At all events, Tom kicked the very tall man out at the 
front door half an hour after, and married the widow a month 
afrer. And he used to drive about the country, with the clay- 
coloured gig with the red wheels, and the vixenish mare with 
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tlie fast pace, till lie gave up Lusmess many years afterwards, 
and went to France witli Ms wife ; and tKen tlie old Iionse 
was pulled down.’^ 


Win you allow me to ask you,’^ said tke inquisitive old 
gentleman, “ what became of tbe cbair ? ” 

Wby,^' repHed tbe one-eyed bagman, ^4t was observed to 
creak very much on tbe day of tbe wedding ; but Tom Smart 
couldn’t say for certain, wbetber it was witb pleasure or bodily 
indrmiiy. He ratber thought it was tbe latter, though, for it 
never spoke afterwards.” 

^'Everybody believed tbe story, didn’t they?” said tbe 
dirty-faced man, re-filling Ms pipe. 

Except Tom’s enemies,” replied tbe bagman. Some of 
’em said Tom invented it altogether ; and others said be was 
drunk, and fancied it, and got bold of tbe wrong trousers 
by mistake before be went to bed. But nobody ever minded 
what they said.” 

Tom said it was all true ? ” 

Every word.” 

And your uncle ? ” 

Every letter.” 

They must have been mce men, both of ’em ; ” said tbe 
dirty-faced man. 

^‘Yes, they were,” replied tbe bagman ; ^Wery nice men 
indeed ! 
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CHAPTER XY. 

m WHICH IS GrVEK A EAITHFUL POETRAITUEE OP TWO DISTINGUISHED 
PERSONS; AND AN ACCURATE DESCRIPTION OP A PUBLIC BREAKFAST 
IN THEIR HOUSE AND GROUNDS; WHICH PUBLIC BREAKFAST LEADS TO 
THE RECOGNITION OP AN OLD ACQUAINTANCE, AND THE COMMENCE- 
MENT OP ANOTHER CHAPTER. 

Mk. Pickwick’s conscience liad been somewliat reproacliing 
liim, for Ms recent neglect of Ms friends at the Peacock ; and 
he was just on the point of walk in g forth .in quest of them, on 
the third morning ^er the election had terminated, when Ms 
faithful valet put into Ms hand a card, on wMch was engraved 
the followiag inscription. 

ptmirr. 

Tk& Dm, Datanswill, 

Person ’s a waitin’,” said Sam, epigrauamatically. 

Does the person want me, Sam ? ” inquired Mr. Pickwick. 
He wants you particklar ; and no one else ’H do, as the 
Devil’s private secretary said, ven he fetched avay Doctor 
Eaustus,” replied Mr. Weller. 

He, Is it a gentleman ?” said Mr. Pickwick. 

wery good imitation o’ one, if it an’t,” replied Mr. 

Weller. 

“ But tMs is a lady’s card,” said Mr. Pickwick. 

Given me hy a gen’lm’n, hows’ ever,” replied Sam, and 
he’s a waitin’ in the drawing-room — said he’d rather wait all 
day, than not see you.” 

Mir. Pickwick, on hearing this determination, descended to 
the drawing-room, where sat a grave man, who started up on 
Ms entrance, and said, with an air of profound respect — 

Mr. Pickwick, I presume ?” 

The same.” 
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Allow me, sir, tlie lionotir of grasping your hand — ^permit 
me, sir, to shake it,’^ said the grave man. 

Certaioly,’’ said Mr. Pickwick. 

The stranger shook the extended hand, and then continued, 
have heard of your fame, sir. The noise of your 
antiquarian discussion has reached the ears of Mrs. Leo 
Hunter — ^my wife, sir ; I am Mr. Leo Hunter ” — ^the stranger 
paused, as if he expected that Mr. Pickwick would be over- 
come by the disclosure ; but seeing that he remained perfectly 
calm, proceeded. 

My wife, sir — ^Mrs. Leo Hunter — ^is proud to number 
among her acquaintance, all those who have rendered them- 
selves celebrated by their works and talents. Permit me, sir, 
to place in a conspicuous part of the list, the name of Mr. 
Pickwick, and his brother members of the club that derives its 
name from him.’^ 

I shall be extremely happy to make the acquaintance of 
such a lady, sir,” replied Mr. Pickwick. 

You shall make it, sir,” said the grave man. To-morrow 
morning, sir, we give a public breakfast — a fete champitre to 
a great number of those who have rendered themselves cele 
brated by their works and talents. Permit ]Mrs. Leo Hunter, 
sir, to have the gratification of seeing you at the Den.” 

With great pleasure,” repHed Mr. Pickwick. 

^'Mrs. Leo Hunter has many of these breakfasts, sir,” 
resumed the new acquaintance — ' feasts of reason, sir, and 
flows of soul,’ as somebody who wrote a sonnet to kirs. Leo 
Hunter on her breakfasts, feelingly and originally observed.” 

Was he celebrated for his works, and talents ?” inquired 
Mr. Pickwick. 

He was, sir,” replied the grave man, all Mrs. Leo 
Hunter’s acquaintance are ; it is her ambition, sir, to have no 
other acquaintance.” 

It is a very noble ambition,” said Mr. Pickwick. 

^^When I inform Mrs. Leo Hunter that that remark fell 
from your lips, sir, she will indeed be proud,” said the grave 
man. You have a gentleman in your train, who has pro- 
duced some beautiful little poems, I think, sir.” 

'^My friend Mr. Snodgrass has a great taste for poetry,’^ 
replied Mr. Pickwick. 

So has Mrs. Leo Hunter, sir. She dotes on poetry, sir. 
She adores it ; I may say that her whole soul and mind are* 
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i?roTiad up, and entwined with it. Site has produced some 
delightful pieces, herself, sir. You may hare met with her 
‘ Ode to an expiring Frog/ sir.” 

I don’t think I haye,” said Mr. Pickwick. 

^^'You astonish me, sir,” said Mr. Leo Hunter. “ It created 
an immense sensation. It was signed with an ' L ’ and eight 
stars, and appeared originally in a Lady’s Magazine. It com- 
menced 

‘ Can I view thee panting, lying 
On thy stomach, without sighing ; 

Can I unmoved see thee dying 
On a log, 

Expiring frog ! ’ ” 

Beautifal !” said Air. Pickwick. 

Fine,” said Mr. Leo Hunter, so simple.” 

Very,” said Mr. Pickwick. 

The next verse is still more touching. Shall I repeat it 

If you please,” said Mr. Pickwick. 

It runs thus,” said the grave man, stiH more gravely. 


‘ Say, have fiends .d* u ' c f 1) ;; », 
With wild halloo. .1 • i 1 • ii- ! ' w <\ 
Hunted thee from marshy joys. 

With a dog, 
Expiring frog 1 * 


Finely expressed,” said Mr. Pickwick. 

All point, sir, all point,” said Mr. Leo Hunter, hut you 
shall hear Mrs. Leo Hunter repeat it. She can do justice to 
it, sir. She will repeat it, in character, sir, to-morrow 
morning.” 

In character!” 

As Minerva. But I forgot — ^it’s a fancy dress breakfast.” 

Bear me,” said Mr. Pickwick, glancing at his own figure 
— I can’t possibly” — 

Can’t, sir; can’t!” exclaimed Mr. Leo Hunter. ^'Solo- 
mon Lucas, the Jew in the High Street, has thousands of 
fancy dresses. Consider, sir, Low many appropriate characters 
are open for your selection. Plato, Zeno, Epicurus, Pytha- 
goras — all founders of clubs.” 

I know that,” said Mr. Pickwick; ‘^but as I cannot put 
myself iu competition with those great men, I cannot presume 
to wear their dresses.” 
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Tlie grave man considered deeply, for a seconds, and 
then said, 

On reflection, sir, I don’t know whether it would not 
afford Mrs. Leo Hunter greater pleasure, if her guests saw a 
gentleman of your celebrity in his own costume, rather than 
in an assumed one. I may venture to promise an exception 
in your case, sir — ^yes, I am quite certain that on behalf of 
Mrs. Leo Hunter, I may venture to do so.” 

In that case,” said hir. Pickwick, I shall have great 
pleasure in coming.” 

“ But I waste your time, sir,” said the grave man, as if 
suddenly recollecting himself. I know its value, sir. I will 
not detain you. I may tell Mrs. Leo Hunter, then, that she 
may confidently expect you and your distinguished Mends ? 
Good morning, sir, I am proud to have beheld so eminent a 
a step, sir; not a word.” And without 
giving Mr. Pickwick time to offer remonstrance or denial, 
Mr. Leo Hunter stalked gravely away, 

Mr. Pickwick took up his hat, and repaired to the Peacock, 
but Mr. W inkle had conveyed the intelligence of the fancy ball 
there, before bim. 

^^Mrs. Pott’s going,” were the first words with which he 
saluted his leader. 

Is she ?” said IVIr. Pickwick. 

As Apoho,” replied Mr. Winkle. Only Pott oiyects to 
the tunic.” 

He is right. He is quite right,” said Mr. Pickwick 
emphatically. 

Yes ; — so she ’s going to wear a white satin gown with 
gold spangles.” 

They 'll hardly know what she ’s meant for; will they?” 
inquired Mr. Snodgrass. 

Of course they will,” replied Mr. Winkle indignantly. 

They ’H see her lyre, won’t they ?” 

True ; I forgot that,” said Mr. 

I shall go as a Bandit,” interpo- ! ‘d’* 'i 

What !” said Mr. Pickwick, with a sudden start. 

As a bandit,” repeated Mr. Tupman, nuldly. 

You don’t mean to say,” said Mr. Pickwick, gaziag with 
solemn sternness at his Mend, You don’t mean to say, Mr. 
Tupman, that it is your intention to pnt yourself into a gi’een 
velvet jacket, with a two-inch taO.?’^ 
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StLcli is my intention, sir/’ repKed Mr. Tupnian warnily. 

And wliy not, sir ? 

Because, six,’’ said Mr. Pickwick, considerably excited. 

Because you are too old, sir.^’ 

Too old ! ’’ exclaimed Mr. Tupman. 

And if any furtlier ground of objection be wanting,’’ con- 
tinued Mr. Pickwick, “you are too fat, sir.” 

“ Sir,” said Mr. Tupman, Ms face suffiised with a crimson 
glow. “ TMa is an insult.” 

“ Sir,” repHed Mr. Pickwick in tbe same tone, “It is not 
kalf tke insnlt to you, tkat your appearance in my presence in 
a green velvet jacket, witk a tw'o-incli tail, would be to me.” 

“ Sir,” said Mr. Tupman, “you’re a fellow.” 

“ Sir,” said Mr. Pickwick, “ you’re another !” 

Mr. Tupman advanced a step or two, and glared at Mr. 
Pickwick. Mr. Pickwick returned the glare, concentrated into 
a focus by means of Ms spectacles, and breathed a bold 
defiance. Mr. Snodgrass and Mr. Winkle looked on, petrified 
at beholding such a scene between two such men. 

“ Sir,” said Mr. Tupman, after a short pause, speaking in a 
low, deep voice, “ you have called me old.” 

“ I have,” said Mr. Pickwick. 

“ And fat.” 

“ I reiterate the charge.” 

“ And a fellow.” 

“ So you are !” 

There was a fearful pause. 

“ My attachment to your person, sir,” said Mr. Tupman, 
speaking in a voice tremulous with emotion, and tucMng up 
Ms wristbands meanwhile, “ is great — ^very great — ^but upon 
that person I must take summary vengeance.” 

“Come on, sir!” replied Mr. Pickwick. Stimulated by 
tbe exciting nature of Uie dialogue, the heroic man actually 
threw himself into a paralytic attitude, confidently supposed 
by the two by-standers to have been intended as a posture of 
defence. 

“What!” exclaimed Mr. Snodgrass, suddenly recovering 
the power of speech, of wMch intense astonishment had pre- 
viously bereft Mm, and rushing between the two, at the inuni- 
nent hazard of receiving an application on the temple from 
each, “ What 1 Mr. Pickwick, with the eyes of the world 
upon you! Mr. Tupman! who, in common with us all. 
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derives a lustre from Ms imdying name ! For sliame, gentle- 
men; for sBame/^ 

The unwonted lines wMcli momentary passion Fad ruled in 
Mr. Pickwick’s clear and open Mow, gradually melted away, 
as Ms young friend spoke, like the marks of a black-lead 
pencil beneatb tbe softening influence of India rubber, PTii:; 
countenance bad resumed its usual benign expression, ere be 
concluded. 

I bave been basty,’^ said bir. Pickwick, very basty, 
Tupman ; your band.’’ 

Tbe dark shadow passed from Mr. Tupman’s face, as be 
warmly grasped tbe band of Ms friend. 

“ I bave been basty too,” said be. 

Ko, no,” interrupted Mr. Pickwick, “ tbe fault was mine. 
You will weai* ■■ ■ velvet jacket ?” 

‘‘'Noy no,” ■ ^ 1 Tupman. 

To obbge me, you will,” resumed Mr, Pickwick. 

WoU, weH, I win,” said Mr. Tupman. 

It was accordingly settled that Tupman, blr. Winkle, 
and bir. Snodgrass should all wear fancy dresses. Thus blr. 
Pickwick was led by tbe very warmth of Ms own good feelings 
to give Ms consent to a proceeding from wMcb Ms better judg- 
ment would bave recoiled — a more strildng illustration of Ms 
amiable character could hardly bave been conceived, even if 
tbe events recorded in these pages bad been wholly imaginary. 

blr. Leo Hunter bad not exaggerated tbe resources of bfr. 
Solomon Lucas. His wardrobe was extensive — very extensive 
— ^not strictly classical perhaps, nor quite ik.w, nor did it con- 
tain any one garment made precisely (u* dio fasMon of any 
age or time, but everything was more or less spangled ; and 
what can be prettier than spangles ! It may be objected that 
they are not adapted to tbe daylight, but everybody knows 
that they would glitter if there were lamps ; and * ■ 11 *• g ( j"*» 
be clearer than that if people give fancy balls in t ■ ' . i 
and tbe dresses do not show quite as web as they would by 
night, tbe fault lies solely with tbe people who give tbe fancy 
balls, and is in no wise chargeable on tbe spangles. Such 
was tbe convincing reasoning of Mr. Solomon Lucas; and 
influenced by such arguments did blr, Tupman, Mr. Winkle, 
and Mr. Snodgrass engage to array themselves in costumes 
wMcb Ms taste and experience induced Mm to recommend as 
admirably suited to tbe occasion. 
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A carriage was Mred fi^om tlie Town Arms, for tlie accom- 
modation of tLe PickwicMans, and a chariot was ordered firom 
the same repository, for the purpose of conveying Mr. and 
Mrs. Pott to Airs. Leo Hunter’s grounds, which Mr. Pott, as a 
delicate acknowledgment of having received an invitation, had 
already confidently predicted in the EatanswiH Gazette would 
present a scene of varied and delicious f mIu.’.^ ■ ‘r 'i! bewil- 
dering coruscation of beauiy and talent- :•! prodigal 

display of hospitality — above all, a degree of splendour 
softened by the most exquisite taste ; and adornment refined 
with perfect harmony and the chastest good-keeping — com- 
pared with which, the fabled gorgeousness of Eastern Fairy 
Land itself, would appear to be clothed in as many dark and 
murky colours, as must be the mind of the splenetic and 
unmanly being who could presume to taint with the venom of 
his envy, the [■’■-‘pcv.il* • - i g h\- the virtuous and highly 
distinguished a 'xbi;- "S.rji • this humble tribute of 

admiration was offered.” This last was a piece of biting 
sarcasm against the Independent, who in consequence of not 
having boon invited at all, had been through fom? numbers 
affecting to sneer at the whole affair, in Hs very largest type, 
*\viih Jill llie adjec lives in capiUl L ner*?. 

The morning came ,* it was a pleasant sight to behold Mr. 
Tiipman in full Brigand’s costume, with a very tight jacket, 
sitting like a pincushion over his back and shoulders : the 
upper portion of his legs encased in the velvet shorts, and the 
lower part thereof swathed in the complicated bandages to 
which aH Brigands are peculiarly attached. It was pleasing 
to see his open and ingenuous countenance, well mustachioed 
and corked, looking out from an open shirt collar; and to 
contemplate the sugar-loaf hat, decorated 'with ribbons of aH 
colours, which he was compelled to carry on his knee, inas- 
much as no knovn convey^ance with a top to it, would admit 
of any man’s carrying it between his head and the roof. 
Equally humourous and agreeable, was the appearance of Mr. 
Snodgrass in blue satin trunks and cloak, white silk tights 
and shoes, and Grecian helmet : which everybody knows (and 
if they do not, Air. Solomon Lucas did) to have been the 
regular, authentic, every-day costume of a Troubadour, from 
the earliest ages down to the time of their final disappearance 
from the face of the earth. All this was pleasant, hut this 
was as nothing compared with the shouting of the populace 
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wlien tlie carriage drew up, beliind Mr. Pott’s cLariot, wMcli 
cliariot itself drew up at Mx, Pott’s door, wMcH door itself 
opened, and displayed tlie great Pott accoutred as a Eussian 
officer of justice, witli a tremendous knout in Ids Hand — 
tastefully typical of the stem and mighty power of the Eatan- 
swill Gazette, and the fearful lashings it bestowed on public 
offenders. 

Bravo 1 ” shouted Mr. Tupman and Mr. Snodgrass from 
the passage, when they beheld the walking allegory. 

“ Bravo ! ” Mr. Pickwick was heard to exclaim from the 
passage. 

"'Hoo — ^roar Pott!” shouted the populace. Amid these 
salutations, Mr. Pott, smiling with that kind of bland dignity 
which sufficiently testified that he felt his power, and knew 
how to exert it, got into the chariot. 

Then there emerged from the house, Mrs. Pott, who would 
have looked very like ApoEo if she hadn’t had a gown on : 
conducted by Mr. Winkle, who in his light-red coat, could not 
possibly have been mistaken for anything but a sportsman, if 
he had not home an equal resemblance to a general postman. 
Last of all, came 'Mr, Pickwick, whom the boys applauded as 
loudly as anybody, probably under the impression that his 
tights and gaiters were some remnants of the dark ages ; and 
then the two vehicles proceeded towards Mrs. Leo Hunter’s : 
Mr. Weller (who was to assist in waiting) being stationed on 
the box of that in which his master was seated. 

Every one of the men, women, boys, girls, and babies, %vho 
were assembled to see the visitors in their fancy dresses, 
screamed with delight and ecstasy, when Mr. Pickwick, with 
the Brigand on one arm, and the Troubadour on the other, 
walked solemnly up the entrance. Never were such shouts 
heard, as those which greeted Mr. Tupman’ s efforts to fix the 
sugar-loaf hat on his head, by way of entering the garden in 
style. 

The preparations were on the most deHghtfiil scale ; folly 
realising the prophetic Pott’s anticipations about the gorgeous- 
ness of Eastern Eaiiy-land, and at once affording a sufficient 
contradiction to ihe malignant statements of the reptile Inde- 
pendent. The grounds were more than an acre and a quarter 
in extent, and iliey were filled with people ! Never was such 
a blaze of beauty, and fashion, and literature. There was the 
young lady who “ did ” the poetry in the Eatanswill Gazette, 
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in tlie garb of a sultana, leaning upon tlie arm of tlie young 
gentleman -wiio tlie review department, and who was 

appropriately habited in a field-marshal’s uniform — ^the boots 
excepted. There were hosts of these geniuses, and any 
reasonable person would have thought it honour enough to 
meet them. But more than these, there were half a dozen 
lions from London — authors, real authors, who had written 
whole books, and printed them afterwards — and here you 
might see ’em, walking about, hke ordinary men, smiling, and 
tal k ing — ay, and talking pretty eonsiderahle nonsense too, 
no doubt with the henign intention of rendering themselves 
intelEgihle to the common people about them. Moreover, 
there was a hand of music in pasteboard caps; four some- 
thing-ean singers in the costume of their conntiy, and a dozen 
hired waiters in the costume of their country — and very dirty 
costume too. And above all, there was Mrs. Leo Hunter in 
the character of Minerva, receiving the company, and over- 
fiowing with pride and gr.itifu'.iilon at the notion of having 
called such distinguished indi\ idurd-^ together. 

Mr. Pickwick, ma’am,” said a servant, as that gentleman 
api)roached the presiding goddess, with his hat in his hand,, 
and the Brigand and Troubadour on either arm. 

^^What! Where!” exclaimed Mrs. Leo Hunter, starting 
up, in an affected rapture of surprise. 

^^Here,” said Mr. Pickwick. 

Is it possible that I have really the gratification of behold- 
ing Mr. Pickwick himself! ” ejaculated Mrs. Leo Hunter. 

other, ma’am,” replied Mr. Pickwick, bowdng very 
low. Permit me to introduce my Mends — Tupman — 
Mr. Winkle — ^Mr. Snodgrass — io the authoress of ^ The Ex- 
piriiig Frog.’ ” 

Very few people but those who have tried it, Imow what a 
diSlcuIt process it is to bow in green velvet smalls, and a tight 
jacket, and high-crowned hat: or in blue satin trunks and 
white silks : or knee-cords and top-hoots that were never made' 
for the wearer, and have been fixed upon him without the 
remotest reference to tbe comparative dimensions of hims elf 
and the suit. Hever were such distortions as Mr. Tupman’s 
frame underwent in his efforts to appear easy and graceful — 
never was such ingenious postm-ing, as Ms fancy-dressed 
friends exhibited* 

^^Mr. Pickwick,” said Mrs. Leo Hunter, I must make you 
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promise not to stir from my side tlie wliole day. There are 
hundreds of people here, that I must positiyely introduce 
you to.” 

You are very kind, ma’am,” said kir. Pickwick, 

In the first place, here are my little gnls ; I had almost 
forgotten them,” said klinerva, carelessly pointing towards a 
couple of fall-grown young ladies, of whom one might he 
about twenty, and the other a year or two older, and who 
were dressed in very juvenile costumes — ^whether to make 
them look young, or their mamma younger, ]Mr. Pickwick 
does not distinctly inform us. 

They are very heautifol,” said Mr. Pickwick, as the juve- 
niles turned away, after being presented. 

^^They are very like their mamma, sir,” said I!^Ir. Pott, 
majestically. 

^‘Oh you naughty man,” exclaimed IMrs. Leo Hunter, 
playfully tapping the Editor’s arm with her fan. (Minerva 
witii a fan !) 

^^Why now, my dear Llrs. Hunter,” said IMr. Pott, who 
was trumpeter in ordinary at the Den, ^^you knoiv that when 
your picture was in the Exhibition of the Boyal Academy, last 
year, everybody inquired whether it was intended for you, or 
your youngest daughter; for you were so much alike that 
there was no telling the difference between you.” 

^^Well, and if they did, why need you repeat it, before 
strangers f ” said kirs. Leo Hunter, bestowing another tap on 
the slumbering hon of the EatanswilL Gazette. 

Count, Count,” screamed Mrs. Leo Hunter to a well whis- 
kered individual in a foreign uniform, who was passing by. 

Ah ! you want me ? ” said the Count, turning back. 

I want to introduce two very clever people to each other,” 
said Mrs. Leo Hunter. Mr. Pickwick, I have great pleasure 
in introducing you to Count Smorltork.” She added in a 
hurried whisper to Mr. Pickwick — the famous foreigner— 
e.'thcri-'ig materials for his great work on England — ^hem! — 
CoiiTit SiuorlTork. Mr. Pickwick.” 

Mr. Pickwick saluted the Count with all the reverence due 
to so great a man, and the Coxmt drew forth a set of tablets. 

What you say, Mrs. Hunt ? ” inquired the Count, smiling 
graciously on the gratified IMrs. Leo Hunter, Pig Yig or Big 
Yig — ^what you call — Lawyer — eh ? I see — ^that is it. Big 
Vig” — and the Count was proceeding to enter Mr. Pickwick 
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in Ms tablets, as a gentleman of the long-roLe, -who derived 
Ms name from tlie profession to "vMcli lie telonged, -wiien 
Mrs. Leo Hunter interposed. 

“No, no, Count,” said the lady, “ Pick-wick.” 

“ Ah, ah, I see,^’ replied the Count. “ Peek — Christian 
name; Weeks — surname; good, ver good. Peek Weeks. 
Plow yon do Weeks ? ” 

“ Q-uite well, I thank you,” replied Mr. Pickwick, with all 
Ms usual afrability. “ Have you heen long in England ? ” 

“ Long — ^ver long time — ^fortnight — ^more.” 

“ Do you stay here long? ” 

“ One week,” 

“ You will have enough to do,” said Mr. Pickwick, smiling, 
“to gather all the materials you want, in that time.” 

“ Eh, they are gathered,” said the Count. 

“ Indeed ! ” said Mr. Pickwick. 

“They are here,” added the Count, tapping Ms forehead 
significantly. “Large hook at home — ^fuIL of notes — ^music, 
picture, science, potry, poltic ; all tings.” 

“ The word politics, sir,” said Mr. Pickwick, “ comprises, in 
itself, a diMcult study of no inconsiderable magnitude.” 

“ Ah ! ” said the Count, drawing out the tablets again, 
“ver good — ^fine words to begin a chapter. Chapter forty- 
seven. Poltios. The word poltic surprises hy Mmself — ” 
And down went Mr. Pickwicks remark, in Count Smorltorks 
tablets, with such variations and additions as the Count’s 
exuberant fancy suggested, or Ms imperfect knowledge of the 
language occasioned. 

“ Count,” said Mrs. Leo Hunter. 

“ Mrs., Hunt,” replied the Count. 

“This is Mr. Snodgrass, a friend of Mr. Pickwicks, and 
a poet.” 

“ Stop,” exclaimed the Count, bringing out the tablets once 
more, “ Head, potry — chapter, literary friends — ^name, Snow- 
grass ; ver good. Introduced to Snowgrass — great poeL friend 
of Peek Weeks — hy Mrs. Hunt, wMeh wrote other sweet 
poem — ^what is that name ? — ^Fog — ^Perspiring Eog — ^ver good 
— ^ver good indeed.” And the Count put up Ms tablets, 

• and with sundry bows and acknowledgments walked away, 
thoroughly satisfied that he had made the most important 
and valuable additions to Ms stock of information. 

“ Wonderful man, Count Smorltork,” said Mrs. Leo Hunter. 
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Soimd Pldlosopiier,” said Pott. 

'^Clear-Iieaded, strong-irdiided person/’ added IMr. Snodgrass. 

A cliorus of t)3r-standers took up tke shout of Count Smorl- 
tork’s praise, shook their heads sagely, and unanimously 
cried Very ! ” 

As the enthusiasm in Count Smorltork’s favour ran very 
high, his praises might have been sung until the end of the 
festivities, if the four singers had not ranged 

themselves in front of a small apple-tree, to look picturesque, 
and commenced singmg their national songs, Trhich appeared 
hy no means difficult of execution, inasmuch as the grand 
secret seemed to he, that three of the something-ean singers 
should grunt, while the fourth howled. This interesting 
performance having concluded amidst the loud plaudits of the 
whole company, a hoy forthwith proceeded to entangle himself 
with the rails of a chair, and to jump over it, and crawl under 
it, and fall down with it, and do everything hut sit upon it, 
and then to make a cravat of his legs, and tie them round his 
neck, and then to illustrate the ease with which a human being 
can he made to look like a magnified toad — all which feats 
yielded high delight and satisfaction to the assembled spectators. 
After which, the voice of Mrs. Potfc was heard to chirp faintly 
forth, something which courtesy interpreted into a song, which 
was all very classical, and strictly in character, because Apollo 
was himself a composer, and composers can very seldom sing 
their own music or anybody else’s, either. This was succeeded 
by Mrs. Leo Hunter’s recitation of her far-famed ode to an 
Expiring Frog, which was encored once, and would have been 
encored twice, if the major part of the guests, who thought 
it was high time to get something to eat, had not said that it 
was perfectly shameful to take advantage of IVlrs. Hunter’s 
good nature. So, although Mrs. Leo Hunter professed her 
perfect willingness to recite the ode again, her kind and con- 
siderate ffiiends wouldn’t hear of it on any account ; and the 
refreshment room being thrown open, all the people who had 
ever been there before, scrambled in with all possible despatch : 
Mrs. Leo Hunter’s usual course of proceeding being, to issue 
cards for a hundred, and breakfast for jSfty, or in other words 
to feed only the very particular lions, and let the smaller 
animals take care of themselves. 

Where is Mr. Pott ? ” said IVIrs. Leo Hunter, as she placed 
the aforesaid Hons around her. 
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Here I am,” said ike Editor, &om tke remotest end of 
the room ; far heyond all hope of food, unless something was 
done for him hy the hostess. 

Won’t yon come up here ? ” 

Oh pray don’t mind him,” said IMrs. Pott, in the most 
ohliglrg roi< v', — yon give yonrself a great deal of nimecessary 
tronble, Airs. Hnater. Yon’h do very weh there, won’t yon 
— dear.” 

Certainly — ^love,” replied the unhappy Pott, with a grim 
smile. Alas for the Imont ! The nervons arm that wielded 
it, with snch gigantic force, on public characters, was paralysed 
beneath the glance of the imperious Mrs. Pott. 

Mrs. Leo Hunter looked roxmd her in triumph. Count 
Smorltork was busily engaged in takmg notes of the contents of 
the dishes ; Mr. Tupman was doing the honours of the lobster 
salad to several lionesses, with a degree of grace which no 
Brigand ever exhibited before; Mr. Snodgrass having cut 
out the young gentleman who cut up the books for the Eatan- 
swill Gazette, \vj'- engaged in an impassioned argument with 
the young lady who did the poetry : and Mr. Pickwick was 
making himself universally agreeable. Nothing seemed want- 
ing to render the select circle complete, when Mr. Leo Hunter 
— ^whose department on these occasions, was to stand about in 
door-ways, and talk to the less important people — suddenly 
called out — 

Mj dear; here ’s Mr. Charles Pitz-Marshall.” 

^^Oh dear,” said Airs. Leo Hunter, ^^how anxiously I have 
been expecting him. Pray make room, to let Air. Fitz- 
Marshall pass. Tell Air. Fitz-MarshaU, my dear, to come up 
to me directly, to be scolded for coining so late.” 

‘‘ Coming, my dear ma’am,” cried a voice, as quick as I 
can — crowds of people — ^fuH room — ^hard work — ^very.” 

Air. Pickwick’s knife and fork fell from his hand. He 
stared across the table at Air. Tupman, who had dropped his 
knife and fork, and was looking as if he were about to siuk 
into the ground without further notice. 

Ah I” cried the voice, as its owner pushed his way among 
the last five-and-tweniy Turks, officers, cavaliers, and Charles 
the Seconds, that remained between him and the table, 
regular mangle — ^Baker’s patent — ^not a crease in my coat, 
after all this squeezing — ^might have ^ got up my linen ’ as I 
came along — ^ha ! ha ! not a bad idea, that — queer thing to 
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Itaye it mangled ivlieii if s upon one, thongli — ^trying process — 
very.’’ 

Witli tliese broken words, a young man dressed as a naval 
officer made Ms way up to tke table, and presented to tbe 
astonisbed Pickwickians, tbe identical form and features of 
Mr. Alfred Jingle. 

Tbe offender bad barely time to take Mrs. Leo Hunter’s 
proffered band, wben Ms eyes encountered tbo indignant orbs 
of Mr. Pickwick. 

Hallo ! ” said Jingle. Quite forgot — ^no directions to 
postibon — give ’em at once — ^back in a minute.” 

Tbe servant, or Mr. Hunter will do it in a moment, Mr. 
Fitz-Marsball,” said Mrs. Leo Hunter. 

No, no — I ’IL do it — shan’t be long — ^back in no time,” 
replied Jingle, With, these words be disappeared among tbe 
crowd* 

Will you allow me to ask you, ma’am,” said tbe excited 
Mr. Pickwick, rising from Ms seat, “ who that young man is, 
and where be resides ! ” 

He is a gentleman of fortune, Mr. Pickwick,” said Mrs. 
Leo Hunter, to whom I very much want to introduce you. 
Tbe Count will be delighted with Mm.” 

Yes, yes,” said Mr. Pickwick, hastily. His residence — ” 

Is at present at tbe Angel at Bury.” 

At Bury?” 

At Bury St. Edmunds, not many miles ffom here. But 
-dear me, Mr. Pickwick, you are not going to leave us : surely 
Mr. Pickwick you cannot think of going so soon.” 

But long before IVIrs. Leo Hunter bad ffiiisbed speaking, 
Mr. Pickwick bad plunged through tbe throng, and reached 
tbe garden, wMtber be was shortly afterwards joined by Mr. 
Tupman, who bad followed Ms ffiend closely. 

It’s of no use,” said blr. Tupman. “ He has gone.” 

I know it,” said Mb*. Pickwick, “ and I will follow Mm.” 

Follow b ir o ! Where ?” inquired Mr. Tupman. 

To tbe Angel at Bury,” repHed Mr. Pickwick, speaking 
very quickly. “How do we know whom be is deceiving 
there ? He deceived a worthy man once, and we were tbe 
innocent cause. He shall not do it again, if I can help it ,* I ’ll 
expose Mm. Sam ! Where ’s my servant ?” 

“ Here you are, sir,” said bir. Weber, emergiag from a 
sequestered spot, where be bad been engaged in discussing a 
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bottle of Madeira, wMclilie bad abstracted from tbe breaJkfast- 
table, an bour or two before. Heroes your servant, sir. 
Proud o’ tbe title, as tbe Living SkelliiitoiL said, ven they 
sbow’d bim.” 

Follow me instantly,” said Mr. Pickwick. Tnpman, if 
I stay at Bury, yon can join me there, wben I write. TiU 
then, good-bye!” 

Eemonstrances were nseless. Mr. Pickwick was roused, 
and Ms mind was made up. Mr. Tnpman returned to Ms 
companions ; and in another bonr bad drowned all present 
recollection of J\Ir. Alfred Jingle, or Mr. Cbarles Fifr-Marsball^ 
in an exMlarating quadrille and a bottle of cbampagne. By 
that time, Mr. Pickwick and Sam Weller, percbed on tb^ 
outside of a stage coacb, were every succeeding minute placing 
a less and less distance between tbemselves and tbe good old 
town of Bury St. Edmunds. 
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CHAPTER XYI. 

(TOO FULL OF ADYEOTTJBE TO BE BRIEFLY DESCRIBEE* 

There is no moniE in the whole year, in which nature 
wears a more "beautiful appearance than in the month of 
August. Spring has many beauties, and May is a fresh and 
blooming month, but the charms of this time of year are 
enhanced by their contrast with the winter season. August 
has no such advantage. It comes when we remember not hin g 
but clear sides, green fields, and sweet-smelli n g flowers — when 
the recollection of snow, and ice, and bleak winds, has faded 
from our minds as completely as they have disappeared from 
the earth, — and yet what a pleasant time it is 1 Orchards and 
corn-fields ring with the hum of labour ; trees bend beneath 
the thick clusters of rich fruit which bow their branches to the 
gnu : r ud the com, piled in graceful sheaves, or waving in 
i \ ' g breath that sweeps above it, as if it wooed the 

sickle, tinges the landscape with a golden hue. A mellow 
softness appears to hang over the whole earth ; the influence 
of the season seems to extend itself to the very waggon, whose 
slow motion across the well-reaped fleld, is perceptible only to 
the eye, hut strikes with no harfli sound upon the ear. 

As the coach rolls swiftly past the fields and orchards which 
skirt the road, groups of ,womeu and children, piling the fruit 
in sieves, or gathering the scattered ears of corn, pause for au 
instant from their labour, and shading the sun-bumt face with 
a still browner hand, gaze upon the passengers with curious 
eyes, while some stout urchin, too small to work, hut too 
mischievous to be left at home, scrambles over the side of the 
basket in which he has heen deposited for security, and kicks 
and screams with delight. The reaper stops in his work, and 
stands with folded arms, looking at the vehicle as it whirls 
past ; and the rough cart-horses bestow a sleepy glance upon 
the smart coach team, which says, as plainly as a horse’s 
glance can, It’s all very fine to look at, but slow going, over 
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a iieayy field, is tetter than warm work like that, upon a dustj 
road, ^er all.” You cast a look hehind you, as you turn a 
comer of the road. The women and children have resumed 
their lahour : the reaper once more stoops to his work : the 
cart-horses have moved on : and all are again in motion. 

The influence of a scene like this, was not lost upon the 
well-regulated mind of Mr. Pickwick. Intent upon the reso- 
lution he had formed, of exposing the real character of the 
nefarious Jingle, in any quarter in which he might he pur- 
suing his flaudulent designs, he sat at first taciturn and 
contemplative, brooding over the means by which his purpose 
could be best attained. By degrees his attention grew more 
and more attracted by the objects around him ; and at last he 
derived as much enjoyment from the ride, as if it had been 
undertaken for the pleasantest reason in the world. 

Delightful prospect, Sam,” said Mr. Pickwick. 

Beats the chimley pots, sir,” replied Mr. WelLer, touching 
his hat. 

suppose you have hardly seen an3rthing but chimney- 
pots and bricks and mortar, all your life, Sam,” said Mr. 
Pickwick, smiling. 

I wom't always a boots, sir,” said Mr. Weller, -with a 
shake of the head. I wos a wagginer’s boy, once. ” 

When was ihat ?” inquired Mr. Pickwick. 

When I wos first pitched neck and crop into the world 
to play at leap-frog with its troubles,” replied Sam. “ I wos 
a carrier’s boy at startin’ : then a waggiuer’s, then a helper, 
then a boots. Now I ’m a gen’hn’n’s servant. I shall be a 
gen’Im’n myself one of these days, perhaps, with a pipe in my 
mouth, and a summer-house in the back garden. Who 
knows? I shouldn’t be surprised, for one.” 

You are quite a philosopher, Sam,” said Air. Pickwick. 

It runs in the frmily, I b’lieve, sir,” replied Mr. Weller. 

My father’s wery much in that line, now. If my mother-in- 
law blows h i m up, he whistles. She fiies in a passion, and 
breaks bis pipe ; he steps out, and gets another. Then she 
screams wery loud, and falls into ’sterics ; and he smokes wery 
comfortably ’tiH she comes to agin. That ’s philosophy, sir, 
an’tit?” 

A very good substitute for it, at all events,” replied MEr. 
Pickwick, laughing. It must have been of great service to 
you, in the course of your rambling life, Sam.” 
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Service sir,” exclaimed Sam. You may say tiiat. 
Arter I run away £:om the carrier, and afore I took up witk 
tke wagginer, I kad imdPiirnisIied lodgia's for a fortnigiit.” 

Unfurnislied lodgings ?” said Mr, Pickwick, 

Yes — ^tke dry arekes of Waterloo Bridge. Fine sleeping- 
place — ^witkin ten minutes' walk of all tke public offices — 
only if tkere is any objection to it, it is that tke sitivation 's 
rayther too any. I see some queer sigkts tkere.” 

Ak, I suppose you did,” said Mr. Pickwick, witk an air 
of considerable interest. 

Sigkts, sir,” resumed Mr. Weller, as ’ud penetrate your 
benevolent keart, and come out on tke otker side. You don’t 
see tke reg’lar wagrants tkere; trust ’em, tkey knows better 
tkan tkat. Young beggars, male and female, as kasn’t made 
a rise in tkeir profession, takes up tkeir quarters there some- 
times; but it’s generally the woru-out, starving, konseless 
creeturs as rolls themselves in the dark comers o’ them lone- 
some places — ^poor creeturs as an’t up to tke twopenny rope.” 

And pray, Sam, wkat is tke twopenny rope?” inquired 
Mr. Pickwick. 

Tke twopenny rope, sir,” replied Mr. Weller, is just a 
ckeap lodgin’ -kouse, wkere the beds is twopence a night.” 

“ What do they call a bed a rope for?” said Mr. Pickwick. 

Bless your innocence, sir, that an’t it,” replied Sam. 

Wen tke lady and gen’hn’n as keeps tke Hot-el, first begun 
business, they used to make the beds on the floor ; but this 
wouldn’t do at no price, ’cos instead o’ taking a moderate two- 
penn’orth o’ sleep, the lodgers used to lie there, half the day. 
So now tkey has two ropes, ’bout six foot apart, and three 
from tke floor, which goes right down the room; and the 
beds are made of slips of coarse sacking, stretched across ’em.” 

Well,” said Mr, Pickwick. 

Web,” said Mr. Weller, ^^the adwantage o’ die plan’s 
hohvious. At six o’clock every mornin’, they lets go tke ropes 
at one end, and down falls all tke lodgers. ’Consequence is, 
tkat being thoroughly waked, tkey get up wery quietly, and 
walk away! Beg you pardon, sir,” said Sam, suddenly 
brealdng off in kis loquacious discourse. Is this Bury St. 
Edmunds?” 

It is,” replied Mr. Pickwick. 

Tke coach rattled through tke web-paved streets of a hand- 
some little town, of thriving and cleanly appearance, and 
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stopped before a large ma situated in a wide open street^ 
nearly facing tbe old abbey. 

And tbis/^ said Mr. Pickwick, looking up, is tbe Angel ! 
We aligbt here, Sam. But some caution is necessary. Order 
a private room, and do not mention my name. You under- 
stand/^ 

Bigbt as a trivet, sir,” replied Mr. Weller, witb a wink of 
intelligence ; and baving dragged IMr. Pickwick’s portmanteau 
jBrom tbe bind boot, into wbicb it bad been hastily thrown 
wben tbey joined tbe coacb at Eatanswill, ]Mr. Weller disap- 
peared on bis errand. A private room was speedily engaged ; 
and into it, Mr. Pickwick was nsbered witbout delay. 

“Now, Sam,” said Mr. Pickwick, “tbe first tbing to be 
done is to” — 

“ Order dinner, sir,” interposed Air. Weller. “ It ’s wery 
late, sir.” 

“ Ab, so it is,” said Mr. Pickwick, looking at bis watcb. 
“ You are right, Sam.” 

“ And if I might adwise, sir,” added Mr. Weller, “ I ’d just 
have a good night’s rest arterwards, and not begin inquiring 
arter this hero deep ’un ’till tide momin’. There ’s nothin’ so 
refresbin’ as sleep, sir, as tbe servant-girl said afore she drank 
tbe egg-enp-foH o’ laudanum.” 

“ I tbtok you are right, Sam,” said Mr. Pickwick. “ But 
I must first ascertain that be is in tbe bouse, and not likely to 
go away.” 

“ Leave that to me, sir,” said Sam. “ Let me order you a 
snug bttle dinner, and make my in(^uiries below while it ’s a 
getting ready; I could worm ev’ry secret out o’ tbe boots’s 
heart, in five minutes, sir.” 

“Do so,” said Mr. Pickwick : and Mr. Weller at once 
retired. 

In half an hour, Mr. Pickwick was seated at a very satisfac- 
tory dinner; and in three-quarters Mr. WeUer returned with 
the intelligence that Mr. Charles Fitz-Marshall had ordered 
his private room to be retained for him, until further notice. 
He was going to spend the even in g at some private bouse in 
tbe neigbhourbood, bad ordered tbe boots to sit up until bis 
return, and bad taken bis servant witb him. 

“ Now, sir,” argued Mr. Weber, when be bad concluded 
bis report, “ if I can get a talk witb this here servant in tbe 
momin’, be ’b teb me ab bis master’s concerns 
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How do you Imow that?” iuterposed ]Mr. Pickwick. 

“ Bless your heart, sir, servants always do,” replied Mr. 
WeHer. 

Oh, ah, I forgot that,” said Mr. Pickwick, Well.” 

Then you can arrange what ’s best to be done, sir, and 
we can act according.” 

As it appeared that this was the best arrangement that 
could be made, it was finally agreed upon. ?^Ir. WeHer, by 
his master’s permission, retired to spend the evening in his 
own way; and was shortly afterwards elected, by the unani- 
mous voice of the assembled company, into the tap-room chair, 
in which honourable post he acqxiitted himself so much to the 
satisfaction of the gentlemen-firequenters, that their roars of 
laughter and approbation penetrated to Mr. Pickwick’s bed- 
room, and shortened the term of his natural rest, by at least 
three hours. 

Early on the ensuing morning, Mr. Weller was dispelling 
ah the feverish remains of the previous evening’s conviviality, 
through the instrumentality of a hal^enny shower-bath 
(having induced a young gentleman attached to the stable- 
department, by the offer of that coin, to pump over his head 
and face, until he w^as perfectly restored), when he was 
attracted by the appearance of a young fellow in mulberry- 
coloured livery, who was sitting on a bench in the yard, read- 
ing what appeared to be a hyoon-book, with an air of deep 
abstraction, but who occasionally stole a glance at the indivi- 
dual under the pump, as if he took some interest in his 
proceedings, nevertheless. 

'^You’re a rum ’un to look at, you are!” thought 
Mr. Weller, the first time his eyes encountered the glance 
of the stranger in the mulberry-coloured suit: who had a 
large, sallow, ugly face, very sunken eyes, and a gigantic 
head, from which depended a quantity of lank black hair. 
^‘You’re a rum ’uni” thought ]Mr. Weller; and thinking 
this, he went on washing himself, and thought no more about 
him. 

Still the man kept glancing from his hymn-book to Sam, 
and from Sam to his hymn-book, as if he wanted to open a 
conversation. So at last, Sam, by way of giving h i m an 
opportunity, said, with a familiar nod — 

How are you, governor ? ” 

am happy to say, I am pretty well, sir,” said the man^ 
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speaMng witli great deliberatioii, and dosing tlie book. I 
Hope you are tbe same, sir ? 

‘^‘'^y, if I felt less like a walking brandy-bottle, I 
skoiddn’t be quite so staggery tMs mominV’ replied Sam. 

Are you stoppin^ in this bouse, old 'un ? 

Tbe mulberry man replied in tbe afSrmative 

How was it, you wom't one of us, last nigbt ? ” inquired 
Sam, scrubbing bis face witb tbe towel. You seem one of 
tbe jolly sort — blocks as eonwivial as a Hve trout in a lime- 
basket,^' added IMr. Weller, in an under tone. 

I was out last nigbt witb my master,” repbed tbe 
jstranger. 

Wbat 's bis name ? ” inquired Mr. Weller, colouring up 
very red witb sudden excitement, and fcbe jb-iction of tbe towel, 
combined. 

Fitz-MarsbaH,” said tbe mulberry man. 

^^Give us your band,” said Air. Weller, advancing,* 
dLOuldHke to know you. I like your appearance, old fellow.” 

Well, that is very strange,” said tbe mulberry man, witb 
great simplicity of maimer. I like yours so mucb, that I 
wanted to speak to you, from the very jfrst moment I saw you 
under tbe pump.” 

Did you tbougb ? ” 

Upon my word. Now, isn't that curious ? ” 

Wery singler,” said Sam, inwardly congratulating bimself 
upon tbe softness of tbe stranger. Wbat 's your name, my 
patriarch ? ' 

^'Job” 

And a wery good name it is — only one I know, that 
ain't got a nickname to it. Wbat 's tbe other name ? ” 

Pintter,” said tbe stranger. '' Wbat is yours ? ” 

Sam bore in mind bis master's caution, and replied, 

Aly name 's Walker ; my master’s name 's Wilkin s. Will 
you take a drop o' somethin' this momin', Air. Trotter ? ” 

Air, Trotter acquiesced in this agreeable proposal: and 
having deposited bis book in bis coat-pocket, accompanied Air. 
Weller to tbe tap, where they were soon occupied in discussing 
an exhilarating compound, formed by mixing together, in a 
pewter vessel, certain quantities of British HoHmds, and 
tbe fragrant essence of the dove. 

And wbat sort of a place have you got ? ” inquired Sam, 
as be filled bis companion's glass, for tbe second time. 
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Bad/’ said Job, smacMng Ms lips, very bad.” 

You don’t mean tbat ? ” said Sam. 

I do, iadeed. Worse than that, my master ’s going to be 
married.” 

No.” 

^^Yes; and worse than that, too, be’s going to rim away 
witb an immense rich, beiress, j&*om boar di n g-Fxbool. ’ ’ 

'^Wbat a dragon!” said Sam, refilling Ms companion’s 
glass. It ’s some boarding-scbool in tMs town, I suppose, 
an’t it? ” 

Now, altbougb tMs question was put in tbe most care- 
less tone imaginable, Mr. Job Trotter plainly sliowed, by 
gestures, tbat be perceived Ms new j&?iend’s anxiety to draw 
forth an answer to it. He emptied Ms glass, looked myste- 
riously at Ms companion, winked botk of Ms small eyes, one 
after the other, and finally made a motion witb Ms arm, as if 
be were working an imaginary pump-handle : thereby intima- 
ting that he (IMr. Trotter) considered himself as undergoing 
the process of being pumped, by Mr. Samuel Weller. 

“No, no,” said JNIr. Trotter, in conclusion, “that’s not to 
be told to everybody. That is a secret — a great secret, jMt. 
Walker,” 

As the mulberry man said tMs, he turned Ms glass upside 
down, as a means of reminding Ms companion that he had 
nothing left wherewith to slake Ms thirst, Sam observed the 
hint ; and feeling the delicate manner in wMch it was con- 
veyed, ordered the pewter vessel to be refilled, whereat the 
small eyes of the mulberry man glistened. 

“ And so it’s a secret ? ” said Sam. 

“ I should rather suspect it was,” said the mulbeny man, 
sipping his liquor, with a complacent face. 

“ I suppose your mas’r ’s wery rich ? ” said Sam, 

Mr. Trotter smiled, and holding Ms glass in Ms lefl hand, 
gave four distinct slaps on the pocket of his mulberry inde- 
scribables with Ms right, as if to intimate that Ms master 
might have done the same without alarming anybody much, 
by the chinking of coin, 

“Ah,” said Sam, “that’s the game, is it?” 

The mulberry man nodded sigiiificantly. 

“Well, and don’t you think, old feller,” remonstrated Mr. 
Weller, “ tbat if you let your master take in this here young 
ladj^, you ’re a precious rascal ? ” 
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that/’ said Job Trotter, turniiig upon Ms com- 
panion a coimtenanee of deep contrition, and groaning sliglitly. 

I fcaow that and that *8 what it is that preys upon my 
mind. But what am I to do ? 

^^Dol” said Sam; “ di-wulge to the missis, and give up 
your master.’ ' 

Who ’d believe me ? ” replied Job Trotter. “ The young 
lady ’s considered the very picture of innocence and discretion. 
She ’d deny it, and so would my master. Who ’d beHeve me ? 
I should lose my place, and get indicted for a conspiracy, or 
some such thing ; that ’s all I should take by my motion.” 

There ’s somethin’ in that,” said Sam, ruminating ; 

there ’s somethin’ in that.” 

^Mf I knew any respectable gentleman who would take the 
matter up,” continued Air. Trotter, I might have some hope 
of preventing the elopement ; but there ’s the same difficult, 
Ah. AVaUver, just the same. I know no gentleman in this 
strange place ; and ten to one if I did, whether he would 
beHeve my story.” 

Come tMs way,” said Sam, suddenly jumping up, and 
grasping the mulberry man by the arm. ^^My mas’r’s the 
man you want, I see.” And after a sHght resistance on the 
part of Job Trotter, Sam led Ms newly found Mend to the 
apartment of Air. Pickwick, to whom he presented Mm, 
together with a brief summary of the dialogue we have just 
repeated. 

I am veiy sorry to betray my master, sir,” said Job 
Trotter, applying to Ms eyes a pink checked pocket handker- 
cMef about six inches square. 

The feeling does you a great deal of honour,” repHed Air. 
Pickwick; ^^hut it is your duty, nevertheless.” 

know it is my duty, sir,” repHed Job, with great 
emotion. We should all try to discharge our duiy, sir ; 
and I humbly endeavour to discharge mine, sir ; hut it is a 
hard trial to betray a master, sir, whose clothes you wear, and 
wkose bread yon eat, even though he is a scoundrel, sir.” 

'' You, are a very good fellow,” said Air. PickMck, much 
affected, “ an honest fellow.” 

''Come, come,” interposed Sam, who had witnessed Air. 
Trotter’s tears with considerable impatience, " blow tMs here 
water-cart Ms’ness. It won’t do no good, this won’t.” 

" Sam,” said Air. Pickwick, reproachhiUy, " I am sorry to 
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find tliat you Have so little respect for tMs young man’s 
feelings/’ 

His feelins is all wery -well, sir/’ repHed jMt. Weller ; 
and as tliey ’re so wery fine, and it ’s a pity he sliould lose 
’em, I tMiik lie ’d Letter keep ’em in Ms omi Luzzum, tkan 
let ’em ewaporate in kot •water, ’specially as tkey do no good. 
Tears nerer yet wound up a clock, or worked a steam ingen’. 
Tke next time you go out to a smoking party, young feller, 
fiTL your pipe witk tkat ’ere reflection, and for tke present, just 
put -tkat kit of pink gingkam into your pocket. ’T’an’t so 
Handsome tkat you need keep wa-ving it about, as if you was 
a tigkt-rope dancer.” 

My man is in tke rigkt,” said Mr. Pickwick, aeeostmg 
Job, '' altkougk Ms mode of espressing Ms opinion is some- 
what komely, and occasionally incomprekensible.” 

He is, sir, very rigkt,” said Mr. Trotter, and I will give 
way no longer.” 

‘Wery well,” said Mr. Pickwick. ^^Now, where is tMs 
boarding-school ? ” 

It is a large, old, red-brick house, just outside tke to-wn, 
sir,” replied Job Trotter. 

And when,” said kir. Pickwick, ‘^wken is tMs villanous 
design to be carried into execution — ^wken is tMs elopement 
to take place ? ” 

To-Mgkt, sir,” replied Job, 

To-Mgkt I ” exclaimed Mr. Pickwick. 

'' TMs very Mgkt, sir,” replied Job Trotter. Tkat is 
what alarms me so muck.” 

Instant measures must be taken,” said Mr. Pickwick. I 
will see tke lady who keeps tke establMnnent immediately.” 

'^I beg your pardon, sir,” said Job, ‘^but tkat course of 
proceeding will never do,” 

Why not ? ” inquired Mr. Pickwick. 

My master, sir, is a very artful man.” 

I know he is,” said Mr. Pidkwick. 

And he has so wound himself round tke old lady’s heart, 
sir,” resumed Job, '‘that she would believe nothing to Ms 
prejudice, if you went down on your bare knees, and swore it , 
e^ecially as you have no proof but tke word of a servant, 
who, for anything she knows (and my master would be sure 
to say so), was discharged for some fault, and does tMs in 
revenge.” 

yoi.. X. 
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Wliat liad better be done, tben ? said Mr. Pickwick. 

NotMng but takiiig Hm in the very fact of elopiag, will 
convince tke old lady, sir,’* replied Job. 

AH tkem old cats tdll run tbeir beads agin mile-stones/* 
observed Mr. Weller in a paxentbesis. 

But tbis taking bim in tbe very act of elopement, would 
be a very dijffienlt “ thing to accomplish, I fear,’* said Air. 
Pickwick. 

I don’t know, sir,” said Mr. Trotter, after a few moments* 
reflection. I think it might be very easily done.** 

How ? ” was Mr. Pickwick’s inquiry. 

Why,” replied Mr. Trotter, my master and I, being in the 
confidence of the two servants, will -be secreted in the kitchen 
at ten o’clock. When the family have retired to rest, we shall 
come out of the kitchen, and the young lady out of her bed- 
room. A post-chaise will be waiting, and away we go.” 

Well,” said Mr. Pickwick. 

Wefl, sir, I have been tbinking that if you were in waiting 
in the garden bebind, alone — 

Alone,” said Mr. Pickwick. Why alone ? ” 
thought it very natural,” replied Job, “that the old 
lady wouldn’t like such an unpleasant discovery to he made 
before more persons than can possibly be helped. The joxmg 
lady too, sir — consider her feelings.” 

“You are very right,” said hir. Pickwick. “The con- 
sideration evinces your delicacy of feeling. Go on ; you are 
very right.” 

“Wed, sir, I was thinking that if you were waiting in the 
back garden alone, and I was to let you in, at the door which 
opens into it, from the end of the passage, at exactly half- 
past eleven o’clock, you would be just in the very moment of 
time, to assist me in frustrating the designs of ttLis bad man, 
by whom I have been unfortunately ensnared.” Here hir. 
IVotter sighed deeply. 

Don’t distress yourself on that account,” said Mr. Pick- 
wick, “ if he had one grain of the delicacy of feeling which 
distinguishes you, humble as your station is, I should have 
some hopes of him.” 

Job Trotter bowed low ; and in spite of Mr. Weller’s pre- 
vious remonstrance, the tears again rose to Ms eyes. 

I never see such a feller,” said Sam. “ Blessed if I don’t 
think he ’s got a main in his head as is always turned on.*^ 



THE PIOKWICK CLUB. m 

Sara/’ said ?ilr. Pictwick, great severity. "'Hold 
3"oiir tongue.” 

" Wery sir,” replied Mr. Weller. 

" I don’t like tMs plan,” said j^Ir. Pickwick, after deep 
meditation. "WTiy cannot I communicate witk the young 
lady’s friends ?” 

"" Because they live one hundred miles from here, sir,” 
responded Joh Trotter. 

" That’s a clincher,” said hir. Weller, aside. 

"" Then this garden,” resumed !Mr. Pickwick. “ How am I 
to get into it ? ” 

The wall is very low, sir, and your servant will give you 
a leg up.” 

"" My servant will give me a leg up,” repeated ]Mr. Pick- 
wick, mechanically. ""You ■will he sure to he near this door, 
that you speak of ? ” 

"" You cannot mistake it, sir ; it ’s the only one that opens 
into the garden. Tap at it, when you hear the clock strike, 
and I will open it instantly.” 

don’t like the plan,” said IMr. Pickwick; ""hut as I see 
no other, and as the happiness of this young lady's whole Hie 
is at stake, I adopt it. I shall he sure to he there.” 

Thus, for the second time, did l^Ir. Pickwick’s innate good- 
feeling involve him in an enterprise, from which he would 
most willingly have stood aloof. 

"" What is the name of the house ? ” inquired !Mr. Pickwick. 

""Westgate House, sir. You turn a litde to the right 
when you get to the end of the town; it stands by itself 
some HttLe distance off the high road, with the name on a 
hrass-plate on the gate.” 

""I know it,” said Mr. Pickwick. ""I observed it once 
before, when I was in this town. You may depend upon me.” 

Mr. Trotter made another bow, and turned to depart, 
when Mr. Pickwick thrust a guinea into his hand. 

"" You ’re a fbae feEow,” said hir. Pickwick, "" and I admire 
your goodness of heart. No thanks. Eemember — eleven 
o’clock.” 

There is no fear of my forgetting it, sir,”' replied Job 
Trotter. With these words he left the room, followed by Sam. 

""I say,” said the latter, ""not a bad no-fion that ’ere 
crying. I ’d cry like a rain-water spout in a shower, on such 
good terms. How do you do it % ” 
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comes from the lieaxt, hlx. Walker/’ replied Job 
solemnlj. Good morning, sir.” 

Yon ’re a soft cnstomer, yon are ; — ^we Ve got it all out 
o’ you, any bow,” tbonglit Mx, Weller, as Job walked away. 

We cannot state the precise nature of the thoughts wMch 
passed through Mr. Trotter’s mind, because we don’t know 
what they were. 

The day wore on, evening came, and at a little before ten 
o’clock Sam Weller reported that Mr. Jingle and Job had 
gone ont together, that their luggage was packed up, and that 
they had ordered a chaise. The plot was evidently in execu- 
tion, as JMr. Trotter had foretold. 

Half-past ten o’clock arrived, and it was time for Mr. Pick- 
wick to issue forth on his delicate errand. Resisting Sam’s 
tender of his great coat, in order that he might have no 
incumbrance in scaling the wall, he set forth, followed by his 
attendant. 

There was a bright moon, but it was behind the clouds. It 
was a fine dry night, but it was most uncommonly dark. 
Paths, hedges, fields, houses, and trees, were enveloped 
in one deep shade. The atmosphere was hot and sultry, 
the summer Hghtning quivered faintly on the verge of the 
horizon, and was the only sight that varied the dull gloom in 
which everything was wrapped — ^sound there was none, except 
the distant barldng of some restless house-dog. 

They found the house, read the brass-plate, walked round 
the wall, and stopped at that portion of it which divided them 
ftom the bottom of the garden. 

You will return to the ion, Sam, when you have assisted 
me over,” said Mr. Pickwick. 

Wery well, sir.” 

“ And you will sit up, ’till I return.” 

Cert’nly, sic.” 

Take hold of my leg ; and, when I say ' Over,’ raise me 
gently.” 

Ah right, sir.” 

Having settled these prelnrunaries, Mr. Pickwick grasped 
the top of the wah, and gave the word Over,” which was 
very literally obeyed. MTaether his body partook in some 
degree of the elasticity of his mind, or whether Mr. Weher’s 
nations of a gentle push were of a somewhat rougher descrip- 
tion than Mr. Pickwick’s, the immediate effect of his assistance 
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was to jerk that immortal gentLemau completely over the 
wall OIL to the hed beneath, where, after crushing Ihree goose- 
berry bushes and a rose-tree, he finally alighted at full 
length. 

Yon hadn’t hurt yourself, I hope, sir,’’ said Sam, in a 
loud whisper, as soon as he recovered from the surprise 
consequent upon the mysterious disappearance of Ms master. 

I have not hurt myself, Sam, certainly,” repHed . Pick- 
mck, from the other side of the wall, ^^but I rather think 
that you have hurt me.” 

I hope not, sir,” said Sam. 

Never mind,” said !Mr. Pickwick, rising, it ’s nothing 
but a few scratches. Go away, or we shall be overheard.” 

Good-bye, sir.” 

Good-bye.” 

With stealthy steps Sam Weller departed, leaving IMr, 
Pickwick alone in the garden. 

Lights occasionally appeared in the different windows of 
the house, or glanced from the staircases, as if the inmates 
were retiring to rest. Not caring to go too near the door, until 
the appointed time, Mr. Pickwick crouched into an angle of 
the wall, and awaited its arrival. 

It was a situation wMch might well have depressed the 
s|)irits of many a man. Mr. Pickwick, however, felt neither 
depression nor misgiving. He knew that his purpose was in 
tlie main a good one, and he placed impHcit rehance on the 
Mgh-minded Joh. It was dull, certainly ; not to say, dreary; 
hut a contemplative man can always employ himself in medi- 
tation. Mr. Pickwick had meditated himself into a doze, when 
he was roused by the chimes of the neighhouring church 
ringing out the }Kjur--lLulL-p<‘iM eleven. 

That is the time,” thonght ]V£r. Pickwick, getting cautiously 
on his feet. He looked up at the house. Ihe lights had 
disappeared, and the shutters were closed — all in hed, no 
donht. He walked on tip-toe to ihe door, and gave a gentle 
tap. Two or three minutes passing without any reply, he 
gave another tap rather louder, and then another rather 
louder than that. 

At length the sound of feet was audible upon the stairs, and 
Oien the light of a candle shone through the key-hole of the 
door. There was a good deal of unchaining and unholting, 
and the door was slowly opened. 
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Now the door opened outwards : and as tlie door opened 
wider and wider, ]\Ir. Pickwick receded TbeMnd it, more and 
more. Wiiat was kis astoniskment wken lie just peeped out 
by way of caution, to see tkat tke person wko kad opened it 
was — ^not Job Trotter, but a servant-girl wiik a candle in ker 
kandl Mr. Pickwick drew in Ms kead again, witk tke 
swiftness displayed by tkat admirable melo-dramatic performer, 
Punch, wken ke lies in wait for tke flat-keaded comedian witk 
tke tin kox of music. 

It must kave been tke cat, Sarak,” said tke ghl, addressing 
herself to some one in tke house. Puss, puss, puss — tit, 
tit, tit.^^ 

But no animal keing decoyed ky these blandishments, tke 
girl slowly closed tke door, and re-fastened it ; leaving Mr. 
Pickwick drawn up straight against tke wall. 

This is very curious,’’ thought Mr. Pickwick. ^^Tkey 
are sitting up beyond their usual hour, I suppose. Extremely 
unfortunate, tkat they should kave chosen tMs night, of all 
others, for suck a purpose — exceedingly.” And witk these 
thoughts, Mr. Pickwick cautiously retired to tke angle of tke 
wall in wMck ke kad been before ensconced ; waiting until 
suck time as ke might deem it safe to repeat tke signal. 

Pie kad not been here five minutes, wkeu a vivid flask of 
lightning was followed ky a loud peal of thunder tkat crashed 
and roEed away in tke distance witk terrific noise — ^tken 
came another flask of Egktning, brighter than tke other, and 
a second peal of thunder louder than tke first; and then 
down came tke rain, witk a force and fury tkat swept every- 
thing before it. 

Mr. Pickwick was perfectly aware tkat a tree is a very 
dangerous neighbour in a thunder-storm. He kad a tree on 
Ms right, a tree on Ms left, a third before him, and a fourth 
behind. If he remained where ke was, ke might faE the 
victim of an accident ; if ke showed Mnpelf In tke centre of 
tke garden, ke might be consigned to a constable ; — once or 
twice ke tried to scale tke waE, hut having no other legs tMs 
rime, than those witk wMck Nature kad furnished Mm, tke 
only effect of his struggles was to inflict a variety of very 
unpleasant gratings on his knees and skins, and to throw him 
into a state of tke most profuse perspiration. 

What a dreadful situation ! ” said Mr. Pickwick, pausing 
to wipe Ms brow after this exercise. Pie looked up at tke 
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touse — all was dark. Tbiej must be gone to ted now. He 
would try ih.e signal again. 

He walked on tiptoe across ike moist gravel, and tapped 
at ike door. He keld kis kreatk, and listened at the key- 
hole. Ho reply: very odd. Another knock. He listened 
again. There was a low whispering inside, and then a voice 
ciied — 

Who there ? ” 

“ That’s not Job/’ thought Mr. Pickwick, hastily drawing 
himself straight up against the wall again. It ’s a woman.” 

He had scarcely had time to form this conclusion, when a 
window above stairs was thrown up, and three or four female 
voices repeated the query — "Who ’s there ? ” 

Mr. Pickwick dared not move hand or foot. It was clear 
that the whole establishment was roused. He made up bis 
mind to remain where he was, until the alarm had subsided : 
and then by a supernatural effort to get over the wall, or 
perish in the attempt. 

Like all Mr. Pickwick’s determinations, this was the best 
“that could be made under the circumstances; hut, unfortu- 
nately, it was founded upon the assumption that they would 
not venture to open the door again. What was his discomfftore, 
when he heard the chain and bolts withdrawn, and saw the 
door slowly opening, wider and wider ! He retreated into the 
comer, step by step ; bnt do what he would, the interpositioii 
of his own person prevented its being opened to its utmost 
width. 

Who’s there?” screamed a numerous chorus of treble 
voices from the stair-case inside, consisting of the spinster 
lady of the establishment, three teachers, five female servants, 
and thiriy boarders, all half-dressed, and in a forest of curl- 
papers. 

Of course Mr, Pickwick didn’t say who was there: and 
then the burden of the chorus changed into — “ Lor’ I I am 
so frightened.” 

Cook,” said the lady abbess, who took care to be on Ihe 
top stair, the very last of the group — Cook, why don’t yon 
go a Httle way into the garden ? ” 

Please, ma’am, I don’t like,” responded the cook. 

Lor’, what a stupid thing that cook is ! ” said the thirty 
boarders. 

Cook,” said the lady abbess, with great dignity ; don’t 
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answer me, if you please. I insist upon your looMng into 
tlie garden immediately.” 

Here tide cook "began to cry, and the housemaid said it was 
a shame ! ” for whidh partisanship she receiTed a month’s 
warning on tide spot. 

Do you hear, cook ? ” said the lady abbess, stamping her 
foot, impatiently 

Don’t you hear your missis, cook?” said the three 
teachers. 

‘^'What an impudent thing that cook is ! ” said the thirty 
boarders. 

Ihe unfortunate cook, thus strongly urged, advanced a step 
or two, and holding her candle just where it prevented her 
from seeing anything at all, declared there was nothing there, 
and it must have been tide wind. The door was just going to 
be closed in consequence, when an inquisitive boarder, who 
had been peeping between the hinges, set up a fearful scream- 
ing, which called back the cook and the housemaid, and all 
the more adventurous, in no time. 

What is the matter with Miss Smithers ? ” said the lady 
abbess, as the aforesaid Aliss Smithers proceeded to go into 
hysterics of four young lady power. 

^^Lor’, Miss Smithers dear,” said the other nine-and-twenty 
boarders. 

Oh, the man — ^the man — behind the door ! ” screamed 
Miss Smithers. 

The lady abbess no sooner heard this appalling cry, than she 
retreated to her own bed-room, double-locked the door, and 
fainted away comfortably. The boarders, and the teachers, 
and the servants, fed back upon the stairs, and upon each 
other; and never was such a screaming, and fainting, and 
struggling beheld. In the midst of the tumult, JMr. Pick- 
wick emerged fcom his concealment, and presented himself 
amongst them. 

Ladies — dear ladies,” said Mr. Pickwick. 

Oh, he says we ’re dear,” cried the oldest and ugliest 
teacher. Oh, the wretch ! ” 

Ladies,” roared IMr. Pickwick, rendered desperate by tbe 
danger of his situation. ^^Hear me. I am no robber. I 
want the lady of the house.” 

“ Oh, what a ferocious monster ! ” screamed another teacher 
“ He wants Miss Tomkins.” 
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Here tliere was a general scream. 

Eing tlie alarm bell, somebody 1 cried a dozen voices. 

Don’t — don’t,” sbonted Mr. Pickwick. ''Look at me. 
Do I look like a robber ! My dear ladies — ^yon may bind me 
band and leg, or lock me up in a closet, if yon like. Only 
bear wbat I bave got to say — only bear me.” 

"How did yon come in our garden? ” faltered tbe bonse- 
maid. 

" Call tbe lady of tbe bonse, and I ’ll tell ber everything — 
everything : ” said Mr. Pickwick, exerting bis Inngs to tbe 
ntmost pitch. " Call ber — only be qniet, and call her, and 
yon shall bear everything.” 

It might bave been Mr. Pickwick’s appearance, or it might 
bave been bis maimer, or it might bave been tbe temptation 
— so irresistible to a female mind — of bearing something 
at present enveloped in mystery, that reduced tbe more reason- 
able portion of tbe establishment (some fonr individuals) to a 
state of comparative <piiet. By them it was proposed, as a 
test of Mr. Pickwick’s sineeriiy, that be should immediately 
submit to personal restraint ; and that gentleman having con- 
sented to bold a conference with Miss Tomkins, firom the 
interior of a closet in wbicb tbe day boarders bung their 
bonnets and sandwicb-bags, be at once stepped into it, of bis 
own accord, and was securely locked in. This revived tbe 
others; and Miss Tomkins having been brongbt-to, and 
brought down, tbe conference began. 

" ^^Tiat did you do in my garden, Man ? ” said Mss Tom- 
kins, in a faint voice. 

I came to warn you, that one of your young ladies was 
going to elope to-night,” replied Mr. Pickwick, from tbe 
interior of tbe doset. 

" Elope ! ” exclaimed Miss Tomkins, tbe three teachers, 
tbe tbidy boarders, and tbe five servants. " Who with ? ” 

" Your friend, M. Charles Pitz-Marsball.” 

" My Mend ! I don’t know any such person.” 

"Well; Mr. Jingle, then.” 

" I never beard tbe name in my life.” 

" Then, I bave been deceived, and deluded,” said Mr. Pick- 
wick. " I bave been tbe victim of a conspiracy — a foul and 
base conspiracy. Send to the Angel, my dear ma’am, if you 
don’t beHeve me, Send to tbe Angel for Mr. Pickwick’s man- 
Bervant, I implore you, ma’am.” 
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He must be respectable — ^he keeps a man-serramj/' said 
Miss TomMns to tbe writing and ciphering governess. 

It ’s my opinion, Miss TomMns/’ said tbe writing and 
cipliering governess, '^that Ms man-servant keeps Mm. I 
thMk be’s a -madma-nj Miss Tomkins, and tke otber’s Ms 
keeper.’’ 

I fhivtlc yoTi are very xigM, Miss Gwynn/’ responded Miss 
Tomkias. Let two o£ the servants repair to tke Angel, and 
let tKe others remain here, to protect ns.” 

So two of the servants were despatched to the Angel in 
search of Air. Samuel Weller : and the remaining three stopped 
behind to protect Miss Tomkins, and the three teachers, and 
the thirty boarders. And Air. Pickwick sat down in the closet, 
beneath a grove of sandwich bags, and awaited the return of 
the messengers, with all the phhosophy and fortitude he 
could summon to Ms aid. 

An hour and a half elapsed before they came back, and 
when they did come, Air. Pickwick recogmsed, in addition to 
the voice of Air. Samuel Weller, two other voices, the tones 
of wMch struck familiarly on Ms ear,* hut whose they were, 
he could not for the Hfe of him call to mind. 

A very brief conversation ensued. The door was unlocked. 
Air. Pickwick stepped out of the closet, and found himself in 
the presence of the whole establishment of Westgate House, 
Air. Samuel Weller, and — old Wardle, and his destined son- 
in-law, Air. Trundle ! 

My dear Mend,” said Air. Pickwick, running forward and 
grasping AVardle’s hand, “my dear Mend, pray, for Pleaven’s 
sake, explain to tMs lady the unfortunate and dreadful situa- 
tion in wMeh I am placed. You must have heard it from my 
servant; say, at all events, my dear fellow, that I am neither 
a robber nor a madman.” 

“ I have said so, my dear Mend. I have said so already,” 
replied Air. Wardle, shaking the right hand of Ms Mend, 
while Air. Trundle shook the left. 

“ And whoever says, or has said, he is,” interposed Air. 
Weller, stepping forward, says that wMch is not the truth, 
hut so far Mm it, on the contrairy, quite the rewerse. And 
if there ’s any number o’ men on these here premises as has 
said so, I shall he wery happy to give ’em all a wery con- 
vincing proof o’ their being mistaken, in tMs here wery room, 
if these weiy respectable ladies ’ll have the goodness to retire 
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and order ’em up, one at a time.” Having delivered tins 
defiance vritli great voluEility, 'Mr. TTeller struclv Ms open 
palm empliatieally mtli Ms elenelied fist, and vinked pleasantly 
on Miss TomJdns : tlie intensity of wliose iiorror at Ms sup- 
posing it 'witMn tlie fionnds of possMility tliat tliere could fie 
any men on tlie premises of Westgate House EstafiEslmient 
for Young Ladies, it is impossifile to deserifie. 

Ivir. Pickwick’s explanation Laving fceen already partially 
made, was soon concluded. But neitfier in tlie course of Ms 
ivalk Lome witii Ms friends, nor afterwards wlien seated fiefore 
a filazing fire at the supper he so much needed, could a single 
observation fie drawn jfiom Mm. He seemed bewildered and 
amazed. Once, and only once, he turned round to War die, 

and said, 

How did you come here ? ” 

Trundle and I came down here, for some good shootings 
on the first,” replied Wardle. We arrived to-Mght, and 
were astomshed to hear from your servant that you were here 
too. But I am glad you are,” said the old fellow, slapping 
him on the back. am glad you are. We shall have a 
jovial party on the first, and we ’ll give Winkle another chance 
— eh, old boy ? ” 

]\Ir. Pickwick made no reply ; he did not even ask affcer 
his friends at Diugley Dell, and shortly afterwards retired for 
the Mght, desiring Sam to fetch his candle when he rung. 

The bell did ring in due course, and l^Ir. Weller presented 
himself. 

Sam,” said Mr. Pickwick, looking out from under the 
bed-clothes. 

Sir,” said Mr. Weller, 

Mr. Pickwick paused, and hlr. Weller snuffed the candle. 

Sam,” said Mr. Pickwick again, as if with a desperate 
effort. 

Sir,” said Mr. Weller, once more. 

Where is that Trotter ? ” 

^'Job, sir?” 

Yes.” 

Gone, sir.” 

With Ms master, I suppose ? ” 

Friend or master, or whatever he is, he ’s gone with 
him,” replied Mr. Weller. ^'There’s a pair on ’em, sir.” 

Jingle suspected my design, and set that fellow on 
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you, ”witli tliis story, I suppose?” said Mr. Pickwick, half 
choking. 

Just that, sir,” replied IMr. Weller. 

It was ah false, of course ? ” 

Ah, sir,” replied Mr. Weher, Eeglar do, sii * ; artful 
dodge.” 

I don’t think he ’h escape us q^uite so easily the next 
time, Sam?” said Mr. Pickwick. 

1 don’t think he wih, sir.” 

Whenever I meet that Jingle again, wherever it is,” said 
Air. Pickwick, raising himself in bed, and indenting his pihow 
with a tremendous blow, I ’h inflict personal chastisement 
on him, in addition to the exposure he so richly merits. I 
wih, or my name is not Pickwick.” 

“And wenever I catches hold o’ that there melan-chohy 
chap with the black hair,” said Sam, “if I don’t bring some 
real water into his eyes, for once in a way, my name an’t 
Weher. Good night, sir ! ” 
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CHAPTER XVII. 

SEOWIl^a THAT AH ATTACK OF EHEUMATISM, IH SOME CASES, ACTS AS A 
QUICKEHEE TO INVENTIVE GENIUS. 

The constitatioH of Mr. PickwicI:, thougli able to sustain a 
very considerable amount of exertion and fatigue, vras not 
proof against sucb a combination of attacks as be bad under- 
gone on tbe memorable nigbt, recorded in tbe last chapter. 
The process of being washed in tbe nigbt air, and rough-dried 
in a closet, is as as it is pecuHar, JMr. Pickwick 

was laid up with . of rheumatism. 

But although the bodily powers of the great man were thus 
impaired, his mental energies retained their pristine vigour. 
His spirits were elastic; his good humour was restored. 
Even the vexation consequent upon his recent adventure had 
vanished from his mind; and he could join' in the heartj^ 
laughter which any allusion to it excited in !Mr. Wardle, 
without anger and without embarrassment. Xay, more. 
During the two days Mr. Pickwick was conJSned to his bed, 
Sam was his constant attendant. On the first, he endeavoured 
to amuse his master by anecdote and conversation ; on the 
second hir. Pickwick demanded his writing-desk, and pen and 
ink, and was deeply engaged during the whole day. On the 
third, being able to sit up m his bed-chamber, he despatched 
his valet with a message to Mr. Wardle and Mr. Trundle, 
intimating that if they would take their wine there, that 
evening, they would greatly oblige him. The invitation was 
most willingly accepted; and when they were seated over 
their wine, Mi. Pickwick with sundry blushes, produced the 
following Htih Mv a- been “edited” by himself, during 

his recent kn, iVo .1 his notes of Mr. WeHeris un- 

sophisticated recitah 
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^‘THE PAEISH CLEHK. 

A TALE OE TRUE LOVE. 

Once upon a time in a very small country tovm, at a 
considerable distance from London, there lived a little man 
named Nathaniel Pipkin, vf^ho vas the TMi.' 1 -h ch \ of the 
little town, and lived in a little house in i''i' .lo ■. 3I1 street, 
•within ten minutes^ walk of the little church ; and who was to 
be found every day from nine tiH four teaching a little 
learning to the little boys. Nathaniel Pipkin was a harmless, 
inoffensive good-natured being, with a turned-up nose, and 
rather tumed-in legs: a cast in his eye, and a halt in Ms 
gait; and he divided Ms time between the church and Ms 
school, verily believing that there existed not, on the face 
of the earth, so clever a man as the curate, so imposing an 
apartment as the vestry-room, or so well-ordered a seminary 
as Ms own. Once, and only once, in Ms life, Nathaniel 
Pipkin had seen a bishop — a real bishop, with Ids arms in 
lawn sleeves, and his head in a wig. He had seen bi-m 
walk, and heard Mm talk, at a confirmation, on wMch momen- 
tous occasion Nathaniel Pipkin was so overcome with reve- 
rence and awe, when the ^oresaid bishop laid Ms hand on 
Ms head, that he fainted right clean away, and was borne out 
of church in the arms of the beadle. 

TMs was a great event, a tremendous era, in Nathaniel 
Pipkin's life, and it was the only one that had ever occurred 
to ruffle the smooth current of Ms quiet existence, when 
happening one fine afternoon, in a fit of mental abstraction, 
to raise Ms eyes from the slate on wMch he was devising some 
tremendous problem in compound addition for an offending 
uxcMn to solve, -(liey suddenly rested on the blooming counte- 
nance of Maria Lobbs, the only daughter of old Lobbs, the 
great saddler over the way. Now, the eyes of Mr. Pipkin had 
rested on the pretty face of Maria Lobbs many a time and oft 
before, at church and elsewhere : but the eyes of Maria Lobbs 
had never looked so bright, the cheeks of Maria Lobbs had 
never looked so ruddy, as upon tMs particular occasion. No 
wonder then, that Nathaniel Pipkin was unable to take Ms 
eyes from the countenance of Miss Lobbs; no wonder that 
Mss Lobbs, finding herself stared at by a young man, with- 
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drew lier head &om the window out of w’hich she had been 
peeping, and shut the casement and pulled down the blind ; 
no wonder that Nathaniel Pipldn, immediately thereafter, fell 
upon the young urchin who had prewously offended, and 
cuffed and knocked him about to his heart’s content. All this 
was Yery natural, and there’s nothing at all to wonder at 
about it. 

It is matter of wonder, though, that any one of Mr. 
Nathaniel Pipkin’s retiring disposition, nervous temperament, 
and most particiilarly diminutive income, should from this day 
forth, have dared to aspire to the hand and heart of the 
only daughter of the ffery old Lobbs — of old Lobhs the great 
saddler, who could have bought up the whole village at one 
stroke of his pen, and never felt the outlay — old Lobhs, who 
was well known to have heaps of money, invested in the hank 
at the nearest market town — old Lobhs, who was reported to 
have countless and inexhaustible treasures, hoarded up in the 
little iron safe with the big key-hole, over the chimney-piece 
in the back parlour — old Lobbs, who, it was well known, on 
festive occasions gcimished his hoard with a real silver tea-pot, 
cream ewer, and sugar-basin, which he was wont, in the 
pride of his heart, to boast should he his daughter’s properly 
when she found a man to her mind. I repeat it, to be matter 
of profound astonishment and intense wonder, that Nathaniel 
Pipkiu should have had the temerity to cast his eyes in this 
direction. But love is hliad : and Nathaniel had a cast in his 
eye: and perhaps these two circumstances, taken together, 
prevented his seeing the matter in its proper light. 

^^Now, if old Lobbs had entertaiued the most remote or 
distant idea of the state of the affections of Nathaniel Pipkin, 
he would just have razed the school-room to the ground, or 
exterminated its master from the surface of the earth, or com- 
mitted some other outrage and atrocity of an equally ferocious 
and violent description ; for he was a terrible old fellow, was 
Lobbs, when his pride was injured, or his blood was up. 
Swear ! Such trains of oaths would come rolliug and pealing 
over the way, sometimes, when he was denounciag the idle- 
ness of the bony apprentice with the thin legs, that Nathaniel 
Pipkin would shake in his shoes with horror, and the hair of 
the pupils’ heads would stand on end with fdght. 

Weill Day after day, when school was over, and the 
pupils gone, did Nathaniel Pipkin sit himself down at the 
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jBront window, and wHle lie feigned to be reading a book, 
throw sidelong glances oyer the way in search of the bright 
eyes of Maria Lobbs ; and he hadn^t sat there many days, 
before the bright eyes appeared at an upper window, appa- 
rently deeply engaged in reading too. This was doliglitfol, 
j.'id uL'idf] r.jng to the heart of Nathaniel Pipkm. It was 
‘'OT.iiriii rig to there for hours together, and look upon that 
pretty face when the eyes were cast down ; but when Maria 
Lobbs began to raise her eyes Jhom her book, and dart their 
rays in the direction of Nathaniel Pipkin, his dehght and 
achoiiration were perfectly houndless. At last, one day when 
he knew old Lobhs was out, Nathaniel Pipkin had the temerity 
to kiss his hand to hlaria Lobbs ,* and Maria Lobbs, instead 
of shutting the window, and pulling down the blind, kissed 
hets to him, and smiled. Upon which Nathaniel Pipkin 
determined, that, come what might, he would deyelope the 
state of his feelings without further delay. 

“ A prettier foot,^ a gayer heart, a more dimpled face, or a 
smarter form, never bounded so lightly over the earth they 
graced, as did those of Maria Lobhs, the old saddler’s daughter. 
There was a roguish twinkle in her spai’kling eyes, that would 
have made its way to far less susceptible bosoms than that of 
Nathaniel Pipkin; and there was such a joyous sound in her 
merry laugh, that the sternest misanthrope must have smiled 
to hear it. Even old Lobhs him, self, in the very height of his 
ferocity, couldn’t resist the coaxing of his pretty daughter ; 
and when she, and her cousin Kate — an arch, impudent- 
looking, b(3witching little person — made a dead set upon 
the old man together, as, to say the truth, they very often 
did, he could have refnsed them nothing, even had they 
asked for a portion of the countless and inexhaustible trea- 
sures, which were hidden from the light, in the iron safe. 

Nathaniel Pipkin^s heart heat high within him, when 
he saw this enticing Httle couple some hundred yards before 
him, one summer’s evening, in the very field in which he had 
many a time strolled about tih night-time, and pondered on 
the beauty of Maria Lobhs. But though he had often thought 
then, how hrisHy he would walk up to Maria Lobhs and tell 
her of his passion if he could only meet her, he felt, now 
that she was unexpectedly before him, aE the blood in his 
body mounting to his face, manifestly to the great detriment 
of his legs, which, deprived of their usual portion, trembled 
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beneatli Mm. "WTieii they stopped to gather a hedge-fioiver, 
or listen to a bhd, Nathaniel Pipkin stopped too, and pre- 
tended to be absorbed in meditation, as indeed he really vas ; 
for he -was thinking what on earth he should ever do, when 
they turned back, as they inevitably must in time, and meet 
him face to face. But though he was afraid to make up to 
them, he couldn’t hear to lose sight of them ; so when they 
walked faster he walked faster, when they lingered he 
lingered, and when they stopped he stopped; and so they 
might have gone on, until the darkness prevented them, if 
Kate had not looked slily hack, and encouragingly beckoned 
Nathaniel to advance. There was something in Kate’s 
manner that vras not to he resisted, and so Nathaniel Pipkin 
complied with the invitation; and after a great deal of 
blushing on Ms part, and immoderate laughter on that of 
the wicked little cousin, Nathaniel Pipkin went down on Ms 
knees on the devyy grass, and declared Ms resolution to remain 
there for ever, unless he were permitted to rise the accepted 
lover of Maria Lobbs. Upon this, the merry laughter of Maria 
Lobbs rang through the calm evening air — ^without seeming 
to disturb it, though ; it had such a pleasant sound — and the 
wicked little cousin laughed more immoderately than before, 
and Nathaniel Pipkin blushed deeper than ever. At length, 
IMaria Lobbs being more strenuously urged by the love- 
worn little man, turned away her head, and whispered her 
cousin to say, or at all events Kate did say, that she felt 
much honoured hy Mr. Pipkin’s addresses ; that her hand and 
heart were at her father’s disposal ; but that nobody could 
be insensible to Mr. Pipkin’s merits. As all tMs was said 
with much gravity, and as Nathaniel Pipkin walked home 
with Maria Lobbs, and struggled for a Idss at parting, he 
went to bed a happy man, and dreamed aH night long of 
softening old Lobbs, opening the strong bos, and marrying 
Maria. 

“ The next day, Nathaniel Pipkin saw old Lobbs go out 
upon his old grey poney, and aAer a great many signs at the 
window from the wicked Kttle cousin, the ol^eet and meaning 
of wMch he could by no means understand, the bony appren- 
tice with the thin legs came over to say that his master wasn’t 
coming home ah night, and that the ladies expected IVIr 
Pipkin to tea, at six o’clock precisely. How the lessons were 
got through that day, neither Nathaniel Pipkin nor Ms pupils 

VOL. I. K 
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kae'^" any more tlian yon do ; but they TCie got tlirongh 
someiow, and, affcer ike boys bad gone, Nathaniel PipMn 
took tiE full six o’clock to dress MmseK to Ms satisfaction. 
Not that it took long to select the garments be sbould wear, 
inasmuch as he bad no choice about the matter; but the 
putting of them on to the best advantage, and the touching 
of them up previously, was a task of no inconsiderable dif- 
ficulty or importance. 

There was a very snug little party, consisting of Maria 
Lobbs and her cousin Hate, and three or four romping, good- 
humoured, rosy-cheeked girls. Nathaniel Pipkin had ocular 
demonstration of the fact, that the rumours of old Lobb’s 
treasures were not exaggerated. There were the real solid 
silver tea-pot, cream-ewer, and sugar-basin, on the table, and 
real silver spoons to stir the tea with, and real china cups to 
drink it out of, and plates of the same, to hold the cakes and 
toast in. The only eye-sore in the whole place, was another 
cousin of Maria Lobbs’ s, and a brother of Kate, whom Maria 
Lobbs called ^ Henry/ and who seemed to keep Maria Lobbs 
all to himself, up in one comer of the table. It ’s a delight- 
ful thing to see affection in families, but it may be carried 
rather too far, and Nathaniel Pipkin could not help t hin k in g 
that Maria Lobbs must be very particularly fond of her rela- 
tions, if she paid as much attention to all of them as to tMs 
individual cousin. After tea, too, when the wicked little 
cousin proposed a game at blind man’s bttff, it somehow or 
other happened that Nathaniel Pipkin was nearly alwaj’s 
blind, and whenever he laid his hand upon the male cousin, 
he was sure to find that Maria Lobbs was not far off. And 
though the wicked little cousin and the other girls piached 
hi-m^ and pulled Ms hair, and pushed chairs in Ms way, and 
all sorts of things, Maria Lobbs never seemed to come near 
Mm at all; and once — once — ^Nathaniel Pipkin could have 
sworn he heard the sound of a Mss, followed by a faint 
remonsfrance ftom Maria Lobbs, and a half-suppressed laugh 
ffom her female Mends. All tMs was odd — ^very odd — and 
there is no saying what Nathaniel PipMn might or might not 
have done, in consequence, if his thoughts had not been 
suddenly directed into a new channel. 

The circumstance wMch directed his thoughts into a new 
channel was a loud knocking at the street-door, and the person 
who made tMs loud knocking at the street-door, was no other 
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than old Lohhs himseK, who had nnexpectedlj returned, and 
was hammering away, like a cofBin-maker : for he wanted his 
supper. The alarming intelligence was no sooner eommu- 
nicated hj the hony apprentice ydth the thin legs, than the 
girls tripped up stairs to Maria Lohbs's bed-room, and the 
male cousin and Nathaniel Pipkin were thrust into a eoux3le 
of closets in the sitting-room, for want of any better places of 
concealment,* and when Maria Lobhs and the wicked little 
cousin had stowed them away, and put the room to rights, 
they opened the street-door to old Lobhs, who had never left 
oft knocking since he first began. 

^^Now it did unfortunately happen that old Lohbs being 
very hungry was monstrous cross. Nathaniel Pipkin could 
hear him growling away like an old mastiff with a sore throat ; 
and whenever the unfortunate apprentice with the thin legs came 
into the room, so surely did old Lobhs commence swearing at 
him in a most Saracenic and ferocious manner, though appa- 
rently with no other end or object than that of easing his 
bosom hy the discharge of a few superfluous oaths. At length 
some supper, which had been warming up, was placed on the 
table, and then old Lobhs feft to, in regular style ,* and having 
made clear work of it in no tioie, kissed his daughter, and 
demanded his pipe 

Nature had placed Nathaniel Pipkin’s knees in very close 
juxtaposition, but when he heard old Lohhs demand his pipe, 
they knocked together, as if they were going to reduce each 
other to powder ; for, dopendliig from a couple of hooks, in 
the very doset in which ho stoc*d, was a large brown-stemmed 
silver-bowled pipe, which pipe he himself had seen in the 
mouth of old Lobhs, regularly eveiy afternoon and evening, for 
the last five years. The two girls went down stairs for the 
pipe, and up stairs for the pipe, and everywhere but where 
they knew the pipe was, and old Lohhs stormed away mean- 
while, in the most wonderfid manner. At last he thought of 
the doset, and walked up to it It was of no use a little man 
Hke Nathaniel Pipkin pulling the door inwards, when a great 
strong fellow like old Lohbs was pullirig i' o;d wards. Old 
Lobbs gave it one tug, and open it ilew, <ii-c1o.'si:i^ Nathaniel 
Pipkin standing holt upright inside, and shaking "^yith appre- 
hension from head to foot. Bless us I what an appailing look 
old Lobhs gave him, as he dragged him out by the collar, and 
held him at arm’s length. 
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a i ■\Yiiy, ^jiat the deyil do you ■want here ? ^ said old Lohhs, 
in a fearful voice. 

^^hTathaniel PipMn could make no reply, so old Lohhs 
shook him backwards and forwards, for two or three minutes, 
by way of arranging his ideas for him. 

^ "What do yon want here ? * roared Lohhs ; ' I suppose you 
have come after my daughter, now?’ 

“ Old Lohhs merely said this as a sneer ; for he did not 
believe that mortal presumption could have carried Nathaniel 
Pipkin so far. What was his indignation, when that poor 
man replied — 

u <yes^ I did, Air. Lohhs — I did come after your daughter. 
I love her, Mr. Lohhs.’ 

< Why, you snivelling, wry-faced, puny villain,’ gasped old 
Lohhs, paralysed by the atrocious confession ; ‘ what do you 
mean by that ? Say this to my face I Damme, I ’ll throttle 
yon.’ 

“ It is by no means improbable that old Lohhs would have 
carried this threat into execution, in the excess of his rage, if 
his arm had not been stayed by a very unexpected apparition, 
to "wit, the male cousin, who, stepping cut of his closet, and 
walking np to old Lohhs, said — 

“ ^ I cannot allow this harmless person, sir, who has been 
asked here, in some girlish frolic, to take upon himself, in a 
very noble manner, the fault (ft fault it is) which I am guilty 
of, and am ready to avow. I love your daughter, sir ; and I 
Game here for the purpose of meeting her,’ 

^^Old Lohbs opened his eyes very wide at this, hut not 
wider than Nathaniel Pipkin. 

‘ Yon did ? ’ said Lohhs : at last finding breath to speak. 

^^adid.’ 

^ And I forbade yon this house, long ago.’ 

^ Yon did, or I ^onld not have been here, clandestinely, 
to-night.’ 

I am sorry to record it, of old Lobbs, but I think he 
would have struck the cousin, ft his pretty daughter, with her 
bright eyes swimming in tears, had not clung to his arm. 

' Don’t stop him, Maria,’ said the young man : ' if he has 
the will to strike me, let him. I would not hurt a hair of his 
grey head for the riches of the world.’ 

The old man east down his eyes at this reproof, and they 
met those of his daughter. I have hinted once or twice 
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before, that they "were very briglit eyes, and, tbougli tbey were 
tearfol now, tlieir influence was by no means lessened. Old 
Lobbs turned Ms bead away, as if to avoid being persuaded by 
them, when, as fortune would bave it, be encountered tbe face 
of tbe wicked little cousin, wbo, balf afraid for ber brother, 
and balf laughing at Nathaniel Pipkin, presented as be- 
witching an expression of countenance, with a touch of slyness 
in it too, as any man, old or young, need look upon. She 
drew ber arm coaxingly through tbe old man’s, and whispered 
something in bis ear; and do what be would, old Lobbs 
couldn’t help breaking out into a smile, widle a tear stole down 
bis cheek, at the same time. 

^'Five minutes after this, tbe girls were brought down 
from tbe bed-room with a great deal of giggling and modesty ; 
and while tbe young people were making themselves perfectly 
happy, old Lobbs got down tbe pipe, and smoked it : and it 
was a remarkable circumstance about that particular pipe of 
tobacco, that it was tbe most soothing and delightful one be 
ever smoked. 

Nathaniel Pipkin thought it best to keep bis own counsel, 
and by so doing gradually rose into high favour with old 
Lobbs, wbo taught him to smoke in time ; and they used to 
sit out in tbe garden on tbe fine evenings, for many years 
afterwards, smoking and drinking in great state. He soon 
recovered tbe effects of bis attachment, for we find bis name 
in tbe parish register, as a ^ntness to the marriage of Maxia 
Lobbs to ber cousin; and it also appears, by reference to 
other documents, that on tbe night of tbe wedding, be was 
incarcerated in tbe village cage, for having, in a state of 
extreme intoxication, committed sundry excesses in tbe streets, 
in all of wliieb be was aided and abetted by tbe bony appren- 
tice with tbe thin legs.” 
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CHAPTER XVin. 

BRIEFLY ILLESTRABIYE OP TWO POINTS PIEST, THE POWER OF HYSTERICS, 
AND, SECONDLY, THE FORCE OF CIBCDIkISTANCES. 

Fob two days after tlie IbreaMast at Mrs. Hunter’s, tlie 
PiclrwicHans remained at Eatanswill, anxiously awaiting tlie 
arrival of some intelligence from tlieir revered leader. Mr. 
Tnpman and Mr. Snodgrass were once again left to tlieir own 
means of amusement ; for Mr. WinHe, in compliance witL. a 
most pressing invitation, continued to reside at Air. Pott’s 
Fouse, and to devote Hs time to the companionship of his 
amiable lady. Nor was the occasional society of Mr. Pott 
himself wanting to complete their felicity. Deeply immersed 
in the intensity of his speculations for the x>ublic weal, and the 
destruction of the Independent, it was not the habit of that 
great man to descend hrom his mental plnnaclc} to ihe humble 
level of ordinary minds. On this occu'-ion, liowow''-', and as if 
expressly in compliment to any follower of Mr. Pickwick’s, he 
unbent, relaxed, stepped down firom his pedestal, and walked 
upon the ground: benignly adapting his remarks to the 
comprehension of the herd, and seeming in outward form, if 
not in spirit, to he one of them. 

Such having been the demeanour of this celebrated public 
character towards Mr. Winkle, it will be readily imagiaecl 
that considerahle surprise was depicted on the countenance of 
the latter gentleman, when, as he was sitting alone in the 
breakfast-room, -flie door was hastily thrown open, and as 
hastily closed, on the entrance of Mr. Pott, who, stalking 
majestically towards him, and thrusting aside his proffered 
hand, ground his teeth, as if to put a sharper edge on 
what he was about to utter, and exclaimed, in a saw-like 
voice, — 

Serpent ! ” 

Sir I ” exclaimed Mr. WinMe, starting from his chair. 

Serpent, sir ! ” repeated Mr. Pott, raising his voice, and 
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llien suddenly depressing it ; I said, Serpent, sir — ^make tlie 
most of it.’’ 

Wlien yon kaye parted yitii a man, at two o’clock in tke 
inoming, on terms of tke utmost good feEowsMp, and ke 
meets yon again, at kalf-past nine, and greets yon as a 
serpent, it is not nnreasonalble to conclude tkat sometking 
of an unpleasant nature kas occurred meanwkile. So !Mr. 
Winkle tkougkt. He returned Mr. Pott’s gaze of stone, and, 
in compliance witk tkat gentleman’s request, proceeded to 
make tke most ke could of tke serpent.” Tke most, kow- 
ever, was nothing at all ; so, after a profound silence of some 
minutes’ duration, ke said, — 

Serpent, sir ! Serpent, j\Ir. Pott ! Wkat can you mean, 
sir ? — ^tkis is pleasantry,” 

Pleasantry, sir I ” exclaimed Pott, with a motion of tke 
hand, indieatiTe of a strong desire to kiui tke Britannia metal 

tea-pot at tke head of kis xisitor. Pleasantry, sir ! but 

no, I will be calm ; I will be calm, sir : ” in proof of kis 
ealmness, klr. Pott kimg kimself into a chair, and foamed at 
tke mouth. 

'^My dear sir,” interposed klr. Winkle. 

Dear sir 1 ” replied Pott. ‘‘ How dare you address me 
as dear sir, sir? How dare you look me in tke face and 
do it, sir?” 

‘'Well, sir, if you come to tkat,” responded !Mr. Winkle, 
“ kow dare you look me in tke face, and call me a serpent, sir? ” 

“ Because you are one,” replied jMr. Pott. 

“ Prove it, sir,” said Mr. Winkle, warmly. “ Prove it.” 

A malignant scowl passed over the profound face of tke 
editor, as ke drew from Ms pocket tke Independent of tkat 
morning; and laying Ms finger on a particular paragraph, 
threw tke journal across tke table to IMr. Winkle. 

Tkat gentleman took it up, and read as follows : — 

“ Our obscure and ffltky contemporaiy, in some disgusting 
observations on tke recent election for tMs borough, kas pre- 
sumed to violate tke hallowed sanctity of private life, and to 
refer, in a manner not to be misunderstood, to tke personal 
affairs of our late candidate — aye, and, notwithstanding Ms 
base defeat, we will add, our future member, Mr. Fizkin. 
What does our dastardly contemporary mean ? What would 
tke ruffan say, if we, setting at naught, like Mm, tke decencies 
of social intercourse, were to raise tke curtain wMck happily 
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conceals his priyate life from general ridicule, not to saj j&om 
general execration ? WiLat, if we were even to point out, and 
comment on, facts and circumstances, wMcIl are publicly 
notorious, and bebeld by eTery one but our mole-eyed con- 
temporary — ^wbat if we were to print tbe following effusion, 
wMcb. we received while we were writing the commencement 
of tills article, ffom a talented fellow-townsman and corre- 
spondent I 

TO A BRASS POT. 

“ ‘Oh Pott 1 if you’d kno'WTi 
How false she ’d have grown, 

"When you heard the mamage hells tinkle ; 

You ’d have done then, I vow, 

What you cannot help now, 

And handed her over to W * ^ ^ ’ 

“Whiat,’’ said Mr. Pott, solemnly: “what rliymes to Hinkle,' 
villain? ” 

“What rhymes to tinkle ? ” said IMrs. Pott, whose entrance 
at the moment forestalled the reply. “What rhymes to 
tinkle? Why, Winkle, I should conceive.” Saying this, 
Mrs. Pott smiled sweetly on the disturbed Pickwickian, and 
extended her hand towards him. The agitated young man 
would have accepted it, in his confusion, had not Pott 
indignantly interposed. 

“ Back, ma’am — ^hack! ” said the editor. “Take his hand 
before my very face ! ” 

“ Mr. P. 1 ” said his astonished lady. 

“Wretched woman, look here,” exclaimed the husband. 
“ Look here, ma’am — ‘ Lines to a Brass Pot.’ ^ Brass pot,* ’ — 
that ’s me, ma’am. ‘ Palse she ’d have grown j ’ — ^that ’s you, 
ma’am — ^you.” W'ith this ebullition of rage, which was not 
nnaccompanied with something like a tremble, at the ex- 
pression of his wife’s face, Mr. Pott dashed the current 
number of the Eatanswill Independent at her feet. 

“Upon my word, sir,” said the astonished Airs. Pott, 
stooping to pick np the paper. “ Upon my word, sir ! ” 

Air. Pott winced beneath the contemptuous gaze of his wife. 
He had made a desperate struggle to screw up his courage, 
hut it was fast coining unscrewed again. 

There a])uoara iioliring very tremendous in this little sen- 
tence, “Upon my word, sir,” when it comes to he read; but 
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tlie tone of voice in -wMcli it iras delivered^ and tlie look 
tliat accompanied it, botli seeming to keax reference to some 
revenge to be thereafter visited upon the head of Pott, pro- 
duced their full effect upon him. The most unskilfiil observer 
could have detected in his troubled countenance a readiness to 
resign his Wellington boots to any eJB&cient substitnte who 
would have consented to stand in them at that moment. 

IMrs. Pott read th' :< t\'Li uttered a loud shriek, and 
threw herself at full . '* ■ ’ ‘ hearth-rug, screaming, and 
tapping it with the neeis ot ner shoes, in a manner which 
could leave no doubt of the propriety of her feelings on the 
occasion, 

“ My dear,’^ said the terrified Pott, — “ I didn't say I 

believed it; — I " but the unfortunate man's voice was 

drowned in the screaming of his partner. 

‘^Mrs. Pott, let me entreat you, my dear ma’am, to compose 
yourself,” said Mr. Winkle ; hut the shrieks and tappings 
were louder and more frequent than ever. 

^^My dear,” said Mr. Pott, ‘‘I am very sorry. If you 
won’t consider your own health, consider me, my dear. We 
shall have a crowd round the house.” But the more strenu- 
ously hlr. Pott entreated, the more vehcmcnily the screams 
poiued forth. 

Very fortunately, however, attached to IVIrs. Pott's person 
was a hody-guard of one, a young lady whose ostensible 
employment was to preside over her toilet, but who rendered 
herself useful in a variety of ways, and in none more so than 
in the particular department of constantly aiding and abetting 
her mistress in every wish and inclination opposed to the 
desires of the unhappy Pott. The screams reached this young 
lady's ears in due course, and brought her into the room with 
a speed which threatened to derange materially the very 
exquisite arrangement of her cap and ringlets. 

Oh, my dear, dear mistress ! ” exclaimed the hody-guard, 
kneeling frantically by the side of the prostrate 3drs. Pott. 

Oh, my dear mistress, what is the matter ? ” 

^Wour master — yovx brutal master,” murmured the patient. 

Pott was evidently giving way. 

‘^It's a shame,” said the body-guard, :’(*proach.MiIy 
know he 'H he the death on you, ma’am. Poor dear tMng ! ” 

He gave way more. The opposite party followed up the 
attack. 
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‘^OIi don’t leave me — don’t leave me, Goodwin,” mirmnired 
Mrs. Pott, clutcMng at tlie wrists of the said Goodwin with an 
hysteric jerk. “You’re the only person that’s kind to me, 
Goodwin.” 

At this affecting appeal, Goodwin got np a little domestic 
tragedy of her own, and shed tears copiously. 

“Never, ma’am — ^never,” said Goodwin. “Oh, sir, you 
shoidd he careful — you should indeed ; you don’t know what 
harm you may do missis ; you ’ll he sorry for it one day, I 
know — I ’ve always said so.” 

The unlucky Pott looked timidly on, hut said nothing. 

“ Goodwin,” said Mrs. Pott, in a soft voice. 

“ Ma’am,” said Goodwin. 

“ If you only knew how I have loved that man ” 

“Don’t distress yourself hy recollecting it, ma’am,” said 
the hody-guard. 

Pott looked very frightened. It was time to finish him. 

“And now,” sohhed ]Mrs. Pott — “now, after all, to he 
treated in this way; to he reproached and insulted in the 
presence of a third party, and that party almost a stranger. 
But I wiE not submit to it ! Goodwin,” continued Mrs. Pott, 
raising herself in the arms of her attendant, “ my brother, the 
Lieutenant, shall interfere. I ’ll he separated, Goodwin.” 

“ It would certainly serve him right, ma’am,” said Goodwin. 

Whatever thoughts the threat of a separation might have 
awakened in JMr. Pott’s mind, he forehore to give utteramce to 
them, and contented himself hy saying, with great humility, — 

“ My dear, will you hear me ?” 

A ffesh train of sobs was the only reply, as Mrs. Pott grew 
more hysterical, requested to he informed why she was ever 
horn, and required sundry other pieces of information of a 
sinnlax description. 

“ My dear,” remonstrated Mr. Pott, “ do not give way to 
these sensitive feelings. I never believed that the paragraph 
had any foundation, my dear — ^impossihle. I was only angry, 
my dear — I may say outrageous — with the Independent people 
for daring to iusert it; that’s ah:” Mr, Pott cast an imploring 
look at the innocent cause of the mischief, as if to entreat him 
to say nothing about the serpent. 

“xind wdiat steps, sir, do you mean to take to obtain 
redress?” inquired Mr. Winkle, gaining courage as he saw 
Pott losing it. 
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“ Oil, Good-win,’^ observed jMrs. Pott, does lie mean to 
Horse wMp the editor of tlie Independent — does be, Goodma?'’ 

Hnsb, busb, ma’am; pray keep yourself quiet,” replied 
tbe body-guard. I dare say be 'will, if you vrisb it, ma’am.” 

Certainly,” said Pott, as bis wife evinced decided svuuutoi is 
of going off again. “ Of course I sball.” 

“ "W^en, Goodwin — ^wben?” said Mrs. Pott, still undecided 
about tbe going off. 

Immediately, of course,” said Mr. Pott; before tbe day 
is out.” 

Ob, Goodvin,” resumed IMrs. Pott, “it’s tbe only way of 
meeting tbe slander, and setting me right with tbe world.” 

“ Certainly, ma’am,” repHed Goodwin. “ No man as is a 
man, ma’am, could refuse to do it.” 

So, as tbe hysterics were still hovering about, ]Mr. Pott said 
once more, that be would do it ; but 3Irs. Pott was so over- 
come at tbe bare idea of having ever been suspected, that she 
was balf-a-dozen times on tbe very verge of a relapse, and 
most unquestionably would have gone off, bad it not been for 
tbe indefatigable efforts of tbe assiduous Goodvrin, and re- 
peated entreaties for pardon from tbe conquered Pott; tmd 
finally, when that unhappy individual bad been frightened 
and snubbed down to bis proper level, ^Irs. Pott recovered, 
and they went to breakfast. 

“ You will not allow this base newspaper slander to shorten 
your stay here, Mr. Winkle?” said Mrs. Pott, smiling through 
tbe traces of her tears. 

“ I hope not,” said Llf. Pott, actuated, as be spoke, by a 
wish that Ms visitor would choke Mmself with tbe morsel of 
dry toast wMcb be was raising to bis lins at the moment : and 
so terminate bis stay effectually. 

“ I hope not.” 

You are very good,” said !Mr. Winkle ; “ but a letter has 
been received from Mr. Pickwick — so I learn by a note from 
Mr. Tupman, wMcb was brought up to my bed-room door, 
this morning — ^iu wMcb be requests us to join him at Buiy 
to-day ; and we are to leave by tbe coach at noon.” 

“ But you will come back?” said IMrs. Pott. 

“ Ob, certainly,” replied Mr. Winkle. 

You axe quite sure?” said bfrs. Pott, stealing a tender 
look at her visitor. 

“ Quite,” responded 3^Ir. Winkle. 
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Tlie breaMast passed off in silence, for each member of tbe 
pariy was brooding oyer Ms, or ber, own personal grievances. 
Airs. Pott was regretting tbe loss of a bean ; Air. Pott Ms rash 
pledge to borsewMp tbe Independent ; Air. Winkle Ms baying 
innocenily placed bimselE in so awkward a situation. Noon 
approached, and after many adieux and promises to return, 
be tore himself away. 

If be ever comes back, I M poison Mm/^ thought Air. 
Pott, as be turned into tbe little back office where be prepared 
Ms thunderbolts. 

If I ever do come back, and mix myself up with these 
people again,” thought Air. AVinkle, as he wended his way to 
the Peacock, I shall deserve to be horsewMpped myself — 
that ’s all.” 

His friends were ready, the coach was nearly so, and in 
lialf-an-hour they were ]»vocord‘^£r on their journey, along the 
road oyer wMch Air. Pickwick and Sam had so recently 
traveffed, and of wMch, as we have already said something, 
we do not feel called upon to extract Air. Snodgrass’s poetical 
and beautiful description. 

Air. Weber was standing at the door of the Angel, ready 
to receive them, and by that gentleman they were ushered 
to the apartment of Air. Pickwick, where, to the no smab 
smprise of Air. AVinkle and Air. Snodgrass, and the no smab 
embarrassment of Air. Tupman, they found old AVarcbe and 
Trundle. 

How are you ?” said the old man, graspiag Air. Tupman’s 
hand. Don’t hang back, or look sentimental about it; it 
can’t be helped, old febow. For her sake, I wish you’d had 
her ; for your own, I ’m very glad you have not. A young 
febow like you, wib do better one of these days — eh ?” AYith 
tMs consolation, Wardle slapped Air. Tupman on the back, and 
laughed heartby. 

Web, and how are you, my fine febows?” said the old 
gentleman, shaking hands with Air. Winkle and Air. Snod- 
grass at the same -^e. I have just been tebing Pickwick 
that we must have you ab down at Christmas. We ’re going 
to have a wedding — real wedding tMs time.” 

A wedding I” exclaimed Air. Snodgins?, tiuming very pale. 

Yes, a wedding. But don’t b(- frjgiiunod,” said the good- 
humoured old mau ; it ’s only Trundle there, and Beba.” 

Oh, is that ab?” said Air. Snodgrass, reHeved from a 
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painful doubt tvMcIi bad fallen beavily ou Ms breast. Give 
you joy, sir. How is Joe?” 

Ob, be ; — reij web,” replied tbe old gentleman. Sleepy 

as ever.” 

And your mother, and tbe clergyman, and all of 'em ?” 

Quite web.” 

Where,” said jbf. Tupman, with an effort — where is — 
she, sir?” and be turned away Ms bead, and covered Ms eyes 
with Ms band. 

She /” said tbe old gentleman, with a knowing shake of 
tbe bead. ‘‘ Do you mean my single relative — eb?” 

Mr. Tupman, by a nod, intimated that Ms question appbed 
to tbe disappointed Rachael. 

Ob, she ’s gone away,” said tbe old gentleman. She ’s 
bving at a relation’s, far enough off. She couldn’t bear to 
see tbe gnds, so I let her go. But come ! Here ’s tbe dinner. 
You must be hungry after your ride. I am, without any ride 
at ab so let us fab to.” 

Ample justice was done to tbe meal ; and when they were 
seated round tbe table, after it bad been disposed of, Mr. Pick- 
wick, to tbe intense horror and indignation of Ms fobowers, 
related tbe adventiue be bad undergone, and tbe success wMcb 
bad attended tbe base artifices of tbe diabobcal Jingle. 

^^And tbe attack of rheumatism wMcb I caught in that 
garden,” said Mr. Pickwdck, in conclusion, renders me lame 
at tMs moment.” 

I, too, have bad something of an adventure,” said Mr. 
Winkle, with a smbej and at tbe request of !Mr. Pickwick, 
be detabed tbe maHeious libel of tbe Eatanswill Independent, 
and tbe consequent excitement of their Mend, tbe editor. 

blr. Pickwick’s brow darkened during tbe recital. His 
Mends observed it, and, when blr. Winkle bad concluded, 
maintained a profound sbence. Mr. Pickwick struck tbe table 
empbaticaby with bis clenched fist, and spoke as fobows : 

^Hs it not a wonderful circumstance,” said bir. Pickwick, 
‘^tbat we seem destined to enter no man’s bouse, without 
involving him in some degree of trouble ? Does it not, I ask, 
bespeak tbe indiscretion, or, worse than that, tbe blackness of 
heart — ^tbat I should say so ! — o§^mj followers, that beneath 
whatever roof they locate, they disturb tbe peace of mind and 

happiness of some confiding female ? Is it not, I say 

Mr. Pickwick would in all probabbiiy have gone on for 
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some time, iiad not tlie entrance of Sam, "witli a letter, caused 
ln‘m to break off in Ms eloq[nent disconrse. He passed Ms 
luindkercMef across Ms foreiiead, took off Ms spectacles, wiped 
them, and pnt tbem on again ; and Ms Yoice bad recoTered its 
wonted sofeess of tone, wben be said, 

"Wbat bave yon there, Sam ? ” 

“ Called at the Post-office just now, and found ibis here 
letter, as has laid there for two days,^^ repbed Mr. Weller. 

It 's sealed vitb a Tafer, and dbected in round band.’’ 

» I don’t know tMs band,” said Air. Pickwick, opening^ the 
letter. Alercy on us I what ’s this ? It must be a jest j it — 
it — can’t be true.” 

What ’s the matter ? ” was the general inqmry. 

“Nobody dead, is there?” said Wardlo, alarmed at the 
horror in Air. Pickwick’s countenance. 

Air. Pickwick made no reply, but, pushing the letter across 
the table, and desiring Air. Tupman to read it aloud, fell back 
in Ms chair with a look of vacant astonishment quite alarming 
to behold. 

Air. Tupman, with a trembling voice, read the letter, of 
wMch the following is a copy : — 

Freeman^ s Oourt, Cornhill, 

AugK^t 28ifA, 1830 
Bardell against Fichwwh. 

Sir, 

Maving heen instructed l>y Mrs. Martha Bardell, to com- 
mence an action against you, for a breach of promise of marriage, 
for which the plaintiff lays her damages at fifteen hundred pounds, 
we heg to inform you that a writ has been issued against you in 
this mid, in the Court of Common Pleas; and request to hmw, by 
return of post, the name of your attorney in London, who 'will 
accept serme thereof 

We are. Sir, 

Your obedient servants^ 

Dodsm and Fogg, 

Mr. Samuel Pkhmh 

There was something so impressive in the mute astonishment 
with wMch each man regarded Ms neighbour, and every man 
regarded Air. Pickwick, that ail seemed afraid to speak. The 
silence was at length broken by Air. Tupman. 
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Dodson and Fogg,” Fe repeated meclianicallT. 

Bar dell and Pickwick,” said 'Mr. Snodgi'ass, musing. 

Peace of mind and kappiness of confiding females,” mtir- 
miired i\ir. Winkle witk an air of abstraction. 

a conspiracT,” said IMr. Pickwick, at lengtk recoyeriag 
tke power of speecli ; a base conspiracy between tkese two 
grasping attorneys, Dodson and Fogg. ]\Irs. Bai'dell would 
newer do it ; — sbe hasn’t the heart to do it ; — she hasn’t the 
case to do it. Eidicnlons — ^ridicnlons,” 

''Of her heart,” said Wardle, with a smile, "yon should 
certainly be the best judge. ^ I don’t "wish to discourage you, 
but I should certainly say that, of her case Dodson and Fogg 
are far better judges than any of us can be.” 

" It ’s a vile attempt to extort money,” said 'Mr. Pickwick. 

" I hope it is,” said Wardle, with a short dry cough. 

"Who ever heard me address her in any way but that in 
which a lodger would address his landlady ? ” continued jMr. 
Pickwick, with great vehemence. " WTio ever saw^ me with 
her ? ISfot even my friends here ” 

" Except on one occasion,” said ]Mr. Tupman 

Mr. Pickwick changed colour. 

" Ah,” said W^'ordle. " Well, that ’s important. There was 
nothing suspicious then, I suppose ? ” 

Mr. Tupman glanced timidly at his leader. "Wliy,” he 
said, " there was nothing snspieions; but — don’t know how 
it happened, mind — she certainly was reclining in his arms.” 

" Gracious powers ! ” ejaculated Mr. Pickwick, as the recol- 
lection of the scene in question struck forcibly upon him; 
" what a dreadfol instance of the force of circumstances I So 
she was — ^so she. was.” 

"And our friend was soothing her anguish,” said Mr. 
WTukle, rather maliciously. 

" So I was,” said !Mr. Pickwick. " I won’t deny it. So 
I was.” 

"HaHo!” said Wardle; "for a case in which there’s 
nothing suspicious, this looks rather queer — eh, Pickwick ? 
Ah, sly dog — sly dog I ” and he laughed till the glasses on the 
sideboard rang again. 

" What a ieadful conjunction of appearances ! ” exclaimed 
Mr. Pickwick, resting his chin upon his hands. " WinMe — 
Tupman — I beg your pardon for the observations I made just 
now. We are all the victims of circumstances, and I the 
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greatest.” Witli tMs apology, Mr. Pickwick Luried Ms kead 
in Ms hands, and ruminated ; while Wardle measured out a 
regular circle of nods and winks, addressed to the other 
members of the company. 

FU have it explained, though,” said Mr. Pickwick, raising 
Ms head, and hammering the table. I M see tMs Dodson 
and Fogg ! I ’ll go to London to-morrow.” 

Not to-morrow,” said Wardle ; you’re too lame.” 

Well then, next day.” 

Next day is the first of September, and you ’re pledged to 
ride out with us as far as Sir Geofhey Alanning’s grcirid-, at all 
events, and to meet us at lunch, if yon don’t tat, di:' la 'd.” 

Well then, the day after,” said Air. Pickwick ; Thursday. 
— Sam ! ” 

Sir,” replied Mr. Weller. 

Take two places outside to London, on Thursday morning, 
for yourself and me.” 

Wery well, sir.” 

Mr. Weller left the room, and departed slowly on Ms errand, 
with Ms hands in Ms pockets, and Ms eyes fixed on the ground. 

Rum feller, the hemperor,” said Air. Weller, as he walked 
slowly up the street. Think o’ his making up to that ere 
Airs. Bardell — ^vith a little boy, too ! Always the vay vith 
these here old ’ims hows’ ever, as is snch steady goers to look 
at. I didn’t think he ’d ha’ done it, though — I didn’t tbi-nk 
he ’d ha’ done it ! ” And moralising in tMs strain, Air. Samuel 
Weller bent Ms steps towards the booking-office. 
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CHAPTEE XIX. 

A PLEASANT DAT, WITH AN UNPLEASANT TEEMINATION. 

The l)irds, wlio, Eappily for tlieir own peace of mind, and 
personal comfort, were in blissful ignorance of tbe preparations 
wMcb bad been making to astonish them, on the first of 
September, bailed it no doubt, as one of tbe pleasantest 
mornings tbey bad seen tbat season. Many a young i-ait-'idge 
wbo strutted complacently among tbe stubble, witb all tbe 
finicking coxcombry of youtb, and many an older one wbo 
watched bis levity out of bis little round eye, witb tbe con- 
temptuous air of a bird of wisdom and experience, alike 
unconscious of their approaching doom, basked in tbe fresh 
morning air witb Kvely and blithesome feelings, and a few 
hours affcerwards were laid low upon tbe earth. But we grow 
affecting : let us proceed. 

In plain common-place matter-of-fact, then, it was a fine 
morning — so fine that you would scarcely have believed tbat 
tbe few months of an English summer bad yet flown by. 
Hedges, fields, and trees, bill and moorland, presented to tbe 
eye their ever-varying shades of deep rich green ; scarce a leaf 
bad fallen, scarce a sprinkle of yeEow mingled witb tbe hues 
of summer, warned you tbat autumn bad begun. Tbe sky 
was cloudless ; tbe sun shone out bright and warm ; tbe songs 
of birds, and bum of myriads of summer insects, filled tbe 
air; and tbe cottage gardens, crowded witb flowers of every 
lieb and beautiful tmt, sparkled, in tbe heavy dew, like beds 
of glitteriug jewels. Everything bore tbe stamp of summer, 
and none of its beautiful colours bad yet faded from tbe die. 

Such was tbe morning, when an open carriage, in wbieb 
were three PickwicMans, (Mr. Snodgrass having preferred to 
remain at borne,) Mr. Wardle, and Mr. Trundle, witb Sam 
Weller on tbe box beside tbe driver, pulled up by a gate at 
tbe road-side, before which stood a tall, raw-boned game- 
keeper, and a half-booted, leatber-leggined boy : each beaxuag 
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a bag of capaeioTis dimensions, and accompanied by a brace of 
pointers. 

I say/^ wMspered Mr. Winkle to Wardle, as tlie man let 
down tke steps, tkey don’t suppose we ’re going to kill game 
enongL. to dll tkose bags, do tbey ? ” 

Fill tbem ! ” exclaimed old Wardle. Bless you, yes I 
You sba.ll fill one, and I tbe other ; and when we ’ye done with 
tbem, tbe pockets of our sbooting-jackets will bold as mueb 
more.” 

Air. Winkle dismounted without sajung anything in reply 
to this obserration; but be thought within himself, that if the 
party remained in the open air, imtil he had filled one of the 
bags, they stood a considerable chance of catching colds in 
their heads. 

^'Hi, Juno, lass — hi, old girl; down, Daph, down,” said 
Wardle, caressing the dogs, Sir Geo£&*ey stiU in Scotland, 
of course, Alartin ? ” 

The tall gamekeeper replied in the afidrmatiye, and looked 
with some surprise from Mr. Winkle, who was holding his 
gun as if he wi^ed Ms coat pocket to sawe Mm the trouble of 
pulling the trigger, to Air. Tupman, who was holding Ms, as 
if he were afraid of it — as there is no earthly reason to doubt 
he really was. 

Aly friends are not much in the ymy of tMs sort of thing 
yet, Afartin,” said Wardle, noticmg ^e look. ^‘Liye and 
learn, you know. They ’ll be good shots one of these days. 
I beg my friend Winkle’s pardon, though ; he has had some 
practice.” 

Mr. WinMe smiled feebly over Ms blue neckercMef in 
advnoy'!cdg?r.en!; of the compliment, and got Mmself so 
mysterioudy entangled with Ms gun, in Ms modest confusion, 
that if the piece had been loaded, he must inevitably have 
shot himself dead upon the spot. 

You mustn’t handle your piece in that ere way, when you 
eome to have ihe charge in i1^ sir,” said the tail gamekeeper 
grufidy, or I ’m damned if you won’t make cold meat of some 
on us.” 

Mr. Win kl e, thus admonibhed, abruptly altered its position, 
and in so doing, contrived to bring the barrel into pretiy 
smart contact with Air. WeEer’s head. 

Hallo I ” said Bam, picking up his hat, wMeh had been 
knocked ofl^, and rubbing Ms temple. Hallo, sir! if you 



THE PICKWICK CLUE. 


259 


comes it this vay, you ’ll fill one o’ thiein. Ibags, and sonietliing 
to spare, at one fire.” 

Here tlie leatlier-Ieggined boy langbed very lieartily, and 
tlien tided to look as if it ii^as somebody else, wkereat ^£r. 
Winkle froimed majestically. 

'Wbere did yon tell the boy to meet ns witk tke snack. 
Martin ? ” inqnired Wardle. 

Side of One-tree Idill, at twelve o’clock, sir.” 

Tbat ’s not Sir Geoffirey’s land, is it ? ” 

^"'Ko, sir; bnt it’s close by it. It’s Captain Boldwlg’s 
landj bnt tbere ’ll be nobody to inteiTupt ns, and there ’s a fine 
bit of turf there.” 

^Wery well,” said old Wardle. ‘^Kow the sooner we’re 
off the better. WiH yon join ns at twelve, then, Piclvwick ? ” 

;Mr. Pickwick was particnlarly desirons to view the sport, 
the more especially as he was rather anxions in respect of Mr. 
Winkle’s life and limbs. On so inviting a morning, too, it 
was very tantalising to tom back, and leave Ms Mends to 
enjoy themselves. It was, therefore, with a very meful air 
that he replied, 

Why, I snppose I mnst.” 

An’t the g-entleman a shot, sir ? ” inqnired the long game- 
keeper. 

No,” replied Wardle : and he ’s lame besides.” 

I shonld very mnch like to go,” said Mr. Pickwick, vein’ 
much.” 

There was a short pause of commiseration. 

There ’s a barrow t’ other side the hedge,” said the boy. 

If the gentleman’s servant wonld wheel along the paths, he 
conld keep nigh ns, and we could lift it over the stiles and 
that.” 

‘^The w©ry thing,” said hlr. Weller, who was a party 
interested, inasmuch as he ardently longed to see the sport. 

The wery thing. Well said, Smallcheek ; I ’ll have it out, 
in a minute.” 

But here a difficulty arose. The long gamekeeper reso- 
lutely protested against the introduction into a shooting pariy, 
of a gentleman in a barrow, as a gross violation of ail 
established mles and precedents. 

It was a great objection, but not an insurmountable one. 
The gamekeeper having been coaxed and feed, and having, 
moreover, eased Ms mind by punching” the head of the 
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inventive youth, wlio tad first suggested tte use of the mactine, 
Mr. Pickwick was placed in it, and off tte party set; Wardle 
and the long gamekeeper leading the way, and Mr. Pickwick 
in the harrow, propelled hy Sam, hringing up the rear. 

Stop, Sam,” said Mr. Pickwick, when they had got half 
across the first field. 

What ^s the matter now ? ” said Wardle. 

“ I won’t suffer this harrow to he moved another step,” said 
Mr. Pickwick, resolutely, '^unless Wiokle carries that gm of 
Ms, in a different maimer.” 

How am I to carry it ? ” said the wretched Winkle. 

“Cany it with the muzHe to the ground,” replied Mr. 
Pickwick. 

“ It ’s so unsportsman-like,” reasoned Winkle. 

“I don’t care whether it’s unsportsman-like or not,” 
replied Mr. Pickwick ; “ I am not going to be shot in a wheel- 
harrow, for the sake of appearances, to please anybody.” 

“ I Miow the gentLeman ’ll put that ere charge into some- 
body afore he ’s done,” growled the long man. 

“Well, well — I don’t mind,” said poor Air. Winkle, turning 
his gunstock uppermost; — “there.” 

“ Anythin’ for a quiet life,” said Air. Weller; and on they 
went again. 

“ Stop ! ” said Air, Pickwick, after they had gone a few 
yards farther. 

“ What now ? ” said Wardle. 

“ That gun of Tupman’s is not safe : I know it isn’t,” said 
Air. Pickwick. 

“ Eh ? AYhat ! not safe ? ” said Air. Tupman, in a tone of 
great alarm. 

“ Hot as you are carrying it,” said Air. Pickwick. “ I am 
\'ery sorry to make any further objection, but I cannot consent 
to go on, unless you carry it, as Winkle does his.” 

“ I think you had better, sir,” said the long gamekeeper, 
“ or you’re quite as likely to lodge the charge in yourself as 
in anything else.” 

Air. Tupman, with the most obHgmg haste, placed Ms piece 
in the position required, and the party moved on again ; the 
two amateurs marching with reversed arms, like a couple of 
privates at a royal funeral. 

The dogs suddenly came to a dead stop, and the party 
advanciag stealthily a single pace, stopped too? 
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^\Tiat 's tlie matter witb. tlie dogs’ legs ? ” wMspered Mr. 
Winlde. How queer tbej ’re standing.” 

Hush., can’t you?” replied Wardle, softly. '' Don’t you 
see, they ’re making a point ? ” 

Making a point ! ” said Mr. Winkle, staring about him, 
as if he expected to discoTer some particular beauty in the 
landscape, which the sagacious animals were calling special 
attention to. ^'Making a point! What are they point- 
ing at ? ” 

"'Keep your eyes open,” said Wardle, not heeding the 
question in the excitement of the moment. Now then.” 

There was a sharp whirring noise, that made JVJr. Winkle 
start back as if he had been shot himself. Bang, bang, went 
a couple of guns ; — ^the smoke swept quickly away over the 
field, and curled into the air. 

Where are they ? ” said Mr. Winkle, in a state of the 
highest excitement, turning round and round in all directions. 
''Where are they? Tell me when to fire. Where are 
they — ^where are they ? ” 

"Where are they?” said Wardle, taking up a brace of 
birds which the dogs had deposited at his feet. " Where are 
they ! Why, here they are.” 

" No, no ; I mean the others,” said the bewildered Winkle. 

"Far enough ofi, by this time,” replied Wardle, coolly 
reloading his gun. 

"We shall very hkely be up with another covey in five 
minutes,” said the long gamekeeper. "If the gentleman 
begins to fire now, perhaps he’ll just get the shot out of the 
barrel by the time they rise.” 

" Ha ! ha ! ha ! ” roared Mr. Weller. 

" Sam,” said Mr. Pickwick, compassionating his follower’s 
confosion and embarrassment. 

" Sir.” 

" Don’t laugh.” 

" Certainly not, sir.” So, by way of indemnification, Mr. 
"Weller contorted his features from behind the wheelbarrow, 
for the exclusive amusement of the boy with the leggings, who 
thereupon burst into a boisterous laugh, and was summarily 
cuffed by the long gamekeeper, who wanted a pretext for 
toning round, to hide his own merriment. 

" Bravo, old fellow ! ” said Wardle to Mr. Tupman; "you 
fired that time, at all events.” 
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OIl yes/’ replied Mr, Tupman ; witli conscious pride. I 
let it off.” 

Well done. Yon ^11 Mt sometMng next timej if you look 
skarp. Very easy, ain’t it? ” 

Yes, it ’s very ea^,” said Mr. Tupman. How it kurts 
one’s skoulder, tkougli. It nearly knocked me backwards. I 
bad no idea Ikese smab dre-anns kicked so.” 

Ab,” said tbe old a V ■" r.- . smiling ; you ’ll get used 
to it in time. How • ready — all right with tbe 

barrow there ? ” 

AJl right, sir,” replied Air. Weber. 

Come along then.” 

Hold hard, sir,” said Sam, raising the harrow. 

aye,” rephed Mr, Pickwick; and on they went, as 
briskly as need be. 

Keep that barrow hack now,” cried Wardle, when it had 
been hoisted over a stile into another held, and JMr. Pickwick 
had been deposited in it once more. 

All right, sir,” replied Mr. Weller, pnu?h<r 

‘^How Wi nk le,” said the old gentlemim, ‘‘ J(^Jlow vk* soffcly, 
and don’t be too late this time.” 

Hever fear,” said Mr. Winkle. Are they pointing ? ” 

“Ho, no; not now. Quietly now, quieily.” On they 
crept, and very quietly they would have advanced, if Air. 
Winkle, in the performance of some very intricate evolutions 
with his gun, had not accidentally fired, at the most critical 
moment, over the hoy’s head, exactly in the very spot where 
the tall man’s brain would have been, had he been there 
instead. 

“ Why, what on earth did you do that for ? ” said old 
Wardle, as the birds flew unharmed away. 

“ I never saw such a gun in my life,” replied poor Winkle, 
looking at the lock, as if that would do any good. “ It goes oft^, 
of its own accord. It will do it.” 

“ Will do it ! ” echoed Wardle, with something of irritation 
in Ms manner. “ I wish it would kill sometliing of its own 
accord.” 

“ It ’ll do that afore long, sir,” observed the tall man, in a 
low, prophetic voice. 

“ What do you mean by that observation, sir ? ” inquired 
Mr. Winkle, angrily. 

“Hever mind, sir, never mind,” replied the long game- 
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keeper ; I Ve no family myself, sir ; and tMs kere key s 
motker mil get sometking kandsome from Sir Geoffrey, if ke ’s 
killed on Ms land. Load again, sir, load againf ’ 

Take away Ms gun,’' cried kir, Pickwick from ike barrow, 
korror-stricken at tke long man’s dark insiauations. Take 
away Ms gun, do you kear, somebody ? ” 

Kobody, koweyer, volunteered to obey tke command; and 
Mr, WinMe, after darting a rebellious glance at IMr. Pickwick, 
reloaded Ms gun, and proceeded onwards witk tke rest. 

We are bound, on tke autkoriiy of Mr. Pickwick, to state, 
tkat Mr. Tupman’s mode of ifro-'t evinced far more of 
prudence and deliberation, tkau Tiul L*'U)pi< d by kir. WinMe. 
Stftl, tMs by no means detracts from tke great autkoiity of 
tke latter gentleman, on ak matters conueeted witk tke field ; 
because, as Mr. Pickwick beautiftfily observes, it kas somekow 
or otker kappcned, from time immemorial, tkat many of tke 
best and a'olest piulG^O])k‘‘rs. wko kave been perfect Hgkts of 
science in matters of tkeory, kave keen wkoHy unable to 
reduce tkem to practice. 

kir. Tupman’s process, like many of our most sublime dis- 
coveries, was extremely simple. Mditk tke quickness and pene- 
tration of a man of genius, ke kad at once observed tkat tke two 
great poiats to be attained were — ^first, to disckarge Ms piece 
witkout iajtiry to kimself, and, secondly, to do so, witkout 
danger to tke by-standers ; — obviously, tke kest tkiag to do, 
after surmoimting tke difficulty of firiog at ak, was to skut 
Ms eyes firmly, and fire iuto tke air. 

On one occasion, after performirg tkis feat, kir. Tup- 
man, on opening Ms eyes, bokeld a pkimp partridge in tke 
very act o: faking wounded to tke ground. He was on tke 
point of congratulating klr. Wardle on Ms invariable success, 
wken tkat gentleman advanced towards kim, and grasped 
Mm warmly ky tke kand. 

Tupmaa,” said tke old gentleman, you singled out tkat 
particular bird ? ” 

said klr. Tupman — '^no.” 

You did,” said Wardle. “I saw you do it — I observed 
you pick bim out — noticed you, as you raised your piece to 
take aim ; and I wkl say tkis, tkat tke best ^ot in existence 
could not kave done it more beautifuky. You are an older 
kand at tkis, tkan I.tkougkt you, Tupman; you kave been 
out before.” 
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It vas in vain for Air Tupman to protest, witli a smile of 
self-denial, tkat lie never kad. Tke very smile was taken as 
evidence to tke contrary ; and from tkat time fortk, kis repu- 
tation was estaklisked. It is not tke only reputation tkat kas 
keen acquired as easily, nor are suck fortunate circumstances 
confined to partridge-skooting*. 

Aleanwkile, Air. AVinkle fiasked, and klazed, and smoked 
away, witkout producing any material results wortky of keing 
noted down ; sometimes expending kis ckarge in mid-air, and 
at otkers sending it "A*.* ir-g id*;'*,: so near tke surface of tke 
ground, as to place the lives of tke two dogs on a ratker un- 
certain and precarious tenure. As a display of fancy skootiag, 
it was extremely varied and curious ; as an exkikition of firing 
mtk any precise okject, it was, upon tke wkole, perkaps a 
failure. It is an estaklisked axiom, tkat every kuUet kas 
its killet.’^ If it apply in an equal degree to skot, tkose of 
Air. Winkle were unfortunate foundlings, deprived of tkeir 
natural rigkts, east loose upon tke world, and kiUeted nowkere. 

‘‘Well,” said Wardle, walking up to tke side of tke 
karrow, and wipiug tke streams of perspiration j&rom kis jolly 
red face ; smoking day, isn’t it ? ” 

It is indeed,” replied Air. Pickwick, Tke sun is 
tremendously kot, even to me. I don’t know kow you must 
feel it.” 

Wky,” said tke old gentleman, pretty kot. It ’s past 
twelve, tkougk. You see tkat green Mil tkere ? ” 

Certainly.” 

‘‘ Tkat ’s tke place wkere we are to lunck; and, fcy Jove, 
tkere ’s tke koy witk tke kasket, pxmctual as clock-work ! ” 

** So ke is,” said Air. Pickwick, krigktening up. Good 
koy, tkat. I ’H give Mm a skilling, presently. Now, tken, 
Sam, wkeel away.” 

^^Hold on, sir,” said Air. AVeHer, invigorated witk tke 
proi^ects of refireskments. Out of tke vay, young leatkers. 
If you walley my precious life don’t upset me, as tke genl’man 
said to tke driver, wken tkey was a canyin’ kim to Tykum.” 
And quickening Ms pace to a skarp run, Aiw Weller wkeeled 
Ms master nimkly to tke green kill, skot Mm dexterously out 
ky tke very side of tke kasket, and proceeded to unpack it 
witk tke utmost dispatck. 

Weal pie,” said Air. Weller, soliloquising, as ke arranged 
tke eatakles on tke grass, Wery good tking is a weal pie, 
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wJien you know tke lady as made it, and is quite sure it an’t 
kittens ; and arter all thougli, where ’s the odds, when they ^re 
so like weal that the wery piemen themselves don’t know 
the difference ? ” 

Don’t they, Sam? ” said Mr. Pickwick. 

Not they, sir,” replied IVIr. WeHer, touchiug his hat. I 
lodged in the same house with a pieman once, sir, and a wery 
nice man he was — ^reg’lar clever chap, too — make pies out o’ 
anything, he could. ‘ What a number o’ eats you keep, Mr. 
Brooks,’ says I, when I ’d got intimate with him. ^ Ah,’ says 
he, ^ I do — a good many,’ says he. ^ You must be wery fond o’ 
cats,’ says I. ‘ Other people is,’ says he, a winkin’ at me ; 
^ they an’t in season till the winter though,’ says he. ‘ Not in 
season ! ^ says I. ‘ No,’ says he, ^ fruits is in, cats is out.’ 

* Why, what do you mean ? ’ says I. ‘ Mean ? ’ says he. 
‘ That I ’ll never be a party to the combination o’ the butchers, 
to keep up the prices o’ meat,’ says he. ^ Mr. Weller,’ says 
he, a squeezing my hand wery hard, and vispering in my ear 
— * don’t mention this here agin — ^but it’s the seasonin’ as 
does it. They ’re all made o’ them noble animals,’ says he, a 
pointin’ to a wery nice little tabby kitten, ' and I seasons ’em 
for beef-steak, weal, or kidney, ’cordin to the demand. And 
more than that,’ says he, ^ I can make a weal a beef-steak, or 
a beef-steak a ki<h3.ey, or any one on ’em a mutton, at a 
minute’s notice, just as the market changes, and appetites 
wary ! ’ ” 

He must have been a very ingenious young man, that, 
Sam,” said Mr. Pickwick, with a slight shudder. 

Just was, sir,” replied Mr. Weller, continuing his occu- 
pation of emptying the basket, and the pies was beautiful. 
Tongue; well that’s a wery good thing when it an’t a 
woman’s. Bread — knuckle o’ ham, reg’lax picter — cold beef 
in slices, wery good. What’s in them stone jars, young 
touch-and-go ? ” 

^^Beer in this one,” replied the hoy, taking from his 
shoulder a couple of large stone bottles, fastened together by 
a leathern strap — cold pxmch in t’ other.” 

And a wery good notion of a lunch it is, take it altogether,” 
said Mr. WeEer, surveying Ms arrangement of the repast with 
great satisfaction. “ Now, gen’l’men, ‘fall on,’ as the English 
said to the French when they fixed bagginets.” 

It needed no second invitation to induce the party to yield 
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full Justice to the meal ; and as little pressmg did it require, 
to induce Mr. Weller, the long gamekeeper, and the two boys, 
to station themselves on the grass at a little distance, and do 
good execution upon a decent proportion of the viands. An 
old oak tree afforded a pleasant shelter to the group, and a 
rich prospect of arable and meadow land, intersected with 
luxuriaiit hedges, and richly ornamented with wood, lay 
spread out below them. 

^^Tbis is cldglitf-il — ihoi’Oua:hly delightful!^’ said Mi\ 
Pickwick, the Rkin of whose expressive countenance, was 
rapidly peeling off, with exposure to the sun. 

So it is : so it is, old fellow,” repHed Wardle. Come ; 
a glass of punch.” 

""With great pleasure,” said Air. Pickwick; and the 
satisfaction of his countenance after drinkmg it, bore testi- 
mony to the sincerity of the reply* 

“Good,” said Air. Pickwick, smacking his lips. ""Very 
good. 1 11 take another. Cool ; very cool. Come, gentle- 
men,” continued Mr. Pickwick, stiH retaining his hold upon 
the jar, "" a toast. Our friends at Bingley Bell.” 

The toast was drunk with loud acclamations. 

""I’ll ten you what I shall do, to get up my shooting 
again,” said Air. Winkle, who was eating bread and ham 
with a pocket-knife. “ I ’ll put a stuffed partridge on the top 
of a post, and practise at it, beginning at a short distance, 
and lengthening it by degrees. I understand it’s capital 
practice.” 

""I know a genl^man, sir,” said Mr. AVeller, ""as did that, 
and begun at two yards ; but he never tried it on agin ; for 
he Moved the bird right clean away at the first fire, and 
noboi^ ever seed a feather on him arterward^.” 

Sam,” said Mr. Pickwick. 

, "" Sir,” replied Mr. Weller. 

"" Have the goodness to reserve your anecdotes, ’till they 
are called for.” 

""Cert'niy, sir.” 

Here Air. WeEer winked the eye which was not concealed 
by the beer-can he was raising to Ms lips, with such exquisite- 
ness, that the two boys went into spontaneous convulsions, and 
even the long man cond^cended to smile. 

"" W'elL, that certainly is most capital cold punch,” said Mr. 
Pickwick, looking earnestly at the stone bottle; ""and the 
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day is extremely warm, and — ^Tupmau, my deex friend, a 
glass of pmo-cii ? 

^^Witli tie gt^atest deligM,” replied ]Mr. Tupman; and 
liaYing drank tiat glass, ifr. Pickwick took anotker, just to 
see wketker tkere was any orange peel in tie pnneli, because 
orange peel always disagreed with. Mm; and finding tkat 
there was not, Mr. Pickwick took another glass to the health 
of their absent friend, and then felt Mmself imperatively called 
upon to propose another in honour of the punch-compounder, 
unknown. 

TMs constant succession of glasses, produced considerable 
effect upon Mr. Pickwick; his countenance heamed with the 
most sunny smiles, laughter played around Ms lips, and good- 
humoured merriment twinkled in his eye. Yielding by degrees 
to the inffuence of the exciting liquid, rendered more so by 
the heat, !Mr. Pickwick expressed a strong desire to recollect 
a song wMch he had heard in Ms inhiney, and the attempt 
proving abortive, sought to stimulate Ms memory with more 
glasses of punch, which appeared to have quite a coutrary 
effect ; for, from forgetting die words of the song, he began to 
forget how to articulate any words at all ; and finally, afrer 
rismg to Ms legs to address the company in an eloquent 
speech, he fed into the barrow, and fast asl^p, simulta- 
neously. 

The basket having been repacked, and it being found per- 
fectly impossible to awakeu l^lr. Pickwick from Ms torpor, 
some discussion took place whether it would he better for Mr. 
Weller to wheel Ms master back again, or to leave Mm where 
he was, untH they should all be ready to return. The latter 
course was at length decided on ; and as their further expedi- 
tion was not to exceed an hour’s duration, and as ilr. Weller 
b^^ed very hard to be one of the party, it was determined 
to leave Mh. Pickwick asleep in the harrow, and to call for 
Mm on Iheir return. So away they went,’ leaving Mr. Pick- 
wick snoring most comfortably in the shade. 

That Mr. Pickwick would have continued to snore in the 
shade until Ms friends came back, or, in defrult thereof, until 
the shades of evening had fallen on the landscape, there 
appears no reasonable cause to doubt ; always supposing that 
he had been suffered to remain there, in peace. But he was 
not suffered to remaiu there in peace. And tMs is what pre- 
vented him. 
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Captain Boldwig was a little fierce man in a stiff black 
neckerchief and blue surtout, wbo, when be did condescend 
to walk about Ms property, did it in company witb a tMck 
rattan stick witb a brass ferrule, and a gardener and sub- 
gardener witb meek faces, to wbom (tbe gardeners, not tbe 
stick) Captain Boldwig gave bis orders witb all due grandeur 
and ferocity ; for Captain Boldwig’s wife’s sister bad married 
a Marquis, and tbe Captain’s bouse was a villa, and Ms 
land ‘‘ grounds,” and it was all very Mgb, and migbty, and 
great. 

Mr. Pickwick bad not been asleep half an bour, when little 
Captain Boldwig, followed by tbe two garden ors, came striding 
along as fast as Ms size and importance would let Mm ; and 
wben be came near tbe oak tree. Captain Boldwig paused, 
and drew a long breatb, and looked at tbe prospect, as if be 
tbougbt tbe prospect ought to be MgMy gratified at having 
biTH to take notice of it; and then be struck tbe ground 
emphatically witb Ms stick, and summoned tbe bead-gardener. 

Hunt,” said Captain Boldwig. 

Yes, sir,” said tbe gardener. 

Boll this place to-morrow morning — do you bear, Hunt 2^' 
^*Yes, sir.” 

And take care that you keep me tbis place in good order 
— do you bear, Hunt ? ” 

^'Yes, sir.” 

And remind me to bave a board done about trespassers, 
and luring guns, and all that sort of thing, to keep tbe 
common people out. Do you bear, Hunt ; do you bear ? ” 

“ I ’E not forget it, sir.” 

beg your pardon, sir,” said tbe other man, advancing, 
witb bis band to Ms bat. 

Wall, Wilkins, what ’s tbe matter witb you ? ” said Cap- 
tain Boldwig. 

beg your pardon, sir — but I think there bave been 
trespassers here to-day.” 

Ha ! ” said tbe Captain, scowling around Mm. 

Yes, sir — ^tbey bave been dining here, I think, sir.” 

Why, confound their audacity, so they bave,” said Captain 
Boldwig, as tbe crumbs and fragments that were strewn upon 
tbe grass met Ms eye. They bave actually been devouring 
their food here. I wish I bad tbe vagabonds here ! ” said 
tbe Captaia, daudhing tbe tMek stick. 
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I msli I had. the vagahonds here/’ said the Captain 
wrathfully. 

‘^Beg yonr pardon, sir,” said Wilhins, ^^hnt — ” 

But what ? Eh ? roared the Captain ; and following 
the timid glance of Wilkins, Ms eyes encountered the wheel- 
barrow and Mr, Pickwick. 

Who are you, you rascal?^’ said the Captain, administer- 
ing several pokes to Mr. Pickwick's body with the thick stick. 

What 's your name ? " 

^^Cold punch," murmured Mr. Pickwick, as he sunk to 
sleep again. 

‘‘ What ? " demanded Captain Boldwig. 

No reply. 

What did he say his name was? ” asked the Captain, 

Punch, I think, sir," replied Wilkins. 

That 's his impudence — ^that 's his confounded impudence," 
said Captain Boldwig. ''He’s only feigning to be asleep 
now," said the Captain, in a Mgh passion. " He ’s drunk ; 
he ’s a drunken plebeian. Wheel him away, WiDdns, wheel 
h i m away directly." 

" Where shall I wheel him to, sir ? " inquired Wilkins, 
with great timidity. 

" Wheel him to the Devil," replied Captaia Boldwig. 

"Very well, sir," said Wilkins. 

" Stay," said the Captain. 

Wilkins stopped accordingly. 

" Wheel him," said the Captain, wheel him to the pound ; 
and let us see whether he calls himself Punch, when he comes 
to himself. He shall not bully me — ^he shall not bully me. 
Wheel him away." 

Away Mr. Pickwick was wheeled in compliance with this 
impmous mandate ; and the great Captain Boldwig, swelling 
with indignation, proceeded on his walk. 

Inexpressible was the astonishment of the little party when 
they returned, to find that hir. Pickwick had disappeared, and 
taken the wheelbarrow with him. It was the most mysterious 
and unaccountable thing that was ever heard of. For a lame 
man to have got upon his legs without any previous notice, 
and walked ofiP, would have been most extraordinary; but 
when it came to his wheeling a heavy barrow before him, hy 
way of amusement, it grew positively miraculous. They 
searched every nook and comer round, together and separately • 
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iHey sHouted, wMstled, lauglied, called — and all witli tlie 
same result, Mr. Pickwick was not to be fonnd. After 
some bours of fruitless searcb, they atdTed at tbe unwelcome 
condusion, that they must go borne wifbout bim. 

Meanwhile Mr. Pickwick bad been wheeled to the Pound, 
and safely deposited therein, fast adeep in the wheelbarrow, 
to the immeasurable delight and satisfaction, not only of all 
the boys in the village, but three fourths of the whole popula- 
tion, who had gathered round, in expectation of his waking. 
If their most intense gratification had been excited by seeing 
hi m wheeled in, how many hundredfold was their joy increased 
when, after a few indistinct cries of Sam ! ’’ he sat up in the 
barrow and gazed with indescribable astonishment on the 
faces before him. 

A general shout was of course the signal of his having woke 
up ; and his involuntary inquiry 01 “ What ’s the matter ? 
occasioned another, louder than the' first, if possible. 

Here ’s a game ! ” roared the populace. 

“ Where am I ? ” exclaimed Mr. Pickwick. 

“ In the Pound,” replied the mob. 

“ How came I here ? Wliat was I doing ? WTiere was I 
brought from ? ” 

“ Boldwig — Captain Boldwig ! was the only reply. 

Let me out,” cried !Mr. Pickwick. Where ’s my servaht? 
Wliere are my friends ? ” 

^'You an’t got no friend-. Hurrah ! ” Then there came 
a fernip, then a’ potato, and then an egg : with a few other 
little tokens of the plaj-fol disposition of the many-headed. 

How long tliis scene might have lasted, or how much JMr, 
Pickwick might have sufierecl, no one can teH, had not a 
carriage which was driving swiMy by, snddenly pulled up, 
from whence there descended old Wardle and Sam Weller, 
the former of whom, in far less time than it takes to write it, 
if not to read it, had made his way to jMr. Pickwicks side, and 
placed him in the vehicle, just as the latter had concluded the 
third and last round of a single combat with the town-beacUe. 

Run to the Justice’s ! ” cried a dozen voices. 

“ fjLh, run avay,” said ]klr. WeRer, jumping up on the box. 

Give my compliments — ^Mr. YeBer’s compliments — ^to the 
Justice, and teR him IVe spRod his beadle, and that, if he’R 
svear in a new 'un, I’R come back again to-morrow and spRe 
him. Drive on, old feRcr.” 
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I’ll giye directions for the commenceiaeiit of an action for 
false imprisoBment against this Captain Boldwig, directly I get 
to London/^ said ^Ir. Pickwick, as soon as the carriage turned 
out of the town. 

We were trespassing, it seems,’’ said Wardle. 

I don’t care,” said IMr. Pickwick, I’ll bring the action.” 

No, yon won’t,” said Wardle. 

I wffl, by — but as there was a humorous expression 
in Wardle’s face, Mr. Pickwick checked himself, and said — 
T\Txy not?” 

Because,” said old Wardle, half-bursting with laughter, 
“because they might turn round on some of us, and say we 
had taken too much cold punch.” 

Do what he would, a smile would come into Pickwick’s 
face ; the smile extended into a laugh ,* the laugh into a roar ; 
and the roar became general. So, to keep up their good 
humour, they stopped at the first road-side tavern they came 
to, and ordered a glass of brandy and water aU round, with a 
magnum of extra strength, for IMr. Samuel Weher. 
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CHAPTEE XX. 

SHOWIIT(J HOW DODSON” AND FOGG WERE MEN OP BUSINESS, AND THEIR 
CLERKS MEN OP PLEASURE; AND HOW AN APPECTING INTERVIEW 
TOOK PLACE BETWEEN MR. WELLER AND HIS LONG-LOST PARENT,* 
SHOWING ALSO WHAT CHOICE SPIRITS ASSEMBLED AT THE MAGPIE AND 
STUMP, AND WHAT A CAPITAL CHAPTER THE NEXT ONE WILL BE. 

In tlie grottnd-floor front of a dingy house, at the very 
flirthest end of Preeman’s Court, ComhilL, sat the four clerks 
of Messrs. Dodson and Fogg, two of his Majesty’s Attorneys of 
the Courts of King’s Bench and Common Pleas at Westminster, 
and solicitors of the High Court of Chancery: the afore- 
said clerks catching as favourahle glimpses of Heaven’s light 
and Heaven’s sun, in ihe course of their daily labours, as a man 
might hope to do, were he placed at the bottom of a reasonably 
deep well; and without the opportunity of perceiving the stars in 
the day-time, wliich the latter secluded situation afPords. 

The clerks’ o£B.ee of Messrs. Dodson and Fogg was a dark, 
mouldy, earthy- smelling room, with a high wainscotted 
partition to screen the clerks from the vulgar gaze : a couple 
of old wooden chairs : a very loud-ticking clock : an almanack, 
an umbrella-stand, a row of hat pegs, and a few shelves, on 
whidi were deposited several ticketed bundles of dirty papers, 
some old deal boxes with paper labels, and sundry decayed 
stone ink bottles of various shapes and sizes. There was a 
glass door leading into the passage which formed the entrance 
to the court, and on the outer side of this glass door, Mr. 
Pickwick, closely followed by Sam Weller, presented bimseH 
on the Friday morning succeeding the occurrence, of which a 
faithful narration is given in the last chapter. 

‘^Come in, can’t you!” cried a voice from behind the 
partition, in reply to Mr. Pickwick’s gentle tap at the door. 
And Mr. Pickwick and Sam entered accordingly. 

Mr. Dodson or Mr. Fogg at home, sir ?” inquired Mr. Pick- 
wick, gently advancing, hat in hand, towards the partition. 
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jVIr. Dodson ain’t at liome, and Mr. Fogg ’s particularly 
engaged/’ replied tlie voice ; and at tLe same time tlie head 
to whiciL tlie voice belonged, mtli a pen behind its ear. looked 
over the partition, and at Mr. Pickwick. 

It was a ragged head, the sandy hair of which, scmpnlonsly 
parted on one side, and Battened down with pomatum, was 
twisted into little semi-circnlar tails round a flat face orna- 
mented with a pair of small eyes, and garnished with a veiy 
dirty shirt collar, and a rusty blaek stock. 

klr. Dodson ain’t at home, and Mr. Fogg ’s particularly 
engaged,” said the man to whom the head belonged. 

'^■When will Mr. Dodson be back, sir?” inquired Mr. 
Pickwick. 

Can’t say.” 

Will it be long before Mr. Fogg is disengaged, sir?” 

Don’t know.” 

Here the man proceeded to mend his pen with great delibe- 
ration, while another clerk, who was mixing a SeidJitz powder, 
under cover of the lid of his desk, laughed approvingly. 

I think rn wait,” said Mk. Pickwick. There was no 
reply ; so Mr. Pickwick sat down unbidden, and listened to the 
loud ticking of the clock and the murmured conversation of the 
clerks. 

That was a game, wasn’t it ?” said one of the gentlemen, 
in a brown coat and brass buttons, inky drabs, and bluchers, 
at the conclusion of some inaudible relation of Ms previous 
evening’s advautures. 

Devilish good — devilish good,” said the Seidlitz-powder 
man. 

Tom Cummins was in the chair,” said the man with the 
brown coat ; “It was half-past four when I got to Somers 
Town, and then I was so uncommon Inshy that I couldn’t 
find the place where the latch-key went in, and was obliged to 
knock np the old ’ooman. I say, I wonder what old Fogg ’nd 
say, if he knew it. I should get the sack, I )("5C — oh ?” 

At tMs humorous notion, all the clerks laugbcd in concert. 

“ There was such a game with Fogg here, this momin’,” 
said the man in the brown coat, “ whfle Jack was up stairs 
sorting the papers, and yon two were gone to the stamp-office. 
Fogg was down here, opening the letters, when that chap as 
we issued the writ against at Camberwell, you know, came in 
— ^what’s Ms name again ?” 



274 


POSTHUMOUS PAPERS OF 


Ramsey/’ said tke clerk wlio Had spoken to Mr, Pickwick, 
Ail, R^s^ — a precious seccly-lookino* customer. ' Well, 
sir/ says old Fogg, looking at liim very Jierce — ^you know Ms 
way — ^well, sir, have yon come to settle?’ ‘Yes, I kaye, 
m,’ said Ramsey, putting Ms kand in Ms pocket, and kringing 
out tke money, ‘ tke debt’s two pound ten, and tke costs tMee 
pound five, and kere it is, sir j ’ and ke sigked like bricks, as 
ke lu^ed out tke money, done up in a kit of blotting-paper. 
Old Fogg looked first at tke money, and tken at Mm, and tken 
ke eougked in Ms rum way, so tkat I knew sometMng was 
coming, ‘ You don’t know there’s a declaration filed, wMck 
increases tke costs materially, I suppose ?’ said Fogg. ‘ You 
dou’t say tkat, sir,’ said Ramsey, starting back,- ‘ tke time was 
only out, last night, sir.’ ‘ I do say it, tkoiigk,’ said Fogg, 
‘ my clerk’s just gone to file it. Hasn’t Mr. Jackson gone to 
file tkat declaration in Bullman and Ramsey, Mr. Wicks ? ’ 
Of course I said yes, and tken Fogg coughed agaiu, and looked 
at Ramsey. ^ My God ! ’ said Ramsey ; ‘ and here have I 
nearly driven mysalf mad, scraping this money together, and 
all to no purpose.’ ‘None at all,’ said Fogg, coolly; ‘so you 
had better go hack and scrape some more together, and kriag 
it here in time.’ ‘ I can’t get it, by God,’ said Ramsey, striking 
tke desk with Ms fist. ‘ Don’t bully me, sir,’ said Fogg, 
getting into a passion on purpose. ‘ I am not bullying you, 
sir,’ said Ramsey. ‘You are,’ said Fogg; ‘get out, sir; get 
out of tMs offi.ee, sir, and come back, sir, when you know how 
to behave yourself.’ Well, Ramsey tried to speak, but Fogg 
wouldn’t let him, so ke put tke money in bis pocket, and 
sneaked out. Tke door was scarcely shut, when old Fogg 
turned round to me, with a sweet smile on Ms face, and drew 
the declaration out of Ms coat pocket. ‘ Here, Wicks,’ says 
Fogg, * take a cab, and go down to tke Temple as quick as 
you can. and file tkat. Tke costs are quite safe, for ke ’s a 
steady man with a large family, at a salary of five-and-twenty 
shillings a week, and if ke gives us a TV’arra.ut of attorney, as 
ke must in tke end, I know Ms empioyei's will see it paid ; so 
we may as well get all we can out of Mm, j^Ir. Wicks ; it ’s a 
Christian act to do it, Mr. Wicks, for with Ms large family 
and small income, ke ’ll ke all tke better for a good lesson 
against gcttiug into debt, — ^won’t ke, Mr. Wicks, won’t ke ? ’ 
— and ke smiled so goodnaturedly as ke went away, tkat it 
was deligktfiil to see him. He is a capital man of business/’ 
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said Wicks, in a tone of the deepest admiration, capital, 
isn’t he ? ” 

The other three cordially snhscribed to this opraion, and the 
anecdote afforded the most unlimited satisfaction. 

^^Nice men these here, sir,” -whispered Mr. Weller to his 
master ; “ -wery nice notion of fun they has, sir.” 

'Mr. Pickwick nodded assent, and coughed to attract the 
attention of the young gentlemen behind the partition, who, 
ha-dng now relaxed their minds hy a little conversation 
among themselves, condescended to take some notice of the 
stranger. 

I wonder whether Fogg’s disengaged now ? ” said 
Jackson. 

I ’ll see,” said Wicks, dismounting leisurely ffom his stool. 

What name shall I tell Mr. Fogg ? ” 

Pickwick,” rephed the illnstrioiis subject of these memoirs. 

hfr. Jackson departed np stairs on his errand, and imme- 
diately returned with a message that Mr. Fogg would see 
]Mr. Pickwick in five minutes ; and having delivered it, returned 
again to his desk. 

What did he say his name was ? ” whispered Wicks. 

Pickwick,” replied Jackson; ^^it’s the defendant in Bar- 
dell and Pickwick.” 

A sudden scraping of feet, mingled with the a^nnd of sup- 
pressed laughter, was heard from boMncl fiio partition. 

They ’re a twiggin’ of yon, sir,” whispered Mr. Weller. 

Twigging of me, Sami” replied 3>Ir. Pickwick; ^^what 
do you mean by twigging me ? ” 

Mr. Weller replied by pointing with Ms thnnib over his 
shoulder, and ]Mr. Pickwick, on looking np, became sensible 
of the pleasing fact, that all the four clerks, with countenances 
expressive of the utmost amusement, and with -their heads 
thrust over the wooden screen, were minutely inspecting the 
figure and general appearance of the supposed irifier with 
female hearts, and disturber of female happiness. On his 
looMng up, the row of heads suddenly disappeared, and the 
sound of pens travelling at a fiirious rate over paper, imme- 
diately succeeded. 

A sudden ring at ihe bell wMch hung in -the office, sum- 
moned 'Mr. J ackson to ihe apartment of Fogg, ffom whence 
he came back to say that he (Fogg) was ready to see Mr. Pick- 
wick if he would step up stairs. 
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Up stairs Mr. Pickwick did step accordingly, leaving Sam 
WeEer below. The room door of the one-pair hack, bore 
inscribed in legible characters the imposing words '^Mr. Fogg ; 
and, having tapped thereat, and been desired to come in, 
Jackson ushered Mr. Pickwick into the presence. 

Is Mr. Dodson in ? ” inquired Mr. Fogg. 

Just come in, sir,” replied Jackson. 

Ask him to step here.” 

Yes, sir.” Exit Jackson. 

Take a seat, sir,” said Fogg ; there is the paper, sir ; 
my partner will be here directly, and we can converse about 
this matter, sir,” 

Mr. Pickwick took a seat and the paper, but instead of 
reading the latter, peeped over the top of it, and took a survey 
of the man of business, who was an elderly pimply-faced, 
vegetable-diet sort of man, in a black coat, dark mixture 
trousers, and small black gaiters : a kind of being who seemed 
to be an essential part of the desk at which he was writing, 
and to have as much thought or sentiment. 

After a few minutes’ silence, Mr. Dodson, a plump, portly, 
stem-looking man, with a loud voice, appeared ; and the con- 
versation commenced. 

This is J^Ir. Pickwick,” said Fogg. 

^^Ah! You are the defendant, sir, in BardeU and Pick- 
wick ? ” said Dodson. 

I am, sir,” replied Mr. Pickwick. 

“ AVell, sir,” said Dodson, and what do you propose ? ” 

^^Ah!” said Fogg, thrusting his hands into liis trowsers’ 
pockets, and throwing himself back in his chair, ^'what do 
you propose, Mr. Pickwick ? ” 

“ Hush, Fogg,” said Dodson, let me hear what Mr. Pick- 
wick has to say.” 

came, gentlemen,” repKed Mr. Pickwick, — gazing 
placidly on the two partners, — came here, gentlemen, to 
express the surprise with which I received your letter of the 
other day, and to inquire what grounds of action you can have 
against me.” 

Grounds of — ” Fogg had ejaculated thus much, w^hen he 
was stopped by Dodson. 

^^Mr. Fogg,” said Dodson, “I am going to speak.” 

I beg your pardon, Air. Dodson,” said Fogg. 

For the grounds of action, sir,” continued Dodson, with 
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moral eleTation in ids air, you -will consult your own con- 
science and your own feelings. We, sir, we are guided 
entirely by tlie statement of our client. Tliat statement, sir, 
may be true, or it may be false ; it may be credible, or it may 
be incredible ; but, if it be true, and if it be credible, I do not 
besitate to say, sir, that our grounds of action, sir, are strong, 
and not to be shaken. You may be an unforkinate man, sir, 
or you may be a designing one ; but if I were called upon, as 
a juryman upon my oath, sir, to express an opinion of your 
conduct, sir, I do not hesitate to assert that I should have but 
one opinion about it.^’ Here Dodson drew himself up with 
an air of ojBPended virtue, and looked at Fogg, v;iio thrust his 
hands further in his pockets, and nodding his head sagely, 
said, iu a tone of the fullest concurrence, Most certainly.’* 

^‘WeU, sir,** said Mr. Pickwick, with considerable pain 
depicted in his countenance, ^^you will permit me to assure 
you, that I am a most unfortunate man, so far as this case 
is concerned.*’ 

I hope yon are, sir,** replied Dodson ; I trust you may 
he, sir. If you are really innocent of what is laid to your 
charge, you are more unfortunate than I had believed any man 
could possibly be. What do you say, IVIr. Fogg? ** 

I say precisely what you say,** replied Fogg, with a smile 
of incredulity. 

^^The writ, sir, which commences the action,** continued 
Dodson, “was issued regularly. Mr. Fogg, where is the 
prmdpe book ? ** 

“ Here it is,** said Fogg, handing over a square book, with 
a parchment cover. 

“Here is the entry,” resumed Dodson. “‘Middlesex, 
Capias Martha Bardell, widow ^ v. Samuel Pickwick. Damages, 
£1500. Dodson and Fogg for the plaintiff', Aug. 28, 1830.* 
AH regular, sir ; perfectly.** Dodson coughed and looked at 
Fogg, who said “'Perfectly,** also. And then they both looked 
at Mr. Pickwick. 

“ I am to understand, then,** said Mr. Pickwick, “ that it 
really is your intention to proceed with this action ? ** 

“ Understand, sir? — ^that yon certainly may,** replied Dodson, 
with som<'tli3rg as near a smile as his importance would allow. 

“ And that 1 he damages are actually laid at fifteen hundred 
pounds ? ** said Mr. Pickwick. 

“ To which imderstanding you may add my assurance, that 
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if we could liare preTailed tipoiL our cEent, tliey would have * 
been laid at treble tbe amount, sir j replied Dodson. 

“ I believe" Airs. BardeE specially said, however/^ observed 
Eogg, glancing at Dodson, “ tbaf sbe would not compromise 
for a farthing less.” 

Unquestionably,” replied Dodson, sternly. For the action 
was only just begun ; and it wouldn’t have done to lei Mr, 
Pickwick compronuse it then, even if he had been so disposed. 

As you offer no terms, sir,” said Dodson, displaying a slip 
of parchment in his right hand, and affectionately pressing a 
paper copy of it on Mr. Pickwick with his left, I had better 
serve you with a copy of this writ, sir. Here is the original, 
sir.” 

^^Very well, gentlemen, very well,” said Mr. Pickwick, 
rising in person and wrath at the same time; ^^you shall 
hear from my solicitor, gentlemen.” 

We shall be very happy to do so,” said Fogg, rubbing 
his hands. 

<< said Dodson, opening the door. 

And before I go, gentlemen,” said the excited Air. Pick- 
wick, tiirning round on the landing, permit me to say, that 
of all the disgraceful end rr.«frlly 

*^Stay, sir, stay,” od Do Don, wiili great politeness. 

Air. Jackson ! Air. Wicks ! 

Sir,” said the two clerks, appearing at the bottom of the 
stairs- 

I merely want you to hear what this gentleman says,” 
replied Dod^n. “ Pray go on, sir — disgraceful and rascally 
proceedings, I think you said ? ” 

“ I did,” said Air. Pickwick, thoroughly roused. I said, 
sir, thatbf all the disgraceful and rascally proceedings that 
ever w-ere attempted, this is the most so. I repeat it, sir.” 
hear that, Mr. Wicks? ” said Dodson. 

“You won’t forget these expressions, Mr. Jackson?” said 
Fogg. 

“ Perhaps you would like to call us swindlers, sir,” said 
Dodson. “Pray do, sir, if you feel disposed — ^now pray 
do, sir.” I 

“ I do,” said Air. Pickwick. “ You are swindlers,” 

“Afory good,” said Dod»3iL “You can hear down there, 
hope, Air. Wicks?” 

“ Oh yes, sir,” said Wicks. 
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You liad better come up a step or two liiglier, if you 
cau’tj” added j\Ir. Pogg. ‘‘ Go on, sir; do go on. You bad 
better call us tbieres, sir; or perhaps you would like to assault 
one of us. Pray do it, sir, if you would ; we will not make 
tbe smallest resistance. Pray do it, sm.’’ 

As Pogg put bimself very temptingly witbin tbe reach of 
Ivlr. Pickwicks clenched fist, there is little doubt that that 
gentleman would have complied with his earnest entreaty, but 
for tbe interposition of Sam, who, hearing the dispute, emerged 
from tbe office, mounted tbe stairs, and seized bis master by 
tbe arm. 

You just come avay,” said Mr. Weller. Battledore and 
sbuttlecock ’s a wery good game, vben you affi^t tbe sbuttlecoek 
and two lawyers tbe battledores, in wicb case it gets too 
excitin’ to be pleasant. Come avay, sir. If you want to 
ease your mind by blowing up somebody, come out into tbe 
court and blow up me ; but it ’s raytber too expensive work 
to be carried on bere.” 

And without tbe slightest ceremony, kir. Weber hauled bis 
master dowm the stairs, and down tbe court, and having safely 
deposited him in Combill, fell behind, prepai’ed to fobow 
w^bithersoever be should lead. 

jMt. Pickwick walked on abstractedly, crossed opposite the 
Mansion House, and bent Ms steps up Cbeapside. Sam began 
to wonder where they were going, when bis master turned 
round, and said : 

Sam, I wib go immediately to Mr. Perker’s.” 

That ’s just exactly the wery place vere you ought to have 
gene last night, sir/’ repbed Mr. Weber. 

'' I think it is, Sam,” said Mr. Pickwick. 

I know it is,” said Mr. Weber. 4 

Web, web, Sam,” replied hlr. Pickwick, we will go 
there at once ; but first, as I have been rather ruffled, I should 
like a glass of brandy and. water warm, Sam. Where can I 
have it, Sam?” 

Mr. Weber’s knowledge of London was extensive and 
peculiar. He replied, without tbe sbgbtest consideration : 

Second court on tbe right-hand side — ^last bouse but vun 
on tbe same side tbe vay — take tbe box as stands in tbe first 
fire-place, ’cos there a’n’t no Leg in the middle o’ tbe table, 
wicb ab the others has, and it’s wery ineonwenient.” 

Mr. Pickwick observed Ms valet’s directions impbcitly, and 
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bidding* Sam follow Mm, entered tbe tayem lie bad pointed 
out, where the bot brandy and water was speedily placed 
before bim ; wbile Mr. Weller, seated at a respectful distance, 
tbougb at tbe same table witb bis master, was accommodated 
witb a pint of porter. 

Tbe room was one of a yeiy bomely description, and was 
apparently under tbe especial paironage of stage coacbmen : 
for seyeral gentlemcB, wbo bad all tbe appearance of belonging 
to tbat learned profession, were drinking and smoking in the 
different boxes. Among the number was one stout, red-faced, 
elderly man in particular, seated in an opposite box, wbo 
attracted Mr. Pickwick’s attention. Tbe stout man was 
smoking witb great yebemence, but between eyery half-dozen 
ptcffs, be took bis pipe from bis mouth, and looked first at 
Mr. Weller and then at Mr. Pickwick. Then, be would bury 
in a quart-pot as much of bis coxmtenance as tbe dimensions 
of tbe qu^-pot admitted of its receiving, and take another 
look at Sam and Mr. Pickwick. Then be woidd take another 
half-dozen puffs witb an air of profound meditation, and look 
at them again. At last tbe stout man, putting up bis legs on 
tbe seat, and leaning Ms back against tbe wall, began to puff 
at Ms pipe without leaving off at all, and to stare through tbe 
smoke at tbe new comers, as if be bad made up Ms mind to 
see tbe most be could of them. 

At first tbe evolutions of tbe stout man bad escaped Mr. 
Weller’s observation, but by degrees, as be saw Mr. Pickwick’s 
eyes eveiy now and then turning towards Mm, be began to gaze 
in tbe same direction, at tbe same time shading Ms eyes witb 
bis band, as if be partially recogmsed tbe object before him, 
and wished to make quite sure of its identity. His doubts 
were speedily dispelled, however; for tbe stout man having 
blown a tMck doud ffom Ms pipe, a hoarse voice, like some 
strange effort of ventriloquism, emerged from beneath tbe 
<japacious shawls wMcb muffled Ms tMoat and chest, and 
slowly uttered these sounds — Wy, Sammy ! ” 

Wbo ’s tbat, Sam ? ” inquired Mr. Pickwick. 

Why, I wouldn’t ba’ believed it, sir,” replied Mr. Weller, 
witb astonished eyes. It’s tbe old ’un.” 

‘‘ Old one,” said Mr. Pickwick. ‘‘What old one ? ” 

^^My father, sir,” repbed Mr. Weber. How are you, my 
ancient ? ” Witb wMcb beautiftd ebullition of fibal affection, 
Mr. Weller made room on tbe seat beside him for tbe stout 
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man, wlio advanced, pipe in mou€b. and pot in hand, to 
greet him, 

u Sammy, said the father,* I han't seen you for two 
year and better.” 

“Nor more you have, old codger,” replied the son. “How^s 
mother-in-law ? ” 

“ Wy, I ’ll tell you what, Sammy,” said !Mr. Weller, senior, 
with much solemnity in his manner ,* “ there never was a nicer 
woman as a widder than that ’ere second wentur o’ mine — a 
sweet creetur she was, Sammy ; all I can say on her now is, 
that as she was such an uncommon pleasant widder, it’s a 
great pity she ever changed her con-dition. She don’t act as 
a vife, Sammy.” 

“ Don’t she, though ? ” inquired Mr. Weller, junior. 

The elder BIr. Weller shook his head, as he replied with a 
sigh, “ I ’ve done it once too often, Sammy ; J ’ve done it 
once too often. Take example hy your father, my hoy, and 
he wery careful o’ widders all your life they’ve 

kept a puhlic-house, Sammy.” Having ■ >> -i 'J parental 
advice with great pathos, IVIr. Weller senior re-flled his pipe 
from a tin hox he carried in his pocket; and lighting his 
fresh pipe from the ashes of the old one, commenced smokmg 
at a great rate. 

“ Beg your pardon, sir,” he said, renewing the subject, and 
addressing IVIr. Pickwick, after a considerable pause, “nothin’ 
personal, I hope, sir; I hope you han’t got a widder, sir.” 

“Not I,” replied IMr. Pickwick, laughing; and while Mr. 
Pickwick laughed, Sam Weller informed his parent in a 
whisper, of the relation in which he stood towards that 
gentleman. 

“ Beg your pardon, sir,” said Mr. Weller, senior, taking off 
Ms hat, “ I hope you ’ve no fault to find with Sammy, sir.” 

“ None whatever,” said Mr. Pickwick. 

fi Wery glad to hear it, sir,” replied the old man ; “I took 
a good deM o’ pains with his eddication, sir ; let him run in 
the streets when he was wery young, and shift for his-self. 
It’s the only way to make a boy sharp, sib.” 

“ Bather a dangerous process, I should imagme,” said Mr. 
Pickwick, with a smile, 

“ And not a wery sure one, neither,” added Mr. Weller ; 
“ I got reglarly done the other day.” 

No 1” said the father. 
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‘‘ I did/^ said tibie son ; and lie proceeded to relate in as few 
TTords as possible, bow be bad fallen a ready dupe to tbe 
stratagems of J ob Trotter. 

Air. Weller senior Hstened to tbe tale witb tbe most pro- 
found attention, and, at its termination, said — 

Wom’t one o’ these cbaps'slim and tall, witb long bair, 
and tbe gift o’ tbe gab wery gallopin’ ?” 

Mr. Pickwick did not quite understand tbe last item of 
description, but, comprobondLLg tbe first, said Yes,” at a 
venture. 

T’ other ’s a black-haired chap in mulberry livery, witb a 
wery large bead ? ” 

Yes, yes, be is,” said Mr. Pickwick and Sam, witb great 
earnestness. 

Then I know where they are, and that’s all about it,” 
said Air. Weller; they ’re at Ipswich, safe enough, them 
two,” 

No ! ” said Mr. Pickwick. 

Fact,” said Mr. Weller, and I ’ll teb you bow I know it. 
I work an Ipswidi coach now and then for a friend o’ mine. 
I worked down tbe weiy day arter tbe night as you caught 
tbe rbeumatiz, and at the Black Boy at Cbebnsford — ^tbe weiy 
place they’d come to — I took ’em up, right through to 
Ipswich, where the man servant — him ia the mulberries — 
told me they was a goin’ to put up for a long time.” 

^^I’b follow him,” said Mr. Pickwick; '^we may as well 
see Ipswich as any other place. I ’ll follow Mm.” 

^'You’re quite certain it was them, governor?” inqmred 
Air. Weber, junior. 

Quite, Sammy, quite,” repbed Ms father, for then: ap- 
pearance is wery sing’ler ; besides that ’ere, I wondered to see 
tbe gea’bMn so fermOiar witb Ms servant ; and, more than 
that, as they sat in front, right behind the box, I heerd ’em 
la'agMng, and saying how they’d done old Fireworks.” 

“ Old who ?” said Mr. Pickwick. 

Old Fireworks, mr, by wMch, I ’ve no doubt, they meant 
you, sir.” 

There is nothing positivdLy vile or atrocious in the appella- 
tion of old Fireworks,” but still it is by no means a respect- 
ful or fiattering designation. Tbe reeoEection of all the 
wrongs he had sustained at Jmgle’s hands , had crowded on 
Mr. Pickwick’s mind, the moment Mr. Weller began to speak : 
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it 'panted but a featlier to turn the scale, and old Fireworks'’ 
did it. 

I ’ll foUow him/’ said IVIr. Pickwick, with an emphatic 
blow on the table. 

I shah work down to Ipswich the day arter to-morrow, 
sir,” said Mr. WeUer the elder, &om the Bull in White- 
chapel; and if yon reahy mean to go, ^-on’d better go witli 
me.” 

So we had,” said Jtlr. Pickwick; ^^very true; I can write 
to Bury, and teh them to meet me at Ipswich. We will go 
with 3’^on. But don’t hurry away, Mr. W^eher; won’t yon 
take anything?” 

You’re wery good, sir,” replied Mr. W., stopping short 
— perhaps a small glass of brandy to drink your health, and 
success to Sammy, sir, wouldn’t be amiss.” 

“Certainly not,” replied Mr. Pickwick. “A glass of 
brandy here!” The brandy was brought: and ]Mr. Weller, 
after pulling his hair to ]Mr. Pickwick, and nodding to Sam, 
jerked it down his capacious throat as if it had been a small 
thimble-full. 

“ Weh done, father,” said Sam, “ take care, old fehow, or 
you ’E haye a touch of your old complaint, the gout.” 

“ I ’ve found a soT’rin’ cure for fliat, Sammy,” replied Mr. 
"WelLer, setting down the glass. 

“ A sovereign cure for the gout,” said Mr. Pickwick, hastEy 
producing his note-book, “what is it?” 

“ The gout, sir,” replied Mr. WeUer, “ the gout is a com- 
plaint as arises fiom too much ease and comfort. If ever 
you ’re attacked with the gout, sir, jist you marry a widder as 
has got a good loud woiee, with a decent notion of nsin’ it, 
and you ’E never have the gout agin. It ’s a capital prescrip- 
tion, sir. I takes it reg’lar, and I can warrant it to drive 
away any Elness as is caused by too muc|i joEity.” Having 
imparted this valuable secret, Mr. W’^ePer drained his glass 
once more, produced a laboured wink, sighed deeply, and 
slowiy retired. 

“ WeE, what do you think of what j'our father says, Sam?'^ 
inquired I^Ir. Pickwick, with a smEe. 

“Think, sE!” replied Mr. WeEer; “why, I tlunk he’s 
the wicthn o’ connubialiiy, as Blue Beard’s domestic chaplain 
said, with a tear of pi'fy, ven he buried him.” 

There was no replying to this veiy apposite conclusion, and, 
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iiLerefore, Mr. Pickwick, after settling tke reckoning, resumed 
Ms walk to Gray’s Inn. By the time he reached its secluded 
groves, however, eight o’clock had struck, and the unbroken 
stream of gentlemen in muddy Mgh-lows, soiled wMte hats, 
and rusty apparel, who were pouring towards the different 
avenues of egress, warned him that the majority of the offices 
had closed for that day. 

After climbing two pairs of steep and dirty stairs, he found 
Ms anticipations were realised. Air. Perker’s outer door” 
was closed; and the dead silence wMch followed Mr. Weller’s 
repeated Mcks thereat, announced that the officials had retired 
from business for the mght. 

TMs is pleasant, Sam,” said Mr. Pickwick; I shouldn’t 
lose an hour in seeing Mm ; I shall not be able to get one 
wink of sleep to-night, I know, unless I have the satisfaction 
of reflecting that I have confided this matter to a professional 
man.” 

Here ’s an old ’ooman cornin’ up stairs, sir,” replied Air. 
Weller; ‘‘p’raps she knows where we can find somebody. 
Hallo, old lady, vere ’s Air. Perker’s people ?” 

“ Mr. Perker’s people,” said a thin, miserable-looldng old 
woman, stopping to recover breath after the ascent of the 
staircase, “ Air, Perker’s people’s gone, and I ’m a goin’ to do 
the office out.” 

“ Are you Air. Perker’s servant?” inquired Air. Pickwick. 

“ I am Mr. Perker’s laundress,” replied the old woman. 

“ Ah,” said Air. Pickwick, half aside to Sam, “ it’s a curious 
circumstance, Sam, that they call the old women in these inns, 
laundresses. I wonder what that ’s for.” 

“ ’Cos they has a mortal awersion to washing anythin’, I 
suppose, sir,” replied Air. Weller. 

“ I shouldn’t wonder,” said Air. Pickwick, looking at the 
old woman, whose appearance as well as the condition of the 
office, wMch iffie had by tMs time opened, indicated a rooted 
antipathy to the application of soap and water; “ do you know 
where I can find Air. Perker, my good woman ?” 

“No, I don’t,” replied the old woman, gruffly; “he’s out 
o’ town now.” 

“That’s unfortimate,^ said Mr. Pickwick; “where’s Ms 
clerk — do you know?” 

“ Yes, I know where he is, but he wouldn’t thank me for 
tefliog you,” replied the laundress. 



THE PICKWICK CLUB. 


285 


liaye yery paxtieular biisiiiess ydtK Hm/’ said Mr. 
Pickwick. 

Won’t it do in tke morning ? ” said the woman. 

^^Not so well,” replied Mr. Pickwick. 

^^Well,” said the old woman, ^^if it was anything yery 
particular, I was to say where he was, so I suppose there ’s no 
harm in telling. If you just go to the Magpie and Stump, 
and ask at the har for Mr. Lowten, they ’H show you in to 
him, and he’s Mr. Perker’s clerk.” 

With this direction, and haying heen furthermore informed 
that the hostelry in question was situated in a court, happy in 
the double adwintagc of being in the yicinity of Clare 
Market, and closely approximating to the back of 'New Inn, 
Mr. Pickwick and Sam descended the rickety staircase in 
safety, and issued forth in quest of the Magpie and Stump. 

This favoured tavern, sacred to the evening orgies of JMr. 
Lowten and his companions, was what ordinary people would 
designate a public-house. That the landlord was a man of a 
nioney-maldng turn, was sufficiently testified by the fact of a 
small hulk-head beneath the taproom window, in size and 
shape not unlike a sedan-chair, being underlet to a mender of 
shoes : and that he was a being of a philanthropic mind, was 
evident ffiom the protection he afforded to a pie-man, who 
vended his delicacies without fear of interruption, on the very 
door-step. In the lower windows, which were decorated with 
curtains of a safhon hue, dangled two or three printed cards, 
bearing reference to Devonshire cyder and Dantzic spruce, 
while a large black board, announcing in white letters to an 
enlightened public, that there were 500,000 barrels of double 
stout in the cellars of the establishment, left the mind in a 
state of not impleasing doubt and uncertainty, as to the pre- 
cise direction in the bowels of the earth, in which this mighty 
cavern might he supposed to extend. When we add, that the 
weather-beaten sign-hoard bore the half-obliterated semblance 
of a magpie intently eyeing a crooked streak of brown paint, 
which the neighbours had heen taught ftom infancy to 
consider as the stump,” we have said aH that need be said, 
of the exterior of the edifice. 

On jMt. Pickwick’s presenting himself at the bar, an elderly 
female emerged from behind a screen therein, and presented 
herself before him. 

Is Mr. Lowten here, ma’am ? ” inquired Mr. Pickwick. 
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^'Yes lie is, sir/’ replied the landlady. ^'Here, Charley, 
show the gentleman in, to Air. Lowten.” 

“ The gen'hn’n can't go in, just now,” said a shambling 
pot-boy, with a red head, ‘^'cos Air. Lowten’s a singin’ a 
comic song, and he ’ll put him ont. He '11 be done d’rectly, 
sir.” 

The red-headed pot-boy had scarcely jBnished speaking, 
when a most nnanimons hammering of tables, and jingling of 
glasses, announced that the song had that instant terminated j 
and Air. Pickwick, after desiring Sam to solace himself in the 
tap, suffered himself to be conducted into the presence of Air. 
Lowten. 

At the annoimcement of “ gentleman to speak to yon, sir,” 
a piij^-faced young man who hlled the chair at the head of 
the table, looked with some surprise in the direction from 
whence the voice proceeded: and the surprise seemed to be by 
no means dimniished, when his eyes rested on an individual 
whom he had never seen before. 

I beg your pardon, sir,” said Air. Pickwick, and I am 
rery sorry to disturb the other gentlemen, too, but I come on 
very particular business ; and if you will suffer me to detain 
you at this end of the room for five minutes, I shall be very 
much obliged to you.” 

The pu%-faced young man rose, and drawing a chair close 
to Air. Piekvdck in an ohscure comer of the room, listened 
attentively to his tale of woe. 

^^Ah,” he said, when Air. Pickwick had concluded, Dodson 
and Fogg — ^sharp practice their's — capital men of business, 
Dodson and Fogg, sir.” 

Mr, Pickwick admitted the sharp practice of Dodson and 
Fogg, and Lowten resumed. 

Perk^r ain't in town, and he won’t he neither, before the 
end of next week ; but if you want the action defended, and 
wiH leave the copy with me, I can do all that ’s needful till he 
comes back.” 

That ’s exactly what I came here for,” said Mr. Pickwick, 
handing over the document. “ K an^dhing particular occurs, 
you can write to me at the post-offioe, Ipswich.” 

^'That’s all right,” replied Air. Perker’s clerk; and then 
seeing Mr. Pickwick’s eye wandering curiously towards the 
table, he added, AYiIl you join us, for half-an-hour or so ? 
We are capital company here to-night. There ’s Samkin and 
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Green’s managing-clerk, and Smitkers and Price’s elianceiy, 
and Pimkin and Tkomas’s out o’ door — sings a capital song, 
lie does — and Jack Bamber, and eyer so many more. Yon ’re 
come ont of tke conntry, I suppose. Would you like to 
join us ? ” 

Mr. Piekyick could not resist so tempting an ox)porti2nity of 
studying iiuman nature. He suffered Mmself to be led to the 
table, where, after baying been introduced to the company in 
due form, be was accommodated with a seat near tbe cbair- 
man, and called for a glass of his fayourite beyerage. 

A profound silence, lyoirc contrary to Mr. Pickwick’s ex- 
pectation, succeeded. 

“You don’t find this sort of thing disagreeable, I hope, 
sir ? ” said his right hand neighbour, a gcntlrinaiL in a checked 
shirt, and Mosaic studs, with a cigar in his n^irrsLi. 

“ Not in the least,” replied !Mr. Pickwick, “ I like it yexy 
much, although I am no smoker myself.” 

“ I should be yery sorry to say I wasn’t,” interposed 
another gentleman on the opposite side of the table. “ It ’s 
board and lodging to me, is smoke.” 

Mr. Pickwick glanced at the speaker, and thought that if it 
were washing too, it would be all the better. 

Here there was another pause. i\Ir. Pickwick was a 
stranger, and his coming had eyidently cast a damp upon the 
pariy. 

“ Mr. Grundy ’s going to oblige ihe company with a song,” 
said the chairman. 

“No he ain’t,” said Mr. Grundy. 

“ Why not ? ” said the chairman. 

“ Because he can’t,” said Mr. Grundy. 

You had better say he won’t,” replied the chairman. 

“Well, then, he won’t,” retorted Mr. Grundy. Mi. 
Grundy’s positiye refusal to gratify the company, occasioned 
another silence, 

“Won’t anybody enliyen us?” said the chairman de- 
spondingly. 

“ Why don’t you enliven us yourself, Mr. Chairman ? ” said 
a young man with a whisker, a squiat, and an open shirt 
collar (dirty), ffom the bottom of the table. 

“ Hear I hear ! ” said the smoking gentleman in the Mosaic 
jewellery, 

“Because I only know one song, and I have sung it 
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already, and it’s a jSne of ^glasses round’ to sing the same 
song twice in a night,” replied the chairman. 

IMs was an nnanswerahle reply, and silence prevailed 
again. 

have been to-night, gentlemen,” said Mr. Pickwick, 
hoping to start a sulgect which all the company eonld take a 
part in discussing, I have been to-night in a place which 
you all know very well, doubtless, but which I have not been 
in before, for some years, and know very little of; I mean 
Gray’s Inn, ;2e:it'lc»ac'i. Curious little nooks in a great place, 
hke London, old inns are.” 

By Jove,” said the chairman, whispering across the table 
to jMr. Pickwick, ^^you have hit npon something that one of 
us, at least, would talk upon for ever. You’E draw old Jack 
Bamber out ; he was never heard to talk about anything else 
but the Inns, and he has lived alone in them, till he ’s half 
cra2y.” 

The individual to whom Lowten alluded, was a little yellow 
high-shouldered man, whose countenance, from his habit of 
stooping forward when silent, Mr. Pickwick had not observed 
before. He wondered thongh, when the old man raised his 
shrivelled face, and bent his grey eye upon him, with a keen 
inquiring look, that such remarkable features could have 
escaped his attention for a moment. There was a fixed grim 
smile perpetually on his countenance ; he leant his chin on a 
long skinny hand, with nails of extraordinary length ; and as 
he inclined his head to one side, and looked keenly out from 
beneath his ragged grey eyebrows, there was a strange, wild 
slyness in his leer, quite repulsive to behold. 

This was the figure that now started forward, and burst 
info an animated torrent of words. As this chapter has been 
a long one however, and as the old man was a remarkable 
personage, it will be more respectful to him, and more con- 
venient to us, to let him q>eak for himself in a fresh one. 



THE PICKWICK CLUB. 


289 


CHAPTER XXL 

IN TOICH THE OLD MAN LAUNCHES FORTH INTO HIS FAVOURITE THEME, 
AND RELATES A STORY ABOUT A QUEER CLIENT. 

Aha ! ” said the old man, a brief description of whose 
manner and appearance concluded the last chapter. ^^Aha! 
who was talking about the Inns ? 

I was, sir,” replied Mr. Pickwick — I was observing' 
what singular old places they are.” 

You! ” said the old man, contemptaously, What do you 
know of the time wJien young men shut themselves up in 
those lonely rooms, and read and read, hour after nour, and 
night after night, till their reason wandered beneath their 
midnight studies ; tOl their mental powers were exhausted ; 
till morning’s light brought no hreshness or health to them ; 
and they sank beneath the unnatural devotion of their youthful 
energies to their dry old books? Coming down to a later 
time, and a veiy different day, what do you know of the 
gradual sinking beneath consumption, or the quick wasting of 
fever — the grand results of ^life ’ and men 

have undergone in those same rooms? How many vain 
pleaders for mercy, do you think have turned away heart- 
sick from the lawyer’s ofB.ce, to hnd a resting-place in the 
Thames, or a refuge in the gaol? They are no ordinary 
houses, those. There is not a panel in the old wainseotting, 
but what, if it were endowed with the powers of speech and 
memory, could start from the wall, and tell its tale of horror 
— ^the romance of life, sir, the romance of life 1 Common- 
place as they may seem now, I tell you they axe strange 
old places, and I would rather hear many a legend with a 
terrific sounding name, than the true history of one old set of 
chamhers.” 

There was something so odd in the old man’s sudden 
energy, and the sul^ect which had called it forth, that Mr. 
Pickwick was prepared with no ohservation in reply ; and 

VOL. I. u 
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■flie old man cliecldng Ms and resinning- tlie 

leeij wMcIl Iiad disappeared during Ms previous excitement, 
said : 

» Look at tLem in anotlier liglit : tLem most common-place 
and least romantic. T\liat fine places of slow torture they 
are 1 TMnk of tLe needy man wlio Las spent Ms all, beggared 
Mmself and pincLed Ms Mends, to enter tbe profession, wHcii 
will never yield bim a morsel of bread. Tbe waiting — tbe 
}iope — tbe disappointment — tbe fear — tbe misery — tbe 
poverty — ^tbe bligbt on Ms hopes, and end to Ms career — ^tbe 
suicide perhaps, or tbe shabby, slipshod drunkard. Am I 
not right about them ? And the old man rubbed Ms bands, 
and leered as if in debgbt at having found another point of 
Mew in wMcb to place Ms favourite subject. 

Mr. Hckwick eyed tbe old man wi& great curiosity, and 
tbe remainder of the company smiled, and looked on in silence. 

Talk of your Geiman universities,’^ said tbe little old 
man. Foob, rjocb I there ’s romance enough at home without 
going half a mile for it ; only people never think of it.” 

I never- thought of the romance of tMs particular subject 
before, certainly,” said Air. Pickwick, laughing. 

To be sirre you didn’t,” said tbe bttle old man, of course 
not. As a Mend of mine used to say to me, ' What is there 
in chambers, in particular?’ ^ Queer old places,’ said I. 
^ Not at all,’ said be. ^ Lonely,’ said I. ‘ Not a bit of it/ 
said be. He died one morning of apoplexy, as be as going to 
open bis outer door. Fell Mtb Ms bead in Ms own letter- 
box, and there be lay for eighteen months. Every body 
ihoiigM be M gone out of town.” 

And bow was be found at last ?” inquired Mr. Pickwick, 
Tlie benchers determined to have Ms door broken open, 
as be liadn’t paid any rent for two years. So they did. 
Forced tte lock; and a very dusty skeleton in a blue coat, 
blMsk kn»-shorte, and silks, fell forward in tbe arms of the 
porter who opened tbe door. Queer, that. Bather, perhaps?’^ 
Tbe little old man put bis bead more on one side, and 
rubbed Ms bands with unspeakable glee, 

I know another ease,” sMd the bttle old man, when hb 
cbneMes had in some degree subsided — ^Mt occwred in 
Clifford’s Inn. Tenant of a top set — bad cliaracler— shut 
Mmself up ia Ms bed-room cloiset, and took a dose of arsenic. 
The steward thought be bad run away ; opened tbe door, and 
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put a liill up. Anotlier man came, took tke ckamkers, 
fujnislied tkem^ and went to live there. Somekow or other 
iie couldn’t restless and uncomfortable. ^ Odd/ 

says he. ^ I "1 lUcko -^-no other room my bed-chamber, and 
tills my sitting-room.’ He made the change, and slept Terr 
well at night, but suddenly found that, somehow, he couldu'r 
read in the eyening : he got nervous and uncomfortable, and 
used to be always snuffing Ms candles and staring about him. 
^ I can’t make tMs out,’ said he, when he came home from 
the play one night, and was drinking a glass of cold grog, 
with his back to the wall, in order that he mightn’t be able 
to fancy there was any one behind hi m — ^ I can’t make it 
out,’ said he j and just then his eyes rested on the little closet 
that had been always locked up, and a shudder ran through 
Ms whole frame jfrom top to toe. ^ I have felt tMs strange 
feeling before,’ said he, ^ I cannot help thinking there ’s some- 
thing wrong about that closet.’ He made a strong effort, 
plucked up Ms courage, sMvered the lock with a blow or two 
of the poker, opened the door, and there, sure enough, stand- 
ing bolt upright in the comer, was the last tenant, with a little 
bottle clasped firmly in Ms hand, and Ms face — ^well ! ” As 
the little old man concluded, he looked round on the attentive 
faces of Ms wondering auditory with a smile of grim delight. 

What strange things these are you tell us of, sir,” said 
Mr. Pickwick, minutely scanning the old man’s countenance, 
by the aid of Ms glasses. 

“Strange!” said the little old man. “'Nonsense; you 
think them strange, because you know nothing about it. They 
are fanny, but not uncommon.” 

“ Funny I ” ezdaimed Mr. Pickwick, involuntarily. 

“Yes, funny, are they not ? ” replied the Httle old man, 
with a diabolical leer; and then, without pausing for an 
answer, he continued — 

“ I knew another man — ^let me see — It ’s forty years ago 
now — ^who took an old, damp, rotten set of chambers, in. one 
of the most ancient Inns, that had been shut up and empty for 
years and years before. There were lots of old women’s 
stories about the place, and it certainly was very far frrom 
being a cheerful one ; but he was poor, and the rooms were 
uheap, and that would have been quite a sufficient reason for 
Mm, if they had been ten times worse than they reaEy were. 
He was obliged to take some mouldering fixtures that were on 
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tke place, and, among tlie rest, tos a great lumbering wooden 
press for papers, witb large glass doors, and a green curtain 
inside ,* a pretiy useless thing for him, for he had no papers to 
put in it ; and as to his clotbes, lie carried them about with 
him, and that wasn’t very hard work, either. Well, he had 
moved in all his furniture — ^it wasn’t quite a traek-full — and 
had sprinkled it about the room, so as to make the four chairs 
look as much like a dozen as possible, and was sitting down 
before the fire at night, drinking the first glass of two gallons 
of wMskej, he had ordered on credit, wondering whether it 
would ever he paid for, and if so, in how many years’ time, 
when his eyes encountered the glass doors of the wooden press. 
^ Ah ! ’ says he — ' If I hadn’t been ohHged to take that ugly 
article at the old broker’s valuation, I might have got some- 
thing comfortable for the money. I ’IL tell you what it is, old 
fellow,’ he said, speaking aloud to the press, having nothing 
else to speak to — ^ If it wouldn’t cost more to break up your 
old carcase, than it would ever be worth afterwards, I ’d have 
a fixe out of you, in less than no time.* He had hardly 
spoken the words, when a sound resembling a faint groan, 
appeared to issue ftom the interior of the case. It startled 
Mm at first, hut thinking, on a moment’s reflection, that it 
must he some young fellow in the next chambers, who had 
been dining out, he put his feet on the fender, and raised the 
poker to stir the fire. At that moment, the sound was 
repeated : and one of the glass doors slowly opening, disclosed 
a pale and emaciated figure in soiled and worn apparel, standing 
erect in the press. The figure was tall and thin, and the 
countenance expressive of care and anxiety; hut there was 
something in ihe hue of ihe sHn, and gaunt and unearthly 
appearance of the whole form, wMch no being of this world 
was ever seen to wear. ^ "Who are you ?’ said the new tenant, 
turning very pale ; poising the poker in Ms hand, however, 
and taking a very decent aim at the countenance of the figure 
— ^ Who are you?’ ' Don’t throw that poker at me,’ replied 
the form — ^If you hurled it with ever so sure an aim, it 
would pass through me, without resistance, and expend its 
force on the wood behind. I am a spirit.’ ' And, pray, what 
do you want here?’ faltered the tenant. ^In ibis room,’ 
replied the apparition, 'my worldly ruin was worked, and I 
and my children beggared. In this press, the papers in a 
long, long suit, wMch accumulated for years, were deposited, 
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In ibis rooiBj -when I Had died of grief, and long-deferred 
Hope, two -wily Harpies divided tHe wealtH for wHicH I Had 
contested during a TtretcHed existence, and of wHicH, at last, 
not one fartHing was left for my nnHappy descendants. I 
terrified tHem from tHe spot, and since tHat day Have prowled 
by nigHt — ^iHe only period at wHicH I can re-visit tHe eariH — 
about tHe scenes of my long-protracted miseiy. This apart- 
ment is mine : leave it to me.’ ^ If yon insist upon making 
your appearance Here,’ said tHe tenant, wHo Had Had time to 
collect His presence of mind during tliis prosy statement of 
tHe ghost’s — ‘ I shall give up possession with the greatest 
pleasure ; but I should like to ask you one question, if you 
will allow me.’ ^ Say on,’ said the apparition, sternly. ' Well,’ 
said the tenant, ' I don’t apply the observation personally to 
you, because it is equally applicable to most of the ghosts I 
ever Heard of ; but it does appear to me, somewhat incon- 
sistent, that when you Have an opportunity of visiting the 
fairest spots of earth — ^for I suppose space is nothing to you — 
you should always return exactly to the very places where you 
Have been most miserable.’ ^ Egad, that ’s very true ; I never 
thought of that before,’ said the ghost. ^ You see, sir/ 
pursued the tenant, ^this is a very uncomfortable room. 
From the appearance of that press, I should be disposed to 
say that it is not wholly free from bugs ; and I really think 
you might find much more comfortable quarters: to say 
nothing of the climate of London, which is extremely dis- 
agreeable.’ ^ You are very right, sir,’ said the ghost, politely, 

^ it never struck me till now ; I ’ll try change of air directly ’-r- 
and, in fact, he began to vanish as he spoke : his legs, indeed, 
had quite disappeared. ' And if, sir,’ said the tenant, calling 
after him, ' if you tvould have the goodness to suggest to the 
other ladies and gentlemen who are now engaged in haunting 
old empty houses, that they might he much more comfortahle 
elsewhere, you will confer a very great benefit on society.’ 

* I will,’ replied the ghost ; ^ we must be dull fellows — ^very 
dull fellows, indeed ; I can’t imagine how we can have been 
so stupid.’ With these words, the spirit disappeared; and 
what is rather remarkable,” added the old :uar., vfith a 
shrewd look round the table, ^'he never came hack again.” 

That ain’t bad, if it’s true,” said the man in the Mosaic 
studs, fighting a fresh cigar, 

exclaimed the old man, with a look of excessive 
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contempt- I suppose/’ lie added, tuming to Lowten, ’ll 
say next, tUat my stor}” about tbe queer client we bad, when 
I was in an attorney’s office, is not true, either — I sbouldn’t 
wonder.” 

“ I shan’t yenture to say anything at all about it, seeing 
that I nerer heard the story,” observed the owner of the 
Mosaic decorations. 

I wish you would repeat it, sir,” said Mr. Piclcwick. 

Ah, do,” said Lowten, nobody has heard it but me, and 
I have nearly forgotten it.” 

The old man looked round the table, and leered more 
horribly than ever, as if in triumph, at the attention which 
was depicted in every face. Then rubhing his chin with his 
hand, and looking up to the ceiling as if to recal the circum- 
stances to his meniory, he began as follows : 

THE OLD MAN’S TALE ABOUT THE OUEEH 
CLIENT. 

matters little,” said the old man, where, or how, I 
picked up this brief history. If I were to relate it in the 
order in which it reached me, I should commence in the 
middle, and when I had arrived at the conclusion, go back for 
a beginning. It is enough for me to say that some of its 
circumstances passed before my- own eyes. Eor the remainder 
I know them to have happened, and there are some persons 
yet Hving, who will remember them but too well 
' In the Borough High Street, near Saint Gfeorge’s Church, 
and on the same side of the way, stands, as most people know, 
the smallest of our debtors’ prisons — ^the Marshalsea. Although 
in later times it has been a very different place from the sink 
of filth and dirt it once was, even its improved condition holds 
out but little temptation to the extravagant or consolation to 
the improvident. The condemned felon has as good a yard for 
air and exercise in Newgate, as the insolvent debtor in the 
Marshalsea Prison.^ 

It may he my fancy, or it may be that I camiot separate 
the place ifroin the old recollections associated with it, but this 
part of London I cannot bear. The street is broad, the shops 
are spacious, the noise of passing vehicles, the footsteps of a 

^ Better. But this is past, in a better age, and tbe prison exists no longer. 
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perpetual stream of people — all tlie "busy sounds of traffic, 
resound in it from morn to midnig*!it, but tlie streets around, 
are mean and close ; poyerfy and debaucbery lie festering in tbe 
crowded alleys ; want and misfortune are pent up in tlie 
narrow prison ; an air of gloom and dreariness seems, in my 
eyes at least, to bang about tbe scene, and to impart to it, a 
squabd and sicMy bue. 

Many eyes, that bave long since been closed in tbe grave, 
bave looked round upon tbat scene ligbtly enough, wben 
entering tbe gate of tbe old Marsbalsea Prison for tbe &&t 
time : for despair seldom comes witb tbe first severe shock of 
misfortune. A man has confidence in untried friends, be 
remembers tbe many offers of service so freely made by bis 
boon companions when be wanted them not ; be has hope — 
tbe hope of happy inexperience — and however be may bend 
beneath tbe first shock, it springs up in Ms bosom, and 
fiourisbes there for a brief space, until it droops beneath tbe 
bbgbt of disappointment and neglect. How soon bave those 
same eyes, deeply sunken in tbe bead, glared from faces 
wasted witb famine, and sallow from confinement, in days 
wben it was no figure of speech to say tbat debtors rotted in 
prison, witb no hope of release, and no prospect of bberiy! 
Tbe atrocity in its full extent no longer exists, but there is 
enough of it left, to give rise to oceuiTenees tbat make tbe 
heart bleed. 

Twenty years ago, tbat pavement was worn witb tbe 
footsteps of a mother and child, who, day by day, so surely as 
tbe morning came, presented themselves at tbe prison gate ; 
often after a night of restless misery and anxious thoughts, 
were they there, a full hour too soon, and then the young 
mother turning meekly away, would lead tbe child to tbe old 
bridge, and raising him in her arms to show him tbe glisten- 
ing water, tinted witb tbe light of tbe morning’s sun, and 
stirring witb all tbe bustling preparations for business and 
pleasure tbat tbe river presented at tbat early hour, endeavour 
to interest Ms thoughts in tbe objects before Mm. But she 
would quickly set Mm down, and Mding her face in her shawl, 
give vent to tbe tears tbat blinded her ; for no expression of 
interest or amusement bgbted up Ms thin and sieHy face. 
His recollections were few enough, but they were all of one 
IH-n d — all Gonneeted witb tbe poverty and misery of Ms 
parents. Hour after hour, bad be sat on Ms mother’s knee, 
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and ‘witii cidldisli sympatliy watelxed ihe tears that stole do^oi 
Jier face, and then crept quietly away into some dart comerj, 
and sobbed himself to sleep. The hard realities of the worlds 
with many of its worst privations — ^hunger and thirst, and cold 
and want — ^had all come home to him, from the first dawnings 
of reason : and though the form of childhood was there, its light 
heart, its merry laugh, and sparkling eyes, were wanting. 

''The father and mother looked on upon this, and upon 
each other, with thoughts of agony they dared not breathe 
in words. The healthy, strong-made man, who could have 
borne almost any fatigue of active exertion, was wasting 
beneath the close confinement and unhealthy atmosphere of a 
crowded prison. The slight and dehcate woman was smiting 
beneath the comhined effects of bodily and mental illness. 
The child’s yoxmg heart was breaking. 

" Winter came, and with it weeks of cold and heavy rain. 
The poor girl had removed to a wretched apartment close to 
the spot of her husband’s imprisonment; and though the 
change had been rendered necessary by their increasing 
poverty, she was happier now, for she was nearer him. For 
two months, she and her little companion watched the 
opening of the gate as usual. One day she failed to come, 
for the first time. Another morning arrived, and she came 
alone. The child was dead. 

" They little know, who coldly talk of the poor man’s 
bereavements, as a happy release from pain to the cl^paTf-.-vl 
and a merciful relief from expense to the survivor — duy til Ur. 
know, I say, what the agony of those bereavements is. A 
silent look of affection and regard when all other eyes are 
turned coldly away — the consciousness that we possess the 
sympathy and affection of one being when aU others have 
deserted us — ^is a hold, a stay, a comfort in the deepest afOdc- 
tion, which no wealth could purchase, or power bestow. The 
child had sat at his parents’ feet for hours together, with his 
Httie hands patiently folded in each other, and his thin wan 
face raised towards them. They had seen him pine away, 
from day to day ; and thongh his brief existence had been a 
joyless one, and he was now removed to that peace and rest 
svhich, child as ho was, he had never known in this world, 
hey were his parents, and his loss sunk deep into their souls. 

"It was plain to those who looked upon the mother’s 
dtered face ihat death must soon close the scene of her 
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adversily aad trial. Her Lnisband’s feEow-prisoners filinoik 
from obtruding on Ms grief and misery, and left to himself 
alone, the small room he had previously occupied in common 
with two companions. She shared it with him : and lingering 
on without pain, butwdthout hope, her life ebbed slowly away. 

She had fainted one evening in her husband’s arms, and 
he had home her to the open window, to revive her with the 
air, w^hen the light of the moon falling full upon her face, 
shewed him a change upon her features, wMch made Mm 
stagger beneath her weight, like a helpless infant. 

‘ Set me down, George,’ she said faintly. He did so, and 
seating himself heside her, covered Ms face with Ms hands, 
and hurst into tears. 

^ It is very hard to leave you, George,’ she said, ^ hut it is 
God’s will, and you must bear it for my sake. Oh ! how I 
f:bfl.-nTr him for having taken our hoy. He is happy, and in 
Heaven now. What would he have done here, without Ms 
mother ! ’ 

' You shaE not die, Mary, you shaE not die ; ’ said the 
husband, starting up. He p«ic od LuTrodly to and fro, striking 
Ms head with Ms clenched fist ; then reseating himself beside 
her, and supporting her in Ms arms, added more calmly, 

* Bouse yourself, my dear girl — ^pray, pray do. You wiE 
revive yet.’ ^ 

u<]^ever again, George; never again’ — said the dying 
woman. ^ Let them lay me hy my poor boy now, but promise 
me, that if ever you leave this dreadful place, and should grow 
rich, you will have us removed to some quiet country church- 
yard, a long, long way off — ^veiy far from here, where we can 
rest in peace. Dear George, promise me you wEl.’ 

^ I do, I do/ said the sran, himself passionately 

on Ms knees before her. ‘ '='pra.c Mary, another word; 

one look — ^but one ! — ’ 

He ceased to speak : for the arm that clasped his neck, 
grew stiff and heavy. A deep sigh escaped from the wasted 
form before biTn ; the Hps moved, and a smEe played upon the 
face, but the Eps were paEid, and the smEe faded into a rigid 
and ghastly stare. He was alone in the world. 

“ That night, in the sEence and desolation of Ms miserable 
room, the wretched man knelt down by the dead body of Ms 
wife, and caEed on God to witness a terrible oath, that from 
that hour, he devoted himself to revenge her death and that 



29S 


POSTHUMOUS ^APEES OF 


of Ms eMld j that thencefortb. to the last moment of Ms life, 
liis whole energies should be directed to tMs one object ; that 
Ms revenge should be protracted and terrible ; that Ms hatred 
should be undying and unextingmshable j and should hunt its 
object through the world. 

^'The deepest despair, and passion scarcely human, had 
made such fierce ravages on Ms face and form, in that one 
night, that Ms companions in misfortune shrunk affiiighted 
from him as he passed by. His eyes were bloodshot and heavy, 
Ms face a deadly wMte, and Ms body bent as if with age. He 
had bitten Ms under lip nearly tMongh in the violence of Ms 
mental sufieriug, and the blood wMch had flowed from the 
woimd had trickled down his chin, and stained Ms shirt and 
neck-kercMef. "No tear, or sound of complaint escaped Mm ; 
but the unsettled look, and disordered haste with wMch he 
paced up and down the yard, denoted the fever wMch was 
humiog within. 

It was necessary that Ms wife’s body should be removed 
from the priscm, without delay. He received the communica- 
tion with perfect calmness, and acquiesced in its propriety. 
Nearly all the inmates of the prison had assembled to witness 
its removal ; they fell back on either side when the widower 
appeared ; he walked hurriedly forward, and stationed Mm- 
self, alone, in a littlQ railed area close to the lodge gate, from 
whence the crowd, with an instinctive feeling of delicacy had 
retired. The rude coffin was home slowly forward on men’s 
shoulders. A dead silence pervaded the throng, broken only 
by the audible lamentations of the women, and the shuffling 
^ps of the hearers on the stone pavement. They reached 
the spot where the bereaved husband stood : and stopped. 
He Md his hand upon the coffin, and mechanically adjusting 
the pall with wMch it was covered, motioned them onward. 
The turnkeys in the prison lobby took off their hats as it 
passed ihrough, and in another moment the heavy gate closed 
behind it. He looked vacantly upon the crowd, and fell 
heavily to the ground. 

Although for many weeks after ihis, he was watched night 
and day, in the wildest raving of fever, neither the con- 
sdousness of Ms loss, nor the recollection of the vow he had 
made, ever left Mm for a moment. Scenes changed before 
Ms eyes, place succeeded place, and event followed event, in 
all the hurry of deiiiium ,* but they were ali connected in some 
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way witk tke great ol)ject of his mind. He was sailing oyer 
a boundiess expanse of sea, with a blood-red sky abore, and 
the angry waters, lashed into fury beneath, boiling and 
eddying up, on every side. There was another vessel before 
them, toiling and labouring in the howling storm : her canvas 
fluttering in ribbons flom the mast, and her deck thronged 
with figures who were lashed to the sides, over which huge 
waves every instant burst, sweeping away some devoted 
creatures into the foaming sea. Onward they Lore, amidst 
the roaring mass of water, with a speed and force which 
nothing could resist ; and striking the stem of the foremost 
vessel, crushed her, beneath their keel. From the huge 
whirlpool which the sinking wreck occasioned, arose a shriek 
so loud and shrill — ^the death-cry of a hundred drowning 
creatures, blended into one fierce yell — ^that it rung far above 
the war-cry of the elements, and echoed and re-echoed till it 
seemed to pierce air, sky, and ocean. But what was that — 
that old grey-head that rose above the water’s surface, and 
with looks of agony, and screams for aid; buffeted with the 
waves ! One look, and he had sprung from the vessel's side, 
and with vigorous strokes was swimming towards it. He 
reached it ; he was close upon it. They were his features. 
The old man saw him coming, and vainly strove to elude his 
grasp. But he clasped him tight, and dragged him beneath 
the water. Down, down with him, fifly fathoms down; his 
straggles grew fainter and fainter, until they wholly ceased. 
He was dead ; he had killed him, and had kept his oath. 

He was traversing the scorching sands of a mighty desert, 
barefoot and alone. The sand choked and blinded him ; its 
fine thin grains entered the veiy pores of his skin, and irritated 
him alm ost to madness. Gigantic masses of the same material 
carried forward by the wind, and shone through by the burning 
sun, stalked in the distance like pillars of living fii*e. The 
bones of men, who had perished in the dreaiy waste, lay 
scattered at his feet ; a fearflil light fell on everything around; 
so far as the eye could reach, nothing but objects of dread and 
horror presented themselves. Yainly striving to utter a cry 
of terror, with Ms tongue cleaving to his mouth, he rushed 
madly forward. ArmeA with supernatural strength, he waded 
through the sand, until exhausted with fatigue and thirst, he 
fen senseless on the earth. What flagrant coolness revived 
him ; what gushing sound was that ? Water ! It was 
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indeed a well ; and tlie clear fi:esli stream was running at lix." 
feet. He drank deeply of it, and throwing Ms aclung limbs 
upon the bank, sunk into a delicious trance. The sound o f 
approacMng footsteps roused him. An old grey-headed man 
tottered forward to slake Ms burning thirst. It was he again ! 
He wound his arms round the old man’s body, and held Mm 
hack. He struggled, and shrieked for water— for but one 
drop of water to save Ms life ! But he held the old man 
firmly, and watched Ms agonies with greedy eyes; and when 
Ms lifeless head fell forward on Ms bosom, he rolled the 
corpse from him with Ms feet. 

“ When the fever lefr him, and consciousness returned, he 
awoke to find himself rich and free : to hear that the parent 
who would have let Mm die in gaol — would ! who had let 
those who were far dearer to Mm than Ms own existence, die 
of want and the sickness of heart that medicine cannot cure — 
had been found, dead on Ms bed of down. He had had all 
the heart to leave his son a beggar, but proud even of Ms 
health and had put off the act tdl it was too late, 

and now r'llgli." g’M^h his teeth in the other world, at the 
thought of the wealth Ms remissness had left Mm. He 
awoke to tMs, and he awoke to more. To recollect the pur- 
pose for wMeh he Hved, and to remember that Ms enemy was 
his wife’s own father — the man who had cast Mm into prison, 
and who, when i ^ • and her child sued at Ms feet 

for mercy, had i .I.r. from Ms door. Oh, how he 

cursed the weakness that prevented him from being up and 
active, in Ms scheme of vengeance ! 

He caused himself to be carried from the scene of Ms loss 
and misery, and conveyed to a quiet residence on the sea- 
coast — ^not in the hope of recovering Ms peace of mind or 
happiness, for both were fi.ed for ever; but to restore Ms 
prostrate energies, and meditate on Ms darling object. And 
here, some evil spirit cast in Ms way the opportunity for Ms 
first, most horrible revenge. 

It was summer time ; and wrapped in Ms gloomy thoughts, 
he would issue from Ms solitary lodgings early in the evening, 
and wandering along a narrow path beneaih the cliffs, to a 
wild and lonely spot that had struck Ms fancy in Ms ramblings, 
seat himself on some fallen fragments of the rock, and hurying 
Ms free in Ms hands, remain there for hours — sometimes 
until night had completely closed m, and the long shadows of 
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ike frowning cliffs above Ms bead, cast a tMck black darkness 
on eveiy object near Mm. 

He was seated bere, one calm evening in bis old position, 
now and then raising Ms bead, to watcb tbe bigbt of a sea- 
gull, or carry Ms eye along tbe glorious crimson path, wMcb, 
commencing in tbe middle of tbe ocean, seemed to lead to its 
very verge where tbe sun was setting, when tbe profound 
stillness of tbe spot was broken by a loud cry for help ; be 
listened, doubtful of Ms baving beard arigbt, when tbe cry 
was repeated witb even greater vebemence tban before, and, 
starting to Ms feet, be hastened in tbe direction whence it 
proceeded. 

Tbe tale told itself at once : some scattered garments lay 
on tbe beach ; a human bead was just visible above tbe waves 
at a little distance from tbe shore ; and an old man, wringing 
Ms bands in agony, was running to and fro, shrieking for 
assistance. Tbe invalid, whose strength was now sufficiently 
restored, threw off bis coat, and rushed towards tbe sea, with 
the intention of plunging in, and dragging tbe drowning man 
a-sbore. 

“ ‘ Hasten here, sir, in God’s name ; help, help, sir, for tbe 
love of Heaven. He is my son, sir, my only son ! ’ said tbe 
old man, frantically, as be advanced to meet him. ^ My only 
son, sir, and be is d37ing before Ms father’s eyes ! ^ 

^'At tbe first word tbe old man uttered, tbe stranger 
checked himself in Ms career, and, folding Ms arms, stood 
perfectly motionless. 

‘ Great God ! ’ exclaimed tbe old man, recoiling — 
" Heyliiig ! ’ 

'' Tbe stranger smiled, and was silent. 

< Heyling ! ’ said tbe old man, wildly — ' My boy, Heyling, 
my dear boy, look, look ! ^ gasping for breath, tbe miserable 
frtber pointed to tbe spot where tbe young man was struggling 
for life. 

^ Hark ! ’ said tbe old man — ^He cries once more. He is 
alive yet. Heyling, save him, save him ! ’ 

The stranger smiled again, and remained immovable as 
a statue. 

' I have wronged you,’ shrieked tbe old man, falling on 
Ms knees, and clasping Ms bands together. ‘ Be revenged ; 
take my all, my life ; cast me into tbe water at your feet, and, 
If human nature can repress a struggle, I will die, without 
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sidrriiig liand or foot. Do it, Heyling, do it, but save my boy, 
lie is so young, Heyling, so young to die ! ’ 

“ ^ Listen/ said tbe stranger, grasping tbe old man fiercely 
by tlie wst— " I vdll have life for life, and here is oke. My 
cbdld died, before Ms father’s eyes, a fax more agonising and 
painful death than that young slanderer of his sister’s •worth 
is meeting ■while I speah. You laughed — laughed in your 
daughter’s face, where death had already set Ms hand at our 
suSerings then. What tMnk you of them now ? See there, 
see there ! ’ 

As the stranger spoke, he pointed to the sea. A faint cry 
died away upon its s-uxface : the last powerful struggle of the 
dying man agitated the rippling waves for a few seconds : and 
the spot where he had gone down into Ms early grave, was 
undistinguishable from the surrounding water. 

^ iff ¥ * « 

“ Three years had ekpsed, when a gentleman alighted from 
a private carriage at "the door of a London a'ttomey, then well 
known as a man of no great nicety in his professional 
dealings: and requested a private interview on business of 
importance. Although evidently not past the prime of life, 
Ms face was pale, haggard, and dejected f and it did not 
require the acute perception of the man of business, to discern 
at a glance, that disease or suffering had done more to work a 
change in his appearance, than the mere hand of time could 
have accomplished in twice the period of Ms whole life. 

“ ^ I -wish you to undertake some legal business for me,’ 
said the stranger. 

The attorney bowed obsequiously, and glanced at a large 
•^■“acks:! wM:li the gentleman carried in Ms hand. His visitor 
/'i rved ;lic look, and proceeded. 

^ It is no common business,’ said he ; ^ nor have these papers 
reached my hands ■without long trouble and great expense.’ 

The attorney cast a still more anxions look at the packet : 
and Ms visitor, untying the string that bound it, disclosed a 
quantity of promissory notes, with copies of deeds, and other 
documents. 

*‘^Upon these papers,’ said the client, 'the man -whose 
name they bear, has raised, as you will see, large sums of 
money, for some years past. There was a tacit imderstanding 
between Mm and the men into whose hands -they originally 
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went — and from wliom I Jiave by degrees piixebased tbe wIioIgj 
for treble and quadruple tkeir nominal value — tbat tbese loans 
should be from time to time renewed until a given period bad 
elapsed. Such an understanding is nowhere expressed. He 
has sustained many losses of late; and these obligations 
accumulating upon him at once, would crush Mm to the earth. ^ 
“ ^ The whole amount is many thousands of poimds/ said 
the attorney, looMng over the papers. 

^ It is,’ said the client. 

^ What are we to do ? ’ inquired the man of business. 

^ Do 1 ’ replied the cHent, with sudden vehemence — ^ Put 
every engine of the law in force, every trick that ingenuity can 
devise and rascality execute ; fair means and foul ; the open 
oppression of the law, aided by all the craft of its most inge- 
nious practitioners. I would have him, die a harassing and 
lingering death. Ruin him, seize and sell Ms lands and goods, 
drive him from house and home, and drag him forth a beggar 
in Ms old age, to die in a common gaol.’ 

' But the costs, my dear sir, the costs of all tMs, reasoned 
the attorney, when he had recovered fr’om Ms momentary sur- 
prise. ‘ If the defendant he a man of straw, who is to paj” 
the costs, sir ? ’ 

^ Name any sum,’ said the stranger, his- hand trembling 
so violently with excitement, that he could scarcely hold the 
pen he seized as he spoke — ‘ Any sum, and it is yours. Don’t 
be afraid to name it, man. I shall not think it dear, if you 
gain my object.’ 

The attorney named a large sum, at hazard, as the advance 
he should require to secure himself against the possibility of 
loss ; but more with the view of ascertaining how far Ms client 
was really disposed to go, than with any idea that lie would 
comply with the demand. The stranger wrote a cheque upon 
Ms banker, for the whole amount, and left Mm. 

The draft was duly honoured, and the attorney, finding 
that Ms strange client might be safely relied upon, commenced 
Ms work in earnest. For more than two years afterwards^ 
Mr. Heyling would sit whole days together, in the office, 
poring over the papers as they accumulated, and reading 
again and again, Ms eyes gleaming with joy, the letters of 
remonstrance, the prayers for a little delay, ihe representations 
of the certain ruin in wMch the opposite party must be 
involved, wMch poured in, as suit after suit, and process after 
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process, was commenced. To all appHcations for a Uriel 
mduLgence, there was but one replj — the money must be paid. 
Land, house, furniture, each in its turn, was taken under 
some one of the numerous executions which were issued j and 
the old man himself would haye been immured in prison had 
he not escaped the vigilance of the officers, and ded. 

“ The implacable animosity of Heyhng, so far ffiom being 
satiated by the success r-C "'* ■=. increased a hundred- 

fold with the ruin he ■“ ■ :• a O’* 't- 'i';- informed of the old 
man’s flight, his fiiry was unbounded. He gnashed Ms teeth 
with rage, tore the hair fi-om Ms head, and assailed with 
horrid imprecations the men who had been entrusted with the 
writ. He was only restored to comparative calmness by 
repeated assurances of the certainty of ''‘’"g dv fagitive.. 

Agents were sent in quest of him :*•. .'.li d.- oc ; every 
stratagem that could be invented was resorted to, for the pur- 
pose of discovering his place of retreat ; but it was all in vain. 
Half a year had passed over, and he was stifl undiscovered. 

At length, late one night, Heyling, of wnom nothing had 
been seen for many weeks before, appeared at Ms attorney’s 
private residence, and sent up word that a gonilcnian wished 
to see Mm instantly. Before the attorney, who had recognised 
Ms voice j&nm above stairs, could order the servant to admit 
him, he h^ rushed up the staircase, and entered the drawing- 
room pale and breatHess. Having closed the door, to prevent 
being overheard, he sunk into a chair, and said, in a low 
voice : 

^ Hush ! I have found him at last.’ 

^ Ho 1 ’ said the attorney. ‘ Well done, my dear sir ; well 
done.’ 

^ He lies concealed in a wretched lodging in Camden 
Town,’ said Heyling. ^ Perhaps it is as well, we did lose sight 
of Mm, for he has been living alone there, in the most abject 
misery, all the time, and he is poor — very poor.’ 

tff f Very good,’ said the attorney. ‘ You will have the 
caption made to-morrow, of course ? ’ 

'^'Yes,’ replied Heyling. "Stay! Ho I The next day. 
You are surprised at my wishing to postpone it,’ he added, 
with a ghastly smile ; " but I had forgotten. The next day 
is an anniversary in Ms life : let it be done then.’ 

"" Wery good,’ said the attorney. " Will you write down 
instructions for the officer ? ’ 
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‘ No ; let Mm meet me liere, at eight in the evening, and 
I will accompany Mm myself.’ 

They met on the appointed night, and, M-n-ng a hackney- 
coach, directed the driver to stop at that comer of the old 
Pancras-Toad at wMch stands the parish workhonse. By the 
time they alighted there, it was quite dark ; and, proceeding 
hy the dead wall in hont of the Yeterinary Hospital, tl.cy 
entered a small bye street, wMch is, or was at that time, 
called Little College Street, and wMch, whatever it may be 
now, was in those days a desolate place enough, surrounded 
by little else than hel^ and ditches. 

Having drawn the travelling cap he had on, half over Ms 
face, and muffled himself in his doak, Heyhng stopped before 
the meanest-looking house in the street, and knocked gently 
at the door. It was at once opened by a woman, who dropped 
a curtsey of recognition, and Heyling wMspering the officer to 
remain below, crept gently up ^airs, and opening the door of 
the front room, entered at once. 

The object of Ms search and Ms unrelenting animosity, 
now a decrepit old man, was seated at a bare deal table, on 
wMch stood a miserable candle. He started, on the entrance 
of the stranger, and rose feebly to Ms feet. 

What now, what now ? ’ said the old man. ' What fresh 
aMsery is this ? What do you want here ? ’ 

' A word with you^ replied Heyling. As he spoke, he 
seated himself at the other end of the table, and, throwing off 
Ms cloak and cap, disclosed Ms features. 

The old man seemed iostanffj deprived of the power of 
speech. He fell backward in his chair, and, clasping Ms 
hands together, gazed on the apparition with a mingled look 
of abhorrence and fear. 

^ TMs day six years,’ said Heyling, ^ I claimed the life 
you owed me for my child’s. Beside the lifeless form of your 
daughter, old man, I swore to live a life of revenge. I have 
never swerved ffom my puipose for a moment’s space; but 
if I had, one thought of her uncomplaining suffering look, as 
she drooped away, or of the starving face of our innocent 
child, would have nerved me to my task. My first act of 
requital you well remember : this is my last,’ 

^^The old man sMvered, and Ms hands dropped powerless 
by Ms side. 

^ I leave England to-morrow,’ said Heylmg, after a 

VOI». I. ^ 
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moment's pause. ^To-nigM I consign you to tlie Hying 

deatli to wMcli you devoted Her — a Hopeless prison ’ 

raised His eyes to tHe old man’s countenance, and 
paused. He lifted tHe HgHt to His face, set it gently down, 
and left tHe apartment. 

“ ^ You Had Tbetter see to tHe old man,’ He said to tHe woman, 
as He opened tHe door, and motioned tHe officer to follow Hi-ni 
into tHe street — ‘ I tHink He is ill.’ THe woman closed tlie 
door, ran Hastily up stairs, and found Him lifeless. 

^ 3 ^ 

“'BeneatH a plain grave-stone, in one of tHe most peaceful 
and secluded cHui’cli-yards in Kent, wHere wild flowers mingle 
witH tHe grass, and tHe soft landscape around, foims tHe fairest 
spot in tHe garden of England, He tHe Hones of tHe young 
motHer and Her genfle cHild. But tHe asHes of tHe father do 
not mingle with theirs ; nor from that night forward, did the 
attorney ever gain the remotest due to the subsequent History 
of His queer client.” 


As the old man concluded His tale, He advanced to a peg in 
one comer, and taking down His Hat and coat, put them on 
■with great deHberationj and, without saying another word, 
walked slowly away. As the gentleman with the Mosaic 
studs Had fallen asleep, and the major part of the company 
were deeply occupied in the Humorous process of dropping 
melted tallow-grease into His brandy and water, Mr. Pickwick 
departed unnoticed, and Having settled His own score and that 
of Mr. Weller, issued forth, in company with that gentleman^ 
fo>m beneath the portal of the Magpie and Stump. 
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CHAPTER XXII. 


MR. PICKWiCK JOTJRNErS TO IPSWICH, AND MEETS WITH A EOMANTIC ADTEII- 
TURE WITH A MIDDLE-AGED LADY IK YELLOW CIJEL PAPERS. 

^^That ^ere yoin* goYemor’s luggage, SaTniiiyP” inquired 
Mr. ‘Weller senior, of Ms affectionate son, as he entered the 
yard of the Bull Inn, ‘WMteehapel, mth a traYelling bag ami 
a small portmanteau. 

You might ha’ made a worser guess than that, old feller,” 
replied Mi*. Weller the younger, setting down Ms buiden in 
the yard, and sitting himself down upon it afterwards. The 
goyemor Msself M he down here joresenily.” 

He ’s a cabhin’ it, I suppose ? ” said the father. 

‘^Yes, he's a havin’ two mile o’ danger at eight-pence,” 
responded the son. How ’s mother-in-law tins momin’ ? ” 

“ Queer, Sammy, queer,” replied the elder hir. Weller, 
with impressive gravity. She ’s heen gettin’ rayther in the 
Methoclistical order lately, Sammy ; and she is uncommon 
pious, to he sure. She ’s too good a creetur for me, Sammy 
— I feel I don’t deserve her.” 

Ah,” said Mr. Samuel, ^^that ’s wery self-denyin’ o’ you.” 

Wery,” rephed Ms parent, with a sigh. She ’s got hold 
o’ some inwention for grown-up people being born again, 
Sammy — ^the new birth, I thinks they caHs it. I should weiy 
much like to see that system in haction, Sammy. I should 
very much like to see your mother-in-law bom agin. Wouldn’t 
I put her out to nurse ! ” 

What do you think them women does t’ other day,” con- 
tinued Mr. Weller, after a short pause, during wMdb. he had 
^jignihcmtly struck the side of Ms nose with his fore-finger 
some half-dozen times. ’^*What do you think they does, 
t’other day, Sammy? ” 

Don’t know,” replied Sam, what ? ” 

Goes and gets up a grand tea drinkin’ fbr a feller they 
calls their shepherd,” said Mr. WeEer. “ I was a standing 

x2 
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starin^ iu at tKe pictar sliop down at oar place, 'wh.ea I sees a 
little till about it : ' Tickets balf-a-crowi. applications 
to be made to tbe committee. Secretary, Mrs. Weller.’ And 
wben I got borne, there was the committee a sittin’ in oar 
back parloar — fourteen women ; I wish you could ha’ heard 
’em, Sammy. There they was, a passin’ resolutions, and 
wotin’ supplies, and all sorts o’ games. Well, what with 
your mother-in-law a worrying me to go, and what with my 
looking for’ard to seein’ some qneer starts if I did, I put my 
name down for a ticket ; at six o’ clock on the Friday evenin’^ 
I dresses myself out, weiy smart, and off I goes vith the old 
’ooman, and up "we walks into a hist floor where there was 
tea things for thirty, and a whole lot o’ women as begins 
whispering to one another, and lookin’ at me, as if they’d 
never seen a rayther stout gen’bn’n of oishi-und-rifiy afore. 
By and hye, there comes a great hustle down stairs, and a 
lanky chap with a red nose and white neckcloth rushes up, 
and sings out, ' Here ’s the shepherd a coming to wisit his 
faithful flock ; ’ and in comes a fat chap in black, vith a great 
white face, a smilin’ avay like clock-work. Such goin’s on, 
Sammy ! ' The kiss of peace,’ says the shepherd ; and then 

he kissed the women all round, and ven he ’d done, the man 
vith the red nose began. I was just a thinkin’ whether I 
hadn’t better begin too — ^’specially as there was a wery nice 
lady a sittin’ next me — ^ven in comes the tea, and your mother- 
in-law, as had been maldn’ the kettle bile, down stairs. At 
it they went, tooth and nail. Such a precious loud hymn, 
Sammy, while the tea was a brewing ; such a grace, such 
eatm’ and drmkin’ I I wish you would ha’ seen the shepherd 
walking mhi;the ham and muffins. I never see such a chap 
to eat and drink — ^never. The red-nosed man wam’t by no 
means the sdit of person you ’d like to grub by contract, but 
he was nothin’ to the shepherd. Well; arter the tea was 
over, they sang another hymn, and then the shepherd began 
to preach : and wery well he did it, considerin’ how heavy 
them muffins must have Hed on his chest. Presently he pulls 
up, all of a sudden, and hollers out, ^ Where is the sinner ; 
where is the mis’rable sinner ? ’ upon which, all the women 
looked at me, and began to groan as if they was dying. I 
thought it was rather sing’ler, but hows’ ever, I says nothing. 
Presenfly he pulls up again, and looking wery hard at me, 
says, ^ l^Tiere is the sinner ; where is the miserable sinner ? ’ 
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and all tlie women groans again, ten times louder tlian afore. 
I got rather wild at this, so I takes a step or two forward and 
says, ^ My Mend,’ says I, ‘did you apply that ’ere obserwation 
to me?’ — ’Stead of begging my pardon as any gen’bn’n would 
ha’ done, he got more abusive than ever : called me a wessel, 
Sammy — a wessel of wrath — and all sorts o’ names. So my 
blood being reg’larly up, I first gave him two or three for him- 
self, and then two or three more to hand over to the man with 
the red nose, and walked off. I wish you could ha’ heard how 
the women screamed, Sammy, ven they picked up the shepherd 

ff*om under the table. ^Hallo! here’s the governor, the 

size of life ! ” 

As Mr. Weller spoke, Mr. Pickwick dismounted from a cab 
and entered the yard. 

“ Fine momin’ sir,” said Mr. Weller senior. 

“ Beautiful indeed,” replied Mr. Pickwick. 

“Beautiful indeed,” echoed a red-haired man with an 
inquisitive nose and Hue spectacles, who had unpacked him- 
self ffom a cab at the same moment as Mr. Pickwick. “ Going 
to Ipswich, sir?” 

“ I am,” replied Mr, Pickwick. 

“ Estraordinary coincidence. So am I.” 

Mr. Pickwick howed. 

“ Going outside ?” said the red-haired man. 

Mr. Pickwick howed again. 

“ Bless my soul, how remarkable^ — am going outside, too,” 
said the red-haired man : “ we are positively going together.” 
And the red-haired man, who was an important-lookiiig, 
sharp-nosed, my^sterious-spokeii personage, with a bird-hke 
habit of giving liis head a jork every time he said anything, 
smiled as if he had made one of the strangest discoveries that 
ever fell to the lot of human wisdom. 

“ I am happy in the prospect of your company, sir,” said 
Mr. Pickwick. 

“ Ah,” said the new-comer, “ it ’s a good thing for both of 
us, isn’t it ? Company, you see — company is — is — ^it’s a very 
different thing Mm solitude — a’n’t it?” 

“ There ’s no denyin’ that ’ere,” said IVfr. Weller, joining in 
the conversation, with an affahle smile. “ That’s what I call 
a self-evident proposition, as the dog’s-meat man said, when 
the house-maid told him he wam’t a gentleman.” 

“Ah,” said the red-haired man, surveying Mr. Weller 



310 POSTHUMOUS PAPEES OF 

from, liead to foot with, a supercilious look. '' Friend of yours, 

^ot exactly a friend,’^ replied Mr. Pickwick in a low tone. 

Tke fact is, ke is my servant, but I allow liim to take a good 
many liberties ; for, between ourselves, I flatter myself be is 
an original, and I am ratber proud of bim.’^ 

'' Ab,'' said tbe red-baired man, that, you see, is a matter 
of taste. I am not fond of anything original ; I don’t like it ; 
don’t see tbe necessity for it. \Yiiat ’s your name, sir ?” 

“ Here is my card, sir,” replied Mr. Pickvick, mucb amused 
by tbe abruptness of tbe q^uestion, and tbe singular manner of 
tbe stranger. 

Ab,” said tbe red-baired man, placing tbe card in bis 
pocket-book, “ Pickwick,* very good. I like to know a man’s 
name, it saves so mucb trouble. That’s my card, sir. 
Magnus, you will perceive, sir — ^Magnus is my name. It ’s 
rather a good name, I think, sir ?” 

A very good name, indeed,” said !^Ir. Pickwick, wholly 
unable to repress a smile. 

''Yes, I think it is,” resumed Mr. Magnus. "There’s a 
good name before it, too, you will observe. Permit me, sir — 
if you bold tbe card a little slanting, tMs way, you catch tbe 
light upon tbe np-stroke. There — Peter Magnus — sounds 
well, I think, sir.” 

" Very,” said Air. Pickwick. 

" Curious circumstance about those initials, sir,” said Mr. 
Magnus. " You will observe — ^P. M . — post meridian. In 
baj^ notes to intimate acquaintance, I sometimes sign myself 
' Afernoon.’ It amuses my Mends very mucb, Mr. Pickwick.” 

" It is calculated to afford them tbe highest gratiflcation, I 
should conceive,” said Mr. Pickwick, ratber envying tbe ease 
with which Mr. Magnus’s friends were entertained. 

" Ifow, gen’lm’n,” said tbe bosfeler, " coach is ready, if you 
please.” 

" Is all my luggage in ?” inquired Mr. Magnus. 

" All right, sir.” 

Is tbe red bag in ?” 

" All right, sir.” 

" And tbe striped bag ?” 

"Fore boot, sir.” 

" And tbe brown-paper parcel ?” 

" Under tbe seat, six.” 
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And tke leatlier hat-box 
They’re all in, sir.'’ 

Now, will yon get np ?” said Mr. Pickwick. 

“Excuse me,” replied Magnus, standing on the wheel. 
“Excuse me, Mr. Pickmck. I cannot consent to get up, in 
this state of uncertainty. I am qnite satisfied from that mans 
manner, that that leather hat-box is not in.” 

The solemn protestations of the hostler being wholly 
imaYailing, the leather hat-hox was obliged to be raked up 
from the lowest depth of the hoot, to satisfy him that it had 
been safely packed; and after he had been assured on this 
head, he felt a solemn presentiment, first, that tihe red hag 
was mislaid, and next that the striped bag had been stolen, 
and then that the brown-paper parcel had “ come untied.” 
At length when he had received ocular demonstration of the 
groundless nature of each and every of these suspicions, he 
consented to climb up to the roof of the coach, observing that 
now he had taken every tbing off Ms mind, he felt quite 
comfortable and happy. 

“You’re given to nervousness, an’t yon, sir?” inquired 
Mr. Weller senior, eyeing the stranger askance, as he monntecl 
to Ms place. 

“Yes; I always am rather, about these little matters,” 
said the stranger, “ hnt I am all right now — quite right.” 

“ Wen, that ’s a hlessia’,” said Mr. Weller. “ Sammy, help 
your master np to the box ; t’other leg, sir, that ’s it ; give ns 
yonr hand, sir. IJp with yon. Yon was a lighter weight 
when joxL was a boy, sir.” 

“ Tme enough, that, Mr. Weller,” said the breathless Mr. 
Pickwick, good-hnmonredly, as he took Ms seat on the box 
beside him,. 

“Jump np in front, Sammy,” said Weller. “'Now 
Viliam, ran ’em out. Take care o’ the archvay, gen’im’n, 
^ Heads,’ as the pieman says. That ’ll do, Viliam. Let ’em 
alone.” And away went the coach np WMtechapel, to the 
admiration of the whole population of that pretfy densely- 
pr.-ulc-fcl qirrt:". 

“ Not; a wery nice neighbourhood tMs, sir,” said Sam, with 
the touch of the hat wMch always preceded Ms entering into 
conversation with Ms master. 

“It is not indeed, Sam,” replied Mr. Pickwick, sinweying 
ihe crowded and filthy street through wMchthey werepassing* 
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It’s a wery remarkable circumstaiice^ sir/’ said Sam, 
tkat poverty and oysters alv^ays seems to go together.” 

I don’t understand you, Sam,” said Mr. Pickwick. 

“ What I mean, sir,” said Sam, is, that the poorer a place 
is, the greater call there seems to be for oysters. Look here, 
sir ; here ’s a oyster stall to every half-dozen houses — ^the 
streets lined vith ’em. Blessed if I don’t think that ven a man’s 
very poor, he rashes out of his lodgings, and eats oysters in 
r^’lar desperation.” 

To be sure he does,” said Air. WeUer senior, and it ’s 
just the same vith pickled salmon ! ” 

Those are two very remarkable facts, which never occurred 
to me before,” said hlr. Pickwick. '' The very jSrst place we 
stop at, I ’31 make a note of them.” 

By this time they had reached the turnpike at Mile End ; a 
profound silence prevailed, until they had got two or three 
miles farther on, when Mr. Weller senior turning suddenly to 
Mr. Pickwick, said — 

Wery queer life is a pikc-kecpcr’s, sir.” 

A what ? ” said Mr. Pickwick. 

A pike-keeper.” 

^^What do you mean by a pike-keeper?” inquired Mr. 
Peter Magnus, 

“ The old ’un means a turnpike keeper, gen’lm’n,” observed 
Mr. Weller, ‘in explanation. 

Oh,” said Mr. Pickwick, I see. Yes j very curious life. 
Very uncomfortable.” 

They ’re all on ’em, men as has met vith some disappoint- 
ment in Hfe,” said 3VIr. Weller senior. 

Ay, ay ? ” said Air. Pickwick. 

Yes. Consequence of vich, they retires from the world, 
and shuts themselves up in pikes; partly with the view of 
being solitary, and partly to rewenge themselves on mankind, 
by takin’ tolls.” 

Bear me,” said Mr, Pickwick, “ I never knew that 
before.” 

Fact, sir,” said Mr. Weller, if they was gen’l’m’n you ’d 
call ’em misanthropes, but as it is they only takes to pike- 
keepin’.” 

With such conversation, possessing the inestimable charm of 
Mend^ig amusement with instruction, did Mr. Weller beguile 
the tediousness of the journey, during the greater part of the 



THE PICKWICK CLUB. 


313 


day. Topics of conversation vere never wanting, for even 
wlien any pause occurred in Mr. Weller’s loquacity, it was 
abundanfly supplied by tlie desire evinced by ilr, Magnus to 
maJie MmseK acquainted witb tbe whole of the personal his- 
tory of his feEow-traveHers, and his loudly-expressed anxieiy 
at every stage, respecting the safety and well-being of the two 
bags, -file leather hat-box, and the brown-paper parcel. 

In the main street of Ipswich, on the leffc-hand side of the 
way, a short distance after you have passed through the open 
space fronting the Town Hall, stands an inn known far and 
wide by the appellation of The Great White Horse,” ren- 
dered the more conspicuous by a stone statue of some ranapa- 
cious animal with flowing mane and tail, distantly resembling 
an insane cart-horse, which is elevated above principal 
door. The Great White Horse is famous in the neighbour- 
hood, in the same degree as a prize ox, or county paper- 
chronicled turnip, or unwieldy pig — -for its enormous size. 
Never were such labyrinths of uncarpeted passages, such 
clusters of mouldy, badly-hghted rooms, such huge numbers of 
small dens for eating or sleeping in, beneath any one roof, as 
are collected together between the four walls of the Great 
White Horse at Ipswich. 

It was at the door of this tavern, that the London 

coach stopped, at the same hotir every evening; and it was 
from this same London coach, that Mr. Pickwick, Sam Weller, 
and Mr. Peter Magnus dismounted, on the particular evening 
to which this chapter of our history bears reference. 

^^Do you stop here, sir?” inquired Mr. Peter Magnus, 
when the striped bag, and the red bag, and the brown-paper 
parcel, and the leather hat-box, had all been deposited in the 
passage. Do you stop here, sir ? ” 

I do,” said Mr. Pickwick. 

''Dear me,” said Mr. Magnus, “I never knew anything 
like these extraordinary coincidences. "Why, I stop here, too. 
I hope we dine together ? ” 

With pleasure,” replied Mr. Pickwick. I am not quite 
certain whether I have any friends here or not, though. Is 
there any gentleman of the name of Tupman here, waiter ? ” 

A corpulent man, with ^ fortnight’s napkin under his arm, 
and coeval stockings on his legs, slowly desisted from his occu- 
pation of staring down the street, on this question being put 
to hi-m by Mr. Pickwick ; and, afrer mi nutely inspecting that 
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genliemaii’s appearance, &om the crown of Ms hat to the 
lowest button of Ms gaiters, replied emphatically : 

“ Ho.” 

Hor any gentlemaii of the name of Snodgrass ? ” inquired. 
Mr. Pickwick. 

Ho ! ” 

‘^Hor Winkle?” 

Ho.” 

My friends have not arrived to-day, sir,” said Mr. Pick- 
wick. We will dine alone, then. Shew us a private room, 
waiter.” 

On this request being preferred, the corpulent man con- 
descended to order the boots to bring in the gentlemen’s 
luggage; and preceding them down a long dark passage, 
ushered them into a large badly-hirnished apartment, with a 
diriy grate, in wMch a small fire was making a wretched 
attempt to be cheerful, but was fast sinking beneath the dis- 
piriting influence of the place. After the lapse of an hour, a 
bit of fish and a steak were served up to the travellers, and 
when the dinner was cleared away, Mr. Pickwick and Mr. 
Peter Magnus drew their chairs up to the fire, and having 
ordered a bottle of the worst possible port wine, at the Mghest 
possible price, for the good of the house, drank brandy and 
water for their own. 

Mr. Peter Magnus was naturally of a veiy communicative 
disposition, and the brandy and water operated with wonderful 
effect in warming iuto life the deepest Mdden secrets of Ms 
boK>m. After sundry accounts of himself, Ms family, Ms con- 
neiicms, his ftiends, Ms jokes, Ms business, aad Ms brothers 
(most talkative men have a great deal to say ahont their 
brothers), Mr. Peter Magnus took a blue view of Mr. Pickwick 
through Ms coloured spectacles for several minutes, and then 
said, with an Mr of modesty : 

“And what do you tMnk — whatdJo you think, Mr. Pick- 
wick — I have come down here for ?” 

Upon my word,” said Mr. Pickwick, “ it is wholly im- 
possible for me to guess ; on business, perhaps.” 

“Partly right, sir,” replied Mr. Peter Magnus, “but partly 
wrong, at the same time : try again, Mr. Pickwick.” 

“ Eeally,” said Mr. Pickwick, “ I must throw myself on your 
mercf, to tell me or not, as you may think best ; for I should 
never guess, if I were to try all night.” 
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Wliy, then^ he — ^he — he ! said ]Mr. Peter Magnus, -witli 
a ’baskfol titter, IVliat slionld yon tMnk, Mr. Pickwici, if I 
kad come doim liere, to make a proposal, sir, ek ? He — ^ke — 
ke!'’ 

TMnk ! tkat yon are very Hkely to succeed,'^ replied Mr. 
Pickwick, witk one of kis most beaming smiles. 

^^Ak!” said Mr. Magnus, ‘^bnt do you ready tkink so, 
Mr. Pickwick ? Do you, tkougk?'" 

Certainly, said Mr. Pickwick. 

No ; but you ’re joking, tkougk.” 

I am not, indeed.” 

^^Wky, then,” said Mr. Magnus, ^^to let you into a little 
secret, I think so too. I don’t mind telling you, Mr. Pickwick, 
although I’m dreadM jealous by nature — ^horrid — ^tkat the 
lady is in tMs house.” Here Mr. Magnus took off Ms spec- 
tacles, on purpose to wink, and then put them on again. 

That ’s what you were running out of the room for, before 
dinner, then, so often,” said ]VIr. Pickwick, arcHy. 

Husk — ^yes, you’re right, that was it; not suck a fool as 
to see her, tWigk.” 
ajsfo!” 

No ; wouldn’t do, you know, after having just come off a 
journey. Wait till to-morrow, sir; doukle the chance then. 
Mr. Pickwick, sir, there is a suit of clothes in that bag, and a 
hat in that box, wMch I expect, in the effect they will produce, 
will be iuvaluable to me, sir.” 

Indeed !” said Mr. Pickwick. 

Yes ; you must have observed my anxiety about them to- 
day. I do not believe that such another suit of clothes, and 
such a hat, could be bought for money, Mr. Pickwick.” 

Mr. Pickwick congratulated the fortunate owner of the irre- 
sistibl© garments, on their acquisition ; and Mr. Peter Magnus 
remained for a few moments apparently absorbed in con- 
templation. 

She ’s a fine creature,” said Mr. Magnus, 

Is she?” said ^Ir. Pickwick. 

Very,” said Mr. Magnus, very. She lives about twenty 
miles from here, Pickwick. I heard she would be here 
to-night and all to-morrow forenoon, and came down to seize 
the opportiiniiy. I think an inn is a good sort of a place to 
propose to a single woman in, Mr. Pickwick. She is more 
likely to feel the loneliness of her situation in travelling, 
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perhaps, than she vonld be at home. What do you thhik, 
Mr. Pickwick?” 

I tBinlr it very probable,” replied that gentleman. 

I beg your pardon, Mr. Pickwick,” said Mr. Peter Magnus, 
but I naturally rather curious ; what may ^ou have come 
down here for ?” 

On a far less pleasant errand, sir,” replied Mr. Pickwick, 
the colour mounting to his face at the recollection. I have 
come down here, sir, to expose the treachery and falsehood of 
an individual, upon whose truth aud honour I placed implicit 
reliance.” 

""Dear me,” said Mr. Peter Magnus, ""that’s very un- 
pleasant. It is a lady, I presume? Eh? ah! Sly, Mr. 
Pickwick, sly. Well, Mr. Pickwick, sir, I wouldn’t prohe 
your feelings for the world. PadnM subjects, these, sir, very 
painful. Don’t mind me, Mr. Pickwick, if you wish to give 
vent to your feelings. I know what it is to he jilted, sir ; I 
have endured that sort of thing three or four times.” 

""lam much obliged to you, for your condolence on’what 
you presume to be my melancholy case,” said Mr. Pickwick, 
winding up his watch, and laying it on the table, "" hut — ” 
""No, no,” said Mr. Peter Magnus, ""not a word more: 
it ’s a painfal subject. I see, I see. What ’s the time, Mr. 
Pickwick?” 

"" Past twelve.” 

"" Dear me, it ’s time to go to bed. It will never do, sitting 
here. I shall be pale to-morrow, Mr. Pickwick.” 

At the hare notion of such a calamity, Mr. Peter Magnus 
rang the bell for the chamber-maid ; and the striped bag, the 
red b^, the leathern hat-box, and the brown-paper parcel, 
having been conveyed to his bed-room, he retired in company 
with a japanned candlestick, to one side of the house, while 
Mr. Pickwick, and another japanned candlestick, were con- 
ducted through a multitude of tortuous windings, to another. 

"" This is your room, sir,” said the chamber-maid. 

""Very well,” replied Air. Pickwick, looking round him. 
It was a tolerably large double-bedded room, with a fire,- 
upon the whole, a more comfortable-looking apartment than 
Mr. Pickwick’s short experience of the accommodations of the 
Great White Horse had led him to expect. 

""Nobody sleeps in the other bed, of course,” said Mr. 
Pickwick. 
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Oil no, sir.’’ 

Very good. Tell my servant to bring me np some bot 
water at balf-past eight in tbe morning, and tbat I sball not 
want h i m any more to-night.” 

Yes, sir.” And bidding Mr. Pickwick good night, the 
chamber-maid retired, and left him alone. 

Mr. Pickwick sat himself down in a chair before the hre, 
and fell into a train of rambling meditations. Pirst he 
thought of his friends, and wondered when they would join 
him; then his mind reverted to Mrs. Martha BardeH; and 
from that lady it wandered, by a natural process, to the dingy 
counting-house of Dodson and Fogg. From Dodson and 
Fogg’s it flew off at a tangent, to file very centre of the 
history of the queer client; and then it came back to the 
Great White Horse at Ipswich, with sufficient clearness to 
convince hlr. Pickwick that he was falling asleep : so he 
roused himself, and began to undress, when he recollected he 
had left his watch on the table down stairs. 

Now, this watch was a special favourite vdth ]Mr. Pickwick, 
having been carried about, beneath the shadow of his waist- 
coat, for a greater number of years than we feel called upon 
to state, at present. The possibility of going to sleep, unless 
it were ticldng gently beneath his pillow, or in the watch- 
pocket over his head, had never entered Mr. Pickwick’s brain. 
So as it was pretty late now, and he was unwilling to ring his 
bell at that hour of the night, he slipped on his coat, of which 
he had just divested hims^, and taking the japanned candle- 
stick in his hand, walked quietly down stairs. 

The more stairs Mr. Pickwick went down, the more stairs 
there seemed to be to descend, and again and again, when 
Mr. Pickwick got into some narrow passage, and began to 
congratulate himself on having g^ed the ground-floor, did 
another flight of stairs appear before his astonished eyes. At 
last he reached a stone hall, which he remembered to have 
seen when he entered the house. Passage after passage did 
he explore ; room after room did he peep into ; at length, just 
as he was on the point of giving np the search in despair, he 
opened the door of the identical room in which he had spent 
the evening, and beheld his missing property on the table. 

Mr. Pickwick seized the watch in triumph, and proceeded 
to re-trace Ms steps to his bed-chamber. If Ms progress 
dovmwards had been attended with difficulties and uncertainty. 
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Ms journey back, was inOnitely more perploxliig. Rows of 
doors, garnisbed witb. boots of every shape* make, and size, 
brancbed off in every possible direction. A dozen times did 
be softly turn tbe handle of some bed-room door, which re- 
sembled his own, when a gmff ciy from within of "Who the 
devil ’s that or What do you want here ?” caused him to 
steal away, on tiptoe, with a perfectly marveEous celerity. 
He was reduced to the verge of despair, when an open door 
attracted his attention. He peeped in — right at last. There 
were the two beds, whose situation he perfectly remembered, 
and the ffre stiH biuming*. His candle, not a long one when 
he first received it, had bickered away in the draffs of air 
through wMch he had passed, and sunJc into the socket, just 
as he closed the door after him. No matter, said Mr. 
Pickwick, I can undress myself just as well, by the light of 
the fire.” 

The bedsteads stood, one on each side of the door ; and on 
the inner side of each, was a little path, terminating in a 
rush-bottomed chair, just wide enough to admit of a personas 
getting into, or out of bed, on that side, if he or she thought 
proper. Having caxeffdly drawn the curtains of his bed on 
the outside, Mr. Pickwick sat down on the rush-bottomed 
chair, and leisurely divested himself of his shoes and gaiters. 
He then took off and folded up, his coat, waistcoat, and neck- 
cloth, and slowly drawing on his tasseled night-cap, secured it 
firmly on his head, by tying beneath his chin, the strings 
which he always had attached to that article of dress. It was 
at this moment that the ahsurdiiy of his recent bewilderment 
struck upon his mind ; and throwing himseK hack in the rush- 
bortomed chair, Air. Pickwick laughed to himself so heartily, 
that it would have been quite delightful to any man of weU- 
constituted mind to have watched the smiles which expanded 
his amiable features as they shone forth, from beneath the 
niglit-cap. 

It is the best idea/^ said Mr, Pickwick to himself, smiling 
till he almost cracked the night-ca]3 strings — It is the best 
idea, my losing myself in this place, and wandering about 
those Btairea^es, that I ever heard of. Droll, droll, very droE.^^ 
Here Mr. Pickwick snuled again, a broader smile than before, 
and was about to contiiiue the process of undressing, in the 
best possible humour, when he was suddenly stopped by a 
most unexpected interruption; to wit, the entrance into the 
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room of some person mtli a candle, wHa, after locking tlie 
door, adyanced to tlie dressing table, and set cloTm the light 
upon it. 

The smile that played on Mr. Pickwick's featnres, was 
instantaneously lost in a look of the most imbotmded and 
wonder-stricken surprise. The person, whoever it was, had 
come in so suddenly and with so little noise, that ^Ir. Pick- 
wick had had no time to call out, or oppose their entrance 
Who could it he ? A rohber ? Some evil-mnided person who 
had seen him come up stairs with a handsome watch in Ms 
hand, perhaps. What was he to do ! 

The only way in wMeh Mr. Pickwick could catch a glimpse 
of Ms mysterious visitor with the least danger of being seen 
himself, was by creeping on to the bed, and peeping out jfrbm 
between the curtains on the opposite side. To tMs manoeuvre 
he accordingly resorted, Keeping- the cart., ins carefolly closed 
with Ms hand, so that nothing more of Mm could be seen than 
Ms face and nightcap, and putting on Ms spectacles, he mus- 
tered up courage, and look^ out. 

Mr. Pickwick almost fainted with horror and dismay. 
Standing before the dressing glass, was a middle-aged lady in 
yellow curl-papers, busily engaged in brushing what ladies 
call their hack hair.” However the unconscious middle-aged 
lady came into that room, it was quite clear that she eontem- 
plaied reinaining there for the night ; for she had brought a 
rushlight and "‘shade with her, wMch, with praiseworthy 
precaution against fire, she had stationed iu a basin on the 
fioor, where it was glimmering away, like a gigantic lighthouse, 
in a particularly small piece of water. 

‘'Bless my soul,'’ thought Mr. Pickwick, “what a drfeadful 
thing ! ” 

“ Hem ! " said the lady ; and in went Mr. Pickwick's head 
with automaton-like rapidity. 

“ I never met with anything so awful as this/' thought 
poor IVIr. Pickwick, the cold perspiration starting in drops 
upon Ms nightcap. “ Never. TMs is fearful." 

It was quite impossihle to resist the urgent desire to see 
what was going forward. So, out went Mr, Pickwick’s head 
again. The prosper^ was worse than before. The middle- 
aged lady had finished arranging her hair: had carefully 
enveloped it, in a muslin nightcap with a small plaited border; 
and was gazing pensively on the fire. 
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^^This matter is growing’ alarming/^ reasoned Mr. Pickwick 
witli Mmself. I can^t allow tMngs to go on in tMs way . 
By iiie self-possession of tkat lady, it is clear to me tkat I 
must Have come into tke wrong room. If I call out, ske ’H 
alarm tke konse ; but if I remain kere, tke conseq^uences will 
be still more Mgktful.’’ 

Mr. Pickwick, it is quite unnecessary to say, was one of tke 
most modest and delicate-minded of mortals. Tke very idea 
of exhibiting kis nigktcap to a lady, overpowered kim, but ke 
kad tied tkose confounded strings in a knot, and, do wkat ke 
would, ke couldn't get it off. Tke disclosure must be made. 
There was only one otker way of doing it. He shrunk bebind 
tke curtains, and called out very loudly — 

Ha — ^kum I " 

That tke lady started at tkis unexpected sound was evident, 
by ker falling up against tke rnsk-ligkt skade ; tkat ske 
persuaded kerself it must kave been tke effect of imagination 
was equally clear, for wken Mr. Pickwick, under tke impression 
tkat ske kad fainted away, stone-dead from j&ugkt» ventured to 
peep out again, ske was gating pensively on tke fire as befora. 

“ Most extraordiiurry female tkis," tkougkt Mr. Pickwick, 
popping in again. “ Ha — kum ! " 

Tkese last sounds, so like tkose in wkick, as legends inform us, 
the ferocious giant Blunderbore was in ike kabit of expressing 
kis opinion tkat it was time to lay tke clotk, were too distiiictK' 
audible, to be again mistaken for the working^of fancy. 

Gx^ious Heaven ! " said tke middle-aged lady, wkat 's 
that!" 

— ^it 's — only a gentLeman, Ma'am," said Mr. Pickwick 
ffom behind the curtains. 

A gentleman ! " said tke lady with a terrific scream. 

‘‘ It's all over," tkougkt Mr. Pickwick. 

A strange man ! " shrieked the lady. Another iastant, 
and tke house would be alarmed. Her garments rustled as 
she rushed towards tke door. 

Ma’am," said ]^Ir. Pickwick, thrusting out Hs head, in the 
extremity of kis desperation, “ Ma'am." 

How although m£ Pickwick was not actuated by any definite 
object in putting out kis head, it was instantaneously productive 
of a good effect, Tke lady, as we kave already stated, was 
near ike door. Ske must pass it, to reach tke staircase, and 
ske would most undoubtedly kave done so, by tkis time, kad 
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not tlie sudden apparition of Mr. PickTricFs nigMcap driven 
lier backj into the remotest comer of the apartment, where she 
stood, staring wildly at IVIr. Pickwick, while IMr. Pickwick in 
his turn, stared wildly at her. 

Wretch, said the lady, covering her eyes with her hands, 
what do you want here ? ” 

Nothing, Ma’am — ^nothing whatever, Ma’am ; ” said Mr. 
Pickwick earnestly. 

Nothing ! ” said the lady, looking up. 

“ Nothing, Ma’am, upon my honour,” said IMr. Pickwick, 
nodding his head so energetically, that the tassel of his night- 
cap danced again. I am almost ready to sink, Ma’am, 
beneath the confusion of addressing a lady in my night-cap 
(here the lady hastily snatched off her’s), but I can’t get it 
Ma’am (here IMr. Pickwick gave it a tremendous tug, in proof 
of the statement). It is evident to me Ma’am now, that I have 
mistaken this bedroom for my own. I had not been here five 
minutes Ma’am, when you suddenly entered it.” 

If this improbable story be re^y true, sh,” said the lady, 
sobbing violently, you will leave it instantly.” 

I will Ma’am with the greatest pleasure,” replied Mr. 
Pickwick. 

Instantly, sir,” said the lady. 

Certainly, Ma’am,” interposed IMr, Pickwick very quickly. 
Certainly, Ma’am. I — I — am very sorry. Ma’am,” said 
Mr. Pickwick, making his appearance at the bottom of the bed, 
to have been the innocent occasion of this alarm and emotion ; 
deeply sorry, Ma’am.” 

The lady pointed to the door. One excellent quality of 
Mr. Pickx^ck’s character was beautifiilly displayed at this 
moment, under the most trying circumstances, jMthough he 
had hastily put on his hat over his night-cap, after the maimer 
of the old patrol ; although he carried his shoes and gaiters 
in his hand, and his coat and waistcoat over his arm, nothing 
could subdue Ms native politeness. 

‘^I am exceedingly sorry, Ma’am,” said ]Mr. Pickwick^ 
bowing very low. 

If yon are, sir, you will at once leave the room,” said 
the lady. 

'' Immediately, Ma’am; tMs instant, Ma’am, said hlr. 
Pickwick, opening the door, and dropping both Ms shoes with 
a lond crash in so doing. 
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I trust, Ma’am,’’ resumed Air, Pickwick, gatkering up Hs 
^oes, aud turning round to bow again. trust, Ala’ am, 
tbat my unblemished character, and the deyoted respect I 
entertain for your sex, will plead as some slight excuse for 
this” — ^Biit before Air. Pickwick could conclude the sentence, 
the lady had thrust him into the passage, and locked and 
bolted ihe door behind him. 

Whatever grounds of self-congratulation Mr. Pickwick might 
have, for having escaped so quietly from his late awkward 
situation, his present position was by no means enviable. He 
was alone, in an open passage, in a strange house, in the 
middle of the night, half dressed ; it was not to he supposed 
that he could find his way in perfect darkness to a room which 
he had been whoRy unable to discover with a Rght, and if he 
made the slightest noise in his fruitless attempts to do so, he 
stood every chance of being shot at, and perhaps kiRed, by 
some wakeful traveRer. He bad no resource but to remain 
where he was, untR dayRght appeared. So after groping his 
way a few paces down the passage, and to his inhnite alarm, 
stumbling over several pairs of boots in so doing, Air. Pick- 
wick crouched into a Rttle recess in the waR, to wait for 
morning, as phRosopbicaRy as he might. 

He was not destined, however, to xmdergo this additional 
trial of patience : for he had not been long ensconced in his 
present concealment when, to his unspeakable horror, a man, 
beaiing a Rght, appeared at the end of the passage. His 
horror was suddenly converted info joy, however, when he 
recognised the form of his faithftd attendant. It was indeed 
Mr. Samuel AVeRer, who after sitting up thus late, in conver- 
sation with the Boots, who was sitting up for the maR, was 
now about to retire to rest. 

Sam,” said Air. Pickwick, suddenly appearing before him , 

Where ’s my bed-room ? ” 

Mr. AYeRer stared at his master with the most emphatic 
iBurprise ; and it was not untR the question had been repeated 
three several times, that he turned round, and led the way to 
tic Icng-'t.G'aght apartment. 

Sam,” said Air. Pickwick as he got into bed. I have 
made one of the most extraordinary mistakes to-night that 
©yer were heard of.” 

AYery Hkely, sir,” repRed Air. AYeRer drRy. 

^^Bnt of this I am determined, Sam,” said Air. Pickwick; 
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tiiat if I were to stop in tMs house for six months, I would 
never trust myself about it, alone, again.’’ 

That ’s the wery prudentest resolution as you could come 
to, sir,” replied hir. Weller. You rayther want somebody 
to look arter you sir, wen your judgment goes out a wisitin’.” 

do you mean by that Sam?” said Mr. Pickwick. 
He raised himself in bed, and extended his hand, as if he were 
about to say something more; but suddenly checking himself, 
turned round, and bade his valet Good night.” 

Good night, sir,” replied JVIr. Weller. Ho paused when 
he got outside the door — shook his head — ^walked on — stopped 
— snuffed the candle — shook his head again — and finally 
proceeded slowly to his chamber, apparently buried in the 
profoundest meditation. 
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CHAPTER XXni. 

IK -H-BICH MR. SAMUEL WELLER BEGINS TO DEVOTE HIS ENERGIES TO THE 
RETURN MATCH BETWEEN HIMSELF AND MR. TROTTER. 

In a small room in iiie viciniiy of the stahle-yaxd, "betimes 
in the morning, which was ushered in by Mr. Pickwick’s 
adventure with the middle-aged lady in the yellow curl-papers, 
sat Mr. Weller senior, preparing himself for^ his journey to 
London. He was sitting in an excellent attitude for having 
his portrait taken. 

It is very possible that at some earlier period of his career, 
Mr. Weller’s profile might have presented a hold, and deter- 
mined outline. His face, however, had expanded under the 
iofl-uence of good living, and a disposition remarkable for 
TO=Iguatmn ; and its bold fleshy curves had so far extended 
b('vc:i(l fl'C limits originally assigned them, that unless you 
took a full view of Ms countenance in flront, it was difidcult 
to distinguish more than the extreme tip of a very ruhicund 
nose. His chin, from the same cause, had acquired the grave 
and imposing form wMch is generally described by prefixing 
the word double ” to that expressive feature ; and Ms com- 
plexion exMbited that pecubarly mottled combiaation of 
colours wMcb is only to be seen in gentlemen of Ms profession, 
and in underdone roast beef. Round bis neck he wore a 
eriinson traveling shawl, wMeb merged into Ms chin hy such 
imperceptible gradations, that it was difficult to distinguisb 
the folds of the one, from the folds of the other. Over tMs, 
he mounted a long waistcoat of a broad pink-striped pattern, 
and over that again, a wide-sMrted green coat, ornamented 
with large brass buttons, whereof the two wMcb garmshed 
the waist, were so far apart, that no man had ever beheld 
them both, at the same time. His hair, wMch was short, 
jfleek, and black, was just visible beneath the capacious hrim of 
a low-crowned hrown hat. His legs were encased in. knee-cord 
breeches, and painted top-boots : and a copper watch-chain. 
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terminating in one seal, key of the same material, 

dangled loosely from Ms eapacions waistband. 

We bave said tkat IVIr, Weller was engaged in preparing 
for Ms journey to London — ^ke was taking sustenance, in fact. 
On tbe table before Mm, stood a pot of ale, a cold roimd of 
beef, and a very ' '' ' af, to eacb of wMcb be 

distributed Ms fa . ^ • ' ■ . ■ ^ . most rigid impaxtialily. 

He bad just cut a migbty slice fcom tbe latter, when tbe foot- 
steps of somebody entering tbe room, caused Mm to raise Ms 
bead; and be bebeldMs son. 

Momin’ Sam m y ! ’’ said tbe father. 

Tbe son walked up to tbe pot of ale, and nodding signifi- 
cantly to Ms parent, took a long draught by way of reply. 

“Wery good power o’ suction, Sammy,” said Mr. Weller 
tbe elder, looking into tbe pot, wben bis first-bom bad set it 
down balf emp^. You’d ba’made an uncommon fine 
oyster, Sammy, if you ’d been bom in that station o’ life.” 

Yes, I des-say I should ba’ managed to pick up a 
respectable li-vin’,’' replied Sam, applying MmseK to tbe cold 
beef, with considerable Yigour. 

’m wery sorry, S ammy ,” said tbe elder ^Ir. Weller, 
shaking up the ale, by describing small circles with the pot, 
preparatory to drinking. I ’m wery sorry, Sammy, to bear 
from your lips, as you let youxseK be g amm oned by that ’ere 
mulberry man. I always thought, up to tMee days ago, that 
tbe names of Yeller and gammon could neyer come into con- 
tract, Sammy — ^never.” 

Always exceptin’ tbe case of a widder, of course,” said 
Sam. 

Widders, Sa mm y,” replied Mr. Weber, sHgbtly cbanging 
colour. “ Widders are ’ceptions to ev’ry rxde. I have beerd 
bow many ord’nary women, one widder ’s equal to, in pint o’ 
cornin’ over you. I think it ’s five-and-twenty, but I don’t 
rightly know vetber it an’t more.” 

Web; that’s pretty well,” said Sam. 

Besides,” continued Mr. Weller, not noticmg tbe inter- 
ruption, that ’s a wery different thing. You know what tbe 
counsel said, Sammy, as defended tbe gen’lem’n as beat Ms 
wife with the poker, venever be got joby. ^ And arter ajl, 
my Lord,’ says be, Mt ’s a amable weakness.’ So I says 
respectin’ widders, Sammy, and so you ’b say, ven you gets as 
old as me.” 
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I ouglit to ha’ know’d better, I Imow/’ said Sam. 

Ought to ha’ Imow’d better 1 ” repeated Jtir. Weller, strih* 
ing the table mth his fist. Ought to ha’ hnow’d better ! 
why, I know a young 'uu as hasn’t had haH nor quarter your 
eddication — as hasn’t slept about the markets, no, not six 
months — ^who ’d ha’ scorned to be let in, in such a yay ; 
scorned it, Sammy.” In the excitement of feeling produced by 
this agonising reflection, Air. Weller rang the hell, and ordered 
an additional pint of ale. 

“ Well, it ’s no use talking about it now,” said Sam. It ’s 
over, and can’t be helped, and that ’s one consolation, as they 
always says in Turkey, yen they cuts the wrong man’s head 
off. It ’s my innings now, gov’rnor, and as soon as I catches 
hold o’ this ere Trotter, I ’h have a good ’u’n.” 

I hope you will Sammy. I hope you wiU,” returned Air. 
Weher. Here ’s your health, Sammy, and may yon speedily 
vipe off the disgrace as you’ve inflicted on the family name.” 
In honour of this toast Mr. Weller imhibed a draught, at 
least two-thirds of the newly-arrived piat, and handed it over 
to his son, to dispose of the remainder, which he instanta- 
neously did, 

xind now, Sammy,” said hir. Weller, consulting the large 
double-cased silver watch that hung at the end of the copper 
chain. Now it ’s time I was np at the office to get my vay- 
bill, and see the coach loaded,- for coaches, Sammy, is like 
guns — ^they requires to be loaded with wery great care, afore 
fliey go off.” 

At this parental and professional joke, Mr. Weller junior 
smiled a ffliai smile. His revered parent continued iu a 
solenin tone : 

I ’m goin’ to leave you, Samivel my hoy, and there ’s no 
telling ven I shall see you again. Your mother-in-law may 
ha’ heen too much for me, or a thousand things may have 
happened by the time you next hears any news o’ the celebrated 
hlr. Teller o’ the Bell Savage. The family name depends 
weiy much upon you, Samivel, and I hope you ’ll do wot ’s 
right by it. Upon all little pints o’ breedin’, I know I may 
trust you as veil as if it was my own self. So I ’ve only this 
here one littile hit of adwice to give you. If ever you gets to 
up’ar<fe o’ flffiy, and feels disposed to go a marryin’ anybody — ■ 
no matter who — just you shut yourself up in your own room, 
if you ’ve got one, and pison yourself off hand. Hangin ’s 
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wulgar, so don't you liave nothin’ to say to tBat. Pison your- 
self Samiyel my boy, pison yourself, and yon 'll be glad on it 
arterwards." With, these affecting TOrds, ]Mr. Weller looked 
stedfastly on Hs son, and turning sloivly upon Ms keel dis- 
appeared k*oia Ms sight. 

In the contemplatiTe mood vMch these words had awakened, 
Mr. Samuel Weller walked forth from the Great "WMie Horse 
when Ms father had left Mm ; and bending Ms steps towards 
St. Clement’s Church, endeavoured to dissipate Ms melan- 
choly, hy stroUing among its ancient precincts. He had 
loitered about, for some time, when he foimd MmseM in a 
retired spot — a kind of court-yard of venerable appearance — 
wMch he discovered had no other outlet thau the turning by 
wMch he had entered. Pie was al out reirr.c i'-g Ms steps, when 
he was suddenly transfixed to the spot hy a sudden appearance ; 
and the mode and manner of tMs appearance, we now proceed 
to relate. 

Mr. Samuel Weller had keen staring up, at the old red 
brick houses now and then, in Ms deep ahstraetionj bestowing 
a wink upon some healthy-looking servant giid as she drew up 
a blind, or threw open a hed-room window, when the green 
gate of a garden at the bottom of the yard, opened, and a man 
having emerged therefrom, closed the green gate very care- 
fully after Mm, and walked briskly towards the very spot 
where ?ilr. Weller was standing. 

How, taking tMs, as an isolated fact, imaccompanied by 
any attendant circumstances, there was nothing very extra- 
ordinary in it ; because in many parts of the world men do 
come out of gardens, close green gates after them, and even 
walk briskly away, without attracting any particular share of 
public observation. It is clear, therefore, that there must 
have been something in the man, or in Ms manner, or both, to 
attract ]\Ir. Weller’s particular notice. Whether there was, 
or not, we must leave £be reader to determine, when we 
have faithfully recounted the behaviour of the individual in 
question. 

When the man had shut the green gate after him, he 
walked, as we have said twice already, with a brisk pace up the 
court-yard; but he no sooner caught sight of ^Ir. Weller, 
than he faltered, and stopped, as if uncertain, for the moment, 
what course to adopt. As the green gate was closed behind 
Mm , and there was no other outlet hut the one in front, how- 
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ever, lie was not long in perceiving that he must pass Mr. 
Samuel Weller to get away. He therefore resumed his brisk 
pace, and advanced, staring straight before him. The most 
extraordinary thing about the man was, that he was contorting 
his face iato the most fearful and astonishing grimaces that 
ever were beheld. Nature’s handywork never was disguised 
with such extraordinary artificial carving, as the man had 
overlaid his countenance with, in one moment. 

'' Well 1 ’’ said Mr. Weller to himself, as the man ap- 
proached. This is wery odd. I could ha’ swore it was him.” 

Up came the man, and his face became more frightfully 
distorted than ever, as he drew nearer. 

I could take my oath to that ’ere black hair, and mulberry 
suit,” said Air. Weller j only I never see such a face as that, 
afore.” 

As Mr. Weller said this, the man’s features assumed an 
imearthly twinge, perfectly hideous. He was obliged to pass 
very near Sam however, and the scrutinising glance of that 
gentleman enabled him to detect, under all these appalling 
twists of feature, something too like the small eyes of Mr. Job 
Trotter, to be easily mistaken. 

Hallo, you sir ! ” shouted Sam, fiercely. 

The sti*anger stopped. 

Hallo ! ” repeated Sam, still more gruifiy. 

The man mth the horrible face, looked, with the greatest 
surprise, up the court, and down the court, and in at the 
windows of the houses — everywhere but at Sam Weller — and 
took another step forw^ard, when he was brought to again, by 
another shout. 

Hallo, you sir ! ” said Sam, for the third time. 

There was no pretending to mistake where the voice came 
from now, so the stranger having no other resource, at last 
looked Sam Weller full in the face. 

It won’t do, Job Trotter,” said Sam. Come ! None o’ 
that ’ere nonsense. You ain’t so wery ’ansome that you can 
afford to throw avay many o’ your good looks. Bring them 
’ere eyes o’ your’n hack into their proper places, or I ’ll knock 
’em out of your head. Dy ’e hear ? ” 

As Mr. Weller appeared fully disposed to act up to the 
^irit of this address, Mr. Trotter gradually allowed his face to 
resume its natural expression ; and then giving a start of joy, 
exclaimed, What do I see ! Mr. Walker I ” 
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All,” replied Sam. You’re Trery glad to see me, ain t 
you ? ” 

^^Gladl” exclaimed Job Trotter; Ob, Mr. Walker, if 
j^ou bad but known bow I bave looked forward to this meet- 
ing 1 It is too mucb Mr. Walker; I cannot bear it, indeed I 
cannot.” And with these words, Mr. Trotter burst into a 
regular inundation of tears, and, flinging bis arms round those 
of Mr. Weber, embraced Mm closely, in an ecstacy of joy. 

^^Get off!” cried Sam, indignant at this process, and 
vainly endeavouring to extricate bimself from tbe grasp of Ms 
entbusiastic acquaintance. ^^Get off, I teb you. Mbiat are 
you crying over me for, you portable ingine ? ” 

Because I am so glad to see you,” repbed Job Trotter, 
graduaby releasing Mr. Weber, as tbe first symptoms of 
Ms pugnacity disappeared. *^Ob, Mr. Walker, tMs is too 
mucb.” 

“ Too mucb ! ” echoed Sam, I think it is too mucb — 
raytber ! Now what bave you got to say to me, eb ? ” 

Mr. Trotter made no reply; for tbe Httle pink pocket 
bandkercMef was in fob force. 

‘‘ What bave you got to say to me, afore I knock your bead 
off ? ” repeated Mr. Weber, in a -ibrcatening manner. 

“ Eb I ” said blr. Trotter, with a look of virtuous suiprise. 
What bave you got to say to me ? ” 

Mr. Walker?” 

Don’t cab me Valker ; my name’s Veber ; you know that 
veb enough. What bave you got to say to me ? ” 

Bless you, kir. Walker — ^Weber I mean — a great many 
things, if you wib come away somewhere, where we can talk 
comfortably. If you knew bow I bave looked for you, ]VIr. 
Weber—.” 

‘^Wery bard, indeed, I s’pose?” said Sam, drby. 

Very, very, sir,’^ repbed Mr. Trotter, without moving a 
muscle of Ms face. ^^But shake bands, ^Ir. Weber.” 

Sam eyed Ms compaMon for a few seconds, and then, as if 
actuated by a sudden impulse, compbed with Ms request. 

^^How,” said Job Trotter, as they walked away, How is 
your dear, good master? Ob, be is a worthy gentleman, 
Mr. Weber! I hope be didn’t catch cold, that dreadful 
night, sir.” 

There was a momentary look of deep slyness in Job Trotter’s 
eye, as be said iMs, wMeb ran a tbrbl through Mr. Weber’s 
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clenclied fist as lie burnt ■witb a desire to make a demoiLstra- 
tion on Ms ribs. Sam constrained bimself, boweYer, and 
replied that Ms master wsls extremely "well, 

Ob, I am so glad/^ repKed 5£r. Trotter, is be bere ? ’’ 

Is jourM ? ’’ asked Sam, by vay of reply. 

Ob, yes, be is bere, and I grieTe to say, Mr. Weller, be 
is going on, rrorse tban ever.’^ 

Ab, ab said Sam, 

“ Ob, sbocMng — ^terrible ! 

At a Ij .. ’k'':-.-' bo'.’’ ‘? said Sam. 

not at a boarding-scbool,^' replied Job Trotter, ivitb 
tbe same sly look wMcb Sam bad noticed before ; Not at a 
boaivlbig-sebooL ” 

At tbe bouse witb tbe green gate ? inquired Sam, 
eyeing Ms companion closely. 

^^No, no — ob, not there, repbed Job, rritb a quickness 
very nniisual to bim, ^^not there.” 

** What was you a doin' there? ” asked Sam, with a sharp 
glance. Got inside tbe gate by accident, perhaps ? ” 

^Yby, Mr. Weller,” repbed Job, I don't mind telling 
yon my bttle secrets, because, yon know, we took such a 
fancy for each other when we first met. Yon recobeet bow 
pleasant we were that morning ? ” 

Ob yes,” said Sam, impanemly. remember. Web.” 
Web,” repbed Job, speaking with great precision, and 
in tbe lo^w tone of a man who communicates an important 
secret ; ^Mn that bouse with tbe green gate, Mr. Weber, 
they keep a good many servants.” 

So I should think , &om tbe look on it,” interposed Sam. 
Yes,” continued Mr. Trotter, and one of them is a cook, 
who has saved up a bttle money, Air. Weber, and is desbous 
if she can ©stabbsb herself in life, to open a bttle shop in tbe 
chandlery way, you see.” 

''Yes?” 

" Yes, ]Mr. Weber. Web, sir, I met her at a chapel that I 
go to — a very neat bttle chapel in tMs town, Mr. Weber, 
where they sing tbe number four cobection of byinns, wMeb 
I generaby carry about with me, in a bttle book, wMcb you 
may perhaps have seen in nay band — and I got a bttle 
intimate with her, Mr. Weber, and from that, an acquaintance 
sprung up between us, and I may venture to say, Mb*. Weber, 
that I am to be tbe chandler.” 
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AIij and a Treiy amiable cbandler yon ’ll malie/’ replied 
Sam, eyeing Job ivitb a side look of intense dislike. 

Tbe great advantage of this, Mr, 'Weber,” continued Job, 
Ms eyes filling vdtb tears as ke spoke, mil be, that I sbali 
be able to leave my present disgraceful service vitb that bad 
man, and to devote myself to a better and more virtuous life 
— ^more like tke way in wMcli I was brought up, Ibr. ’Weber,” 

You must ha’ been wery nicely brought up,” said Sam. 

Oh, very, Mr. Weber, very,” repbed Jobj at the recol- 
lection of the purity of his youthful days, Mr. Trotter pubed 
forth the pink handkercMef, and wept copiously. 

^^You must ha’ been an uncommon nice boy, to go to 
school vith,” said Sam. 

I was sir,” repbed Job, heaving a deep sigh. I was 
the idol of the place.” 

Ah,” said Sam, I don’t wonder at it. "What a comfor 
you must ha’ been to your blessed mother.” 

At these words, Mr. Job Trotter inserted an end of the pink 
handkercMef into the comer of each eye, one after the other, 
and began to weex3 copiously. 

'Wot ’s the matter vith the man,” said Sam indignantly. 
‘‘ Chelsea waterworks is nothin’ to you. WTiat are you 
melting vith now — the consciousness o’ wibainy ? ” 

'‘I cannot keep my feelings' down, IMr. Weber,” said Job, 
after a short pause. To think that my master should have 
suspected the conversation I had with yours, and so dragged 
me away in a post-chaise, and after persuading the sweet 
young lady to say she knew notMng of liim, and bribing the 
school-mistress to do the same, deserted her for a better 
speculation, — oh ! Mr. W'eUer, it makes me shudder.” 

Oh, that was the vay, was it ? ” said Mr. Weber. 

To be sure it was,” repbed Job. 

^^Yeb,” said Sam, as they had now arrived near the 
Hotel, I vant to have a little bit o’ talk with you, Job ; so 
if you ’re not partickler engaged, 1 should like to see you at 
the Great White Horse to-night, somewheres about eight 
o’clock.” 

“ I shab be sure to come,” said Job. 

Yes, you ’d better,” replied Sam, with a very meaning 
look, or else I shab perhaps be askin’ arter you, at tho 
other side of the green gate, and then I might cut you out, 
you know.” 
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stall be sure to be with, you, sir,’^ said Mr. Trotter; 
aud wriugiag Sam’s hand with the utmost fervour, he walked 
away. 

‘^Take care, Job Trotter, take care,” said Sam, looting 
after him, or I shall he one too many for you this time : I 
shall, indeed.” Having uttered this soliloquy, and looked 
after Job tili he was to be seen no more, Mr. Weller made 
the best of his way to his master’s bed-room. 

It ’s all in training, sir,” said Sam. 

What ’s iu training, Sam ? ” inquired Air. Pickwick. 

I have found ’em out, sir,” said Sam. 

Found out who ? ” 

That ’ere queer customer, and the melan-cholly chap with 
the black hair.” 

^ impossible, Sam! ” said Mr. Pickwick, with the greatest 
energy. Where are they, Sam ; where are they ? ” 

“Hush, hush!” replied Mr. Weller; and as he assisted 
Jlr. Pickwick to dress, he detailed the plan of action on which 
he proposed to enter. 

“But when is this to be done, Sam?” inquired Mi\ 
Pickwick. 

“ All in good time, sir,” replied Sam. 

Whether it was done in good time, or not, wiU be seen 
hereafter. 



THE hckwige: club. 


333 


OHAPTEH XXIV. 


WHEEEnr MR. PETER MAG3STJS GROWS JEALOUS, AND THE MIBELE-AGED LADY 

apprehensive, which brings the pickwickians within the grasp 

OP THE LAW. 

When Mr. Pickwiclj: descended to the room in which he 
and Mr. Peter Magnus had spent the preceding evening, he 
found that gentleman with the major part of the contents of 
the two bags, the leathern hat-box, and the brown-paper parcel, 
displayed to all possible advantage on his person, while he 
himself was pacing np and down the room in a state of the 
utmost excitement and agitation. 

Good morning, sir,^’ said Mr. Peter Magnus. What 
do you think of this, sir ? 

Very effective indeed,” replied Mr. Pickwick, surveying 
the garments of IMr. Peter Magnus with a good-natured 
smile. 

Yes, I think it ’ll do,” said Mr. Magnus. Mr. Pick- 
wick, sir, I have sent up my card.” 

Have you ? ” said Mr. Pickwick. 

Yes ,* and the waiter brought back word, that she would 
see me at eleven — ^at eleven, sir; it only wants a quarter 
now.” 

Very near the time,” said Mr. Pickwick. 

Yes, it is rather near,” replied JVIr. Magnus, rather too 
near to be pleasant — eh ! Mr. Pickwick, sir ? ” 

Confidence is a great thing in these cases,” observed Mr. 
Pickwick. 

I believe it is, sir,” said IMr. Peter Magnus. I am very 
confident, sir, Eeally, Mr. Pickwick, I do not see why a 
man should feel any fear in such a case as this, sir. What is 
it, sir ? There nothing to he ashamed of ; it ’s a matter of 
mutual accommodation, nothing more. Husband on one side, 
wife on the other. That ’s my view of ihe matter, Mr, 
Pickwick.” 
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is a very pliilosopMcal one/’ replied llr. Pickwick, 

But Breakfast is waiting, BIr. Magnus. Come.” 

Down tkey sat to Breakfast, But it was evident, notwitli- 
standing tlie Boasting of Mr. Peter Magnus, tBat Be laBoured 
under a very consideraBle degree of nervousness, of wBicB 
loss of appetite, a propensity to upset tBe tea-tBings, a spectral 
attempt at drollery, and an iiresistiBle inclination to look at tBe 
clock, every otBer second, were among tBe principal s^naptoms. 

« He — ^Be — ^Be,” tittered IMr. Magnus, affecting cBeerfuBiess, 
and gasping witB agitation. only wants tw^o minutes, 

Pickwick. Am I pale, Sir ? ” 

Not very,” replied Mr. Pickwick. 

TBere was a brief pause. 

I Beg your pardon, Air. Pickwick I But Bave you ever 
done tMs sort of tBing in your time ? ” said Air. Alagnus. 

“ You mean proposing ? ” said Air. Pickwick. 

^^Yes.” 

Never,” said Air. Pickwick, with great energy, never,” 

You Bave no idea, then? Bow it ’s best to Begin ? ” said 
Air. Alagnus. 

^^WBy,” said Air. Pickwick, may Bave formed some 
ideas upon tBe subject, But, as I never Bave submitted tbem to 
tBe test of experience, I sBould Be sorry if you were induced 
to regulate your proceedings By them.” 

I sBould feel very mucB oBliged to you, for any advice, 
sir,” said Air. Alagnus, taking anotber look at tBe clock : tBe 
Band of wBicB was verging on tBe five minutes past, 

‘‘ AVail, sir,” said Air. Pickwick, witB tBe profound solemnity 
wiiB wBieh. tBat great man could, wBen Be pleased, render Bis 
remarks so deeply impressive : I sBould commence, sir, 
witB a tribute to the lady’s Beauty and excellent qualities ; 
from tbem, sir, I sBould diverge to my own unwortBiness.” 

Very good,” said Air Alagnus. 

UnwortBiness for her only, mind, sir,” resumed Air. Pick- 
wick; ^^for to ^ow tBat I was not wBoHy unwortBy, sir, I 
sBould take a brief review of my past life, and present con- 
dition. I sBould argue, By analogy, tBat to anybody else, I 
must Be a very desiraBle object. I sBould tben expatiate on 
tBe warmth of my love, and the depth of my devotion. Per- 
haps I might then Be tempted to seize her Band.” 

Yes, I see,” said Mr. Magnus ; that would be a very 
great point.” 
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siLOuld tken, sir/' continued ]^Ir. Piekwick, gromng 
'warmer as tlie subject presented itself in more glowing colours 
before Mm — sbould tben, sir, come to tbe plain and 
simple cpiestion, ^ Will 3’'ou bave me ? ' I tbink I am justified 
in assuming that upon tMs, sbe would turn away ber bead " 

^^You tbink ibat may be taken for granted?” said Hr. 
Magnus ; because, if sbe did not do tbat at tbe right jjlace, 
it would be embarrassing.” 

I tbink sbe would,” said blr. Pickwick. Upon tMs, sir, 
I should squeeze ber band, and I tbink — I tJiuikj Mr. i.Iagniis 
— ^tbat after I bad done tbat, supposmg there was no refusal, 
I should gently draw away tbe bandkercMef, wMeb my slight 
kuou'lcdge of human nature leads me to suppose the lady 
would be applying to ber eyes at the moment, and steal a 
respectful kiss. I tbink I should Hss ber, Mr. Magnus ; and 
at tMs particular point, I am decidedly of opinion tbat if tbe 
lady were going to take me at aE, sbe would mmmur into my 
ears a bashful acceptance.” 

hir. Magnus started : gazed on Mr. Pickwick’s intelligent 
face, for a short time in sEence : and then (tbe dial pomting 
to tbe ten minutes past) shook Mm warmly by tbe band, and 
rushed desperately from tbe room. 

]VIr. Pickwick bad taken a few strides to and fro ; and tbe 
small band of tbe clock foEowing tbe latter part of Ms 
example, bad arrived at tbe figure wMcb indicates tbe half 
hour, when tbe door suddenly opened. He turned round to 
greet Mr. Peter Magnus, and encountered, in Ms stead, tbe 
joyous face of Mr. Tupmar., tbe serene countenance of !^lr. 
Winkle, and tbe intoEectual lineaments of Mr. Snodgrass. 

As Mr. Pickwick greeted them, ]\Ir. Peter Magnus tripped 
into tbe room. 

^‘My friends, the genfreman I was speaking of — ^^Ir. 
Magnus,” said 'Mr, Pickwick. 

Your servant, gentlemen,” said IMr. Magnus, evidenEy in 
a Mgb state of excitement ; bir. Pickwick, aEow me to speak 
to you, one moment, sir.” 

As be said this, Mr. Magnus harnessed Ms fore-finger to 
Mr. Pickwick's button-bole, and, drawing him into a window 
recess, said: 

Congratulate me, hJr. Pickwick; I foEowed your advice 
to tbe very letter.” 

And it was all correct, was it ? ” inquired ]Mr. Pickwick. 
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was sir — cotild not possibly bave been better/^ replied 
Air. Magnus ; Mr. Pickwickj sbe is mine/' 

I congratulate yon witb all my heart, ” replied Air. Pick- 
Tiick, warmly shaking bis new friend by the band. 

Yon mnst see her, sir/' said Air. Alagnns; “this way, if 
yon please. Excnse ns for one instant, gentlemen." Hnrrying 
on in this way, Air. Peter Alagnns drew Mr. Pickwick from 
the room. He pansed at the next door in the passage, and 
tapped gently thereat. 

“ Come in 1 " said a female voice. And in they went. 

'^Aliss AVitberfield," said Air. Alagnns, Allow me to 
introdnee my very particular Mend, Air. Pickwick. Air. Pick- 
wick, I beg to make you known to Miss AVitberfield." 

The lady was at the upper end of the room. As Air. Pick- 
wick bownd, be took bis spectacles from bis waistcoat pocket, 
and put them on ; a process which be bad no sooner gone 
through, than, uttering an exclamation of surprise, Mr. Pick- 
wick retreated several paces : and the lady, with a half- 
suppressed scream, hid her face in her hands, and dropped into 
a chair : whereupon Air. Peter Magnus was stricken motion- 
less on the spot, and gazed from one to the other, with a 
countenance expressive of the extremities of horror and 
surprise. 

This certainly was, to all appearance, very unaccountable 
behaviour j but the fact is, that Air. Pickwick no sooner put 
on his spectacles, than he at once recognised in the friture 
Airs. Alagnus the lady into whose room he had so unwar- 
rantably intruded on the previous night ; and the spectacles 
had no sooner crossed Air. Pickwick's nose, than the lady at 
once identified the countenance which she had seen surrounded 
by all the horrors of a night-cap. So the lady screamed, and 
Air. Pickwick started. 

Air. Pickwick 1 " exclaimed Air. Alagnus, lost in astonish- 
ment, ^‘What is the meaning of this, sir? What is the 
meaning of it, six ? " added Mr. Alagnus, in a threatening, 
and a louder tone. 

Sir," said Air. Pickwick, somewhat indignant at the very 
sudden manner in which Air. Peter Magnus had conjugated 
himself into the imperative mood, I decline answering that 
qu^tion." 

You decline it, sir ?" said Air. Alagnus. 

I do, sir," replied Air. Pickwick; I object to saying any- 
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tiling which may compromise tiLat la%, or avaken nnpleasaxit 
recoILectioiis in iier breast, witliout her consent and per- 
mission.” 

Mss Witberfield,” said !Mr. Peter Magnus, do yon know 
tbis person?” 

Elnow Mm 1” repeated tbe middle-aged lady, besitating. 

‘^^Yes, know b im, maMm. I said know bim,” replied 
Mr. Magnus, witb ferocity. 

I bave seen bim,” replied tbe middle-aged lady. 

‘^MTiere?” inquired Mr. Magnus, where ?” 

Tbat,” said tbe i 1 lady, lisiog bom ber seat, 

and averting ber bead, mat i would not reveal for worlds.” 

I understand you, ma’am,” said ]Mr. Pickwick, “ and 
respect your deHcacy; it sball never be revealed by me, 
depend upon it.” 

Upon my word, ma’am,” said ]Mr. Magnus, considering 
tbe situation in wMcb I am placed, witb regard to yourself^ 
you carry tMs matter off witb tolerable coolness — ^tolerable 
cooMess, ma’am.” 

“Cruel IVIr. Magnus!” said tbe . . 1 lady; bere 

sbe wept very copiously indeed. 

“Address your observations to me, sir,” interposed Mr. 
Pickwick ; “ I alone am to blame, if anybody be.” 

“Ob! you alone are to blame, are you, sir?” said Mr. 
Magnus; “I — I — see tbrougb tMs, sb. You repent of your 
determination now, do you ?” 

“ My determination ! ” said jVIr. Pickwick. 

“Your determination, sir. Ob! don’t stare at me, sb,” 
said Mr. Magnus ; “I recollect your words last nigbt, sir. 
You came down bere, sb, to expose tbe treacbery and false- 
hood of an individual on whose truth and honour you bad 
placed implicit reliance — eb?” Here Mr. Peter Magnus 
indtilged in a prolonged sneer; and taking off Ms green 
spectacles — ^wMcb be probably found superfluous in Ms fit of 
jealousy — ^rolled Ms bttle eyes about, in a manner wMcb was 
Mgbtful to behold. 

“Eb?” said M. Magnus; and then be repeated tbe sneer 
witb increased effect- “ But you sball answer it, sb.” 

“ Answer what?” said bir, Pickwick. 

“ Never mind, sb,” replied Mr. Magnus, striding up and 
down tbe room. “ Never mind.” 

Ibere must be something very comprehensive in tMs pM*ase 
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of ISTever mind/’ for we do not recollect to Iiare ever wit- 
nessed a quarrel in the street, at a theatre, public room, or 
elsewhere, in which it has not been the standard reply to all 
belligerent inquiries. “Do you call yourself a gentleman, 
sir?’’ — “Never mind, sir.” “ Did I offer to say anything to 
the young woman, sir?” — “Never mind, sir.” “Do you 
want your head kuoched up against that wall, sir ?” — “ Never 
mind, sir.” It is observable, too, that there would appear to 
be some hidden taunt in this universal “ Never mind,” which 
rouses more indignation in the bosom of the individual 
addressed, than the most lavish abuse could possibly awaken. 

We do not mean to assert that the application of this brevity 
to himself, struck exactly that indignation to Mr. Pickwick’s 
soul, which it would infallibly have roused in a vulgar 
breast. We merely record the fact that Mr. Pickwick opened 
the room door, and abruptly called out, “Tupman come 
here !” 

Mr. Tupman immediately presented himself, with a look of 
very considerable surprise. 

“ Tupman,” said Mr. Pickwick, “ a secret of some delicacy, 
in whidi that lady is concerned, is the cause of a difference 
which has just arisen between this gentleman and myself. 
When I assure him, in your presence, that it has no relation 
to himself, and is not in any way connected with his affairs, I 
need hardly heg you to take notice that if he continue to 
dispute it, he expresses a doubt of my veracity, which I shall 
consider extremely insulting.” As AD*. Pickwick said this, he 
looked encyclopscdias at hlr. Peter Magnus. 

Mr. Pickwick’s upright and honourable hearing, coupled 
with that force and energy of speech which so eminently 
distingnished him, would have carried conviction to any 
reasonable mind ; but unfortunately at that particular moment, 
the mind of Mr. Peter Magnus was in anything but reasonable 
order. Consequently, instead of receiving Mr. Pickwick’s 
explanation as he ought to have done, he forthwith proceeded 
to work himself into a red-hot, scorching, consuming passion, 
and to talk about what was due to his own feelings, and all 
that sort of thing : adding force to his declamation hy striding 
to and ff*o, and pulling his hair — Cumusements w'hich he woulcl 
vary occasionally, by shaking his fist in Mr. Pickwick’s 
philardhropic t ountonancc. 

Mr. Pickwick, hi his turn, conscious of his own itmoeence and 
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rectitude, and irritated By Baling imfortuiiately iaTolved tlie 
middle-aged lady in suck an unpleasant aJffair, iras not so 
quietly disposed as was Ms wont. Tke consequence was^ tkat 
words ran Mgk, and voices kigker ; and at lengtk Mr. Magnus 
told Mr. Pickwick ke skould kear from kim : to wMck iMr. 
Pickwick replied, witk laudable politeness, tkat tke sooner 
ke keard from kim tke better; wkereupon tke middle-aged 
lady rusked in terror from tke room, out of wMck !Mr. Tup- 
man dragged IMr. Pickwick, leaving ]Mr. Peter Magnus to 
kimseK and meditation. 

If tke middle-aged lady kad mingled muck witk tke busy 
world, or kad profited at all, by tke manners and customs of 
tkose wko make tke laws and set tke fasMons, ske would kave 
known tkat tMs sort of ferocity is ike most karmless tking in 
nature ; but as ske kad kved for tke most part in tke country, 
and never read tke parHamentary debates, ske was little 
versed in tkese particular refinements of civilised life. Accord- 
ingly, wken ske kad gained ker bed-ckamber, bolted kerself 
in, and begun to meditate on tke scene ske kad just witnessed, 
tke most terrific pictures of slaughter and destruction presented 
themselves to ker imagination ; among wMck, a foll-lengtk 
portrait of Mr. Peter Magnus borne kome by four men, witk 
tke embelliskment of a whole barrel-full of bullets in Ms left 
side, was among tke very least. Tke more ike mkulle-aged 
lady meditated, tke more terrified ske became ; and at lengtk 
ske determined to repair to tke kouse of tke principal magis- 
trate of ike town, and request kim to secure tke persons of 
Mr. Pickwick and Mr, Tupman, without delay. 

To ikis decision, the middle-aged lady was impelled ky a 
varieiy of considerations, tke cMef of wMck, was tke incon- 
testable proof it would afford of ker devotion to J^Ir. Peter 
Magnus, and ker anxiety for Ms safety. Ske was too well 
acquainted witk Ms jealous temperament to veniui-e iko sHgktest 
allusion to tke real cause of her agitation on beholding Mr. 
Pickwick ; and ske trusted to her own influence and power of 
persuasion witk tke little man, to quell Ms boisterous jealousy, 
supposing tkat Mr. Pickwick were removed, and no fresk 
quarrel could arise. Pilled witk tkese reflections, tke middle- 
aged lady arrayed kerself in ker komiet and skawl, and 
repaired to tke Mayor^s dwelling straigkt^’ay. 

Now George Nupkins, Esquire, tbe piirclpal magistrate 
aforesaid, was as grand a personage a'? rhe fa5:t(>i walker 

z2 
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'would find out, Uetweeu sunrise and sunset, on tide twenty-first 
of June, wMcIi being, according to tlie almanacs, tiie longest 
day in tbe whole year, would naturally afford M m the longest 
period for his search. On this particular morning Mr. Nup- 
Trins was in a state of the utmost excitement and irritation, for 
there had been a rebellion in the town ; all the day-scholars at 
the largest day-school, had conspired to breah the windows of 
an obnoxious apple-seller; and had hooted the beadle, and 
pelted the constabulary — an elderly grut>T‘''".u in top-boots, 
who had been called out to repress ' '■ .u* , and who had 
been a peace-officer, man and boy, for half a century at least. 
And AJr. NupMns was sitting in Ms easy chair, ffiowning witli 
majesty, and boiling with rage, when a lady was announced 
on pres>* g. rcirr/’r, and particular business. Mr. NupMns 
looked t/y ‘'« and commanded that the lady should be 

shown in : wMch command, like all the mandates of emperors, 
and magistrates, and other great potentates of the earth, was 
forthwith obeyed ; and Miss Witherfield, iuterestingly agitated, 
was uifiiered in accordingly. 

Muzzle 1 said the magistrate. 

Muzzle was an under-sized footman, with a long body and 
short legs. 

Muzzle ! ’’ 

Yes, your worsMp.” 

Place a chair and leave the room.’^ 

Yes, your worsMp.’^ 

“ Now, ma’am, will you state your busiaess ? ” said the 
magistrate. 

It is of a very pamfol kind, sir,” said jVIiss Witherfield. 

'^Yeiy likely, ma’am,” said the magistrate. ^'Compose 
your feelings, ma’am.” Here Mr. Nupkins looked bemgnant. 
^^And then teE me what legal business brings you here, 
ma’am.” Here the magistrate triumphed over the man; and 
he looked stem again. 

It is very distressing to me, sir, to give tMs information,” 
said Miss Witherfield, “ but I fear a duel is going to be fought 
here.” 

Here, ma’am ? ” said the magistate. Where, ma’am ? ” 

In Ipswich.” 

In Ipswich, ma’ am — a duel ia Ipswich ! ” said the magis- 
trate, perfeetty aghast at the notion. Impossible, ma’am ; 
nothing of the kind can be contemplated in this town, I am 
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persuaded. Bless my soul, ma'am, are you aware of tlie 
actiTity of our local magistracy? Do you happen to have 
heard, ma'am, that I rushed into a prize-ring on the fourth of 
May last, attended hy only sixty special constables ; and, at 
the hazard of f al li n g a sacrifice to the angry passions of an 
infuriated multitude, prohibited a pugilistic contest between 
the Middlesex Dumpling and the Suffolk Bantam ? A duel 
in Ipswich, ma’am I I don’t think — I do not think,” said the 
magistrate, reasoning with himseff, ^^that any two men can 
have had the hardihood to plan such a breach of the peace, in 
this town.” 

My information is unfortunately but too correct,” said the 
middle-aged lady, I was present at the quarrel.” 

'^It’s a most extraordinary thing,” said the astounded 
magistrate. “ Muzzle ! ” 

Yes, your worship.” 

Send Mr, Jinks here, directly — ^instantly.” 

Yes, your worship.” 

Muzzle retired ; and a pale, sharp-nosed, half-fed, shabbily- 
clad clerk, of middle age, entered the room. 

hir. Jinks,” said the magistrate. Mr. Jinks I ” 

“ Sir,” said hlr. Jinks. 

This lady, Mr. Jinks, has come here, to give information 
of an intended duel in this town.” 

IVIr. Jinks, not exactly knowing what to do, smiled a 
dependent’s smile. 

"^Tiat are you laughing at, hlr. Jinks ? ” said the 
magistrate. 

Mr. Jinks looked serious instantly. 

Mr. Jinks,” said the magistrate, “you’re a fool.” 

hir. Jinks looked humbly at the great man, and bit the top 
of his pen. 

“ You may see something very comical in this ioformation, 
sir ; hut I can tell you this, IVIr. Jinks, that you have very 
little to laugh at,” said the magistrate. 

The hungry-looking Jinks sighed, as if he were quite aware 
of the fact of his having very little indeed to be meny about ; 
and, being ordered to take the lady’s ioformation, shambled 
to a seat, and proceeded to write it down. 

“ This man, Pickwick, is the principal, I understand,” said 
the magistrate, when the statement was finished. 

“ Pie is,” said the uiiddle-agcd lady. 
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And tlie otlier rioter — wliat ’s Ms name, Mir, Jinks ? 
Tnpman, six/^ 

Tnpman is tlie second ? ” 

Yes.” 

TKe otiLer principal yon say, lias absconded, ma’am ? ” 
Yes,” replied Miss T^Ttlierfield, witli a short congli. 

Very well,” said the '‘'iiiir^iraic “These are two cut- 
throats from London, who have come down here to destroy 
his Majesty’s population : thinking that at this distance from 
the capital, the arm of the law is weak and paralysed. They 
shall be made an example of. Draw np the warrants, Air. 
Jinks. Muzzle ! ” 

“ Yes, your worship.” 

“ Is Grummer down stairs ? ” 

“ Yes, your worship.” 

“ Send him up.” 

The obsequious Muzzle retired, and presently returned, 
introducing the elderly gentleman in the top-boots, who was 
chiefly remarkable for a bottle-nose, a hoarse voice, a snuff- 
coloured surtout, and a wandenng eye. 

“ Grummer,” said the magistrate. 

“ Your wash-up.” 

“ Is the town quiet now ? ” 

“ Pretiy well, your wash-up,” replied Grummer. “ Pop’lar 
feeling has in a measure subsided, consekens o’ the boys 
hawng dispersed to cricket.” 

“Nothing but vigorous measures will do in these times, 
Grummer,” said the magistrate, in a determined manner. 
“ If the authority of the king’s officers is set at nought, we 
must have the Kiot Act road. If the civil power cannot pro- 
tect these windows, Grummer, the military must protect the 
civil power, and the windows too. I believe that is a maxim 
of the constitution, Mr. Jinks? ” 

“ Certainly, sir,” said Jinks. 

“ Very good,” said the magistrate, signing the warrants. 
“ Grummer, you will bring these persons before me this affcer- 
noo3i. You will And them at the Great White Horse. You 
recollect the ease of the Middlesex Dumpling and the Suffolk 
Bantam, Grummer ? ” 

Mir. Gr um mer intimated, by a retrospective shake of the 
head, that he ^ould never forget it — as indeed it was not 
likely he would, so long as it continued to be cited daily. 
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TMs is even more nnconstitutioiial,’’ said tlie magistrate ; 

tMs is even a greater Hreack of the peace, and a grosser 
infringement of Ms Majesty’s prerogative. I "believe duelling 
is one of Ms Majesty’s most undoubted prerogatives, ]Mr. 
Jinks?” 

Expressly stipulated in Magna Charta, sir,” said J^Ir. Jinks. 

One of the brightest jewels in the British crown, wrong 
from Ms Majesty by the Barons, I believe, Mr. Jinks ? ” said 
the magistrate. 

Just so, sir,” replied IVlr. Jinks. 

Very well,” said the magistrate, drawing liimself up 
proudly, it shall not be violated in tMs portion of Ms 
domin i ons. Grummer, procure assistance, and execute these 
warrants with as little delay as possible. Muzzle 1 ” 

Yes, your worsMp.” 

Show the lady out.” 

Miss Witherfield retired, deeply impressed with the magis- 
trate’s learning and research; hir. NiipMns retired to lunch ; 
Mr. Jinks retired within himself — that being the only retire- 
ment he had, except the sofa-bedstead in tbe small parlour 
wMch was occupied by Ms landlady’s family in the day-time 
— and Mr. Grummer retired, to wipe out, by Ms mode of 
discharging Ms present commission, the insult wMeh had 
been fastened upon Mmself, and the other representative of 
Ms Majesty — ^the beadle — ^in the course of the morning. 

■While these resolute and determined preparations for the 
conservation of the King’s peace, were pending, IMr. Pick- 
wick and his friends, wholly unconscious of the mighty events 
in progress, had sat quietly down to dinner ; and very talk- 
ative and companionable they all were. Mr. Pickwick was in 
the very act of relating his adventure of the preceding night, 
to the great amusement of Ms followers: kir. Tupman 
especially : when the door opened, and a somewhat forbidding 
countenance peeped into tbe room. Ilie eyes in the forbid- 
ding countenance looked very earnestly at ]\Ir. Pickwick, for 
several seconds, and were to all appearance satisfied with 
their investigalion ; for the body to wMch the forbidding 
countenance belonged, slowly brought itself into the apart- 
ment, and presented the form of an elderly individual in 
top-boots — not to keep the reader any longer in suspense, in 
short, the eyes were the wandering eyes of IVIr. Grummer, 
and the body was the body of the same gentleman. 
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Air. GruiDiiier’s mode of procGeding was professional, but 
peculiar. His first act was to Lolt the door on the inside ; 
Ms second, to polish Ms head and countenance very carefollj 
with a cotton handkercMef ; Ms third, to place Ms hat, vith 
the cotton handkercMef in it, on the nearest chair ; and Ms 
fourth to produce firom the breast-pocket of his coat a short 
truncheon surmounted by a brazen crown, with wMch he- 
beckoned to Air. Pickwick with a grave and ghost-hke air. 

AI.’ S: olgr*:-- vas the first to break the astonished silence. 
He I'ck 'I < at Air. Grummer for a brief space, and 

then said emphatically: ^'TMs is a private room, sir — a 
private room.” 

Air. Grummer shook Ms head, and replied, ^'ISTo room’s 
private to His Alajesty when the street door ’s once passed. 
That’s law. Some people maintains that an Englishman’s 
house is Ms castle. That ’s gammon.” 

The Pickwdckians gazed on each other, with wondering eyes. 

“Which is Air. Tupman?” inquired Air. Grummer. He 
had an intuitive perception of Air. Pickwick ; he knew Mm at 
once. 

“ Afy name ’s Tupman,” said that gentleman. 

“ Aly name ’s Law,” said Air. Grummer. 

“ AYhat ? ” said Air. Tupman. 

“Law,” rephed Air. Grummer, “law, ciYil power, and 
exekative ; them ’s my titles ; here ’s my authority. Blank 
Tupman, blank Pickvick — against the peace of our sufferin 
Lord the King — ^stattit in that case made and purwided — and 
ah regular. I apprehend you Pickvick! Tupman — the 
aforesaid.” 

“ What do you mean by tMs insolence ? ” said Air. Tupman, 
starting up : “ Leave the room ! ” 

“ Halloo,” said Air. Grummer, retreating very expeditiously 
to the door, and opening it an inch or two, “ Dubbley.” 

“ AYeh,” said a deep voice from the passage. 

“ Come for’ard, Hubbley,” said Air. Gru m mer. 

At the word of command, a dirty-faced man, something 
over sis feet high, and stout in proportion, squeezed Mmself 
through the half-open door : making his face very red in the 
process : and entered the room. 

“Is the other specials outside, Duhhley?” inquired Air. 
Grummer. 

Air. Duhhley, who was a man of few words, nodded assent. 
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Order in tlie diwision under your cliarge, BubbJey,” said 
IMr. Gni mm er. 

IMr. Dubbley did as be ^ras desired ; and balf a dozen men, 
eacb witb a short truncbeon and a brass eroTm, docked into 
the room. Mr. Gmmmer pocketed ids stad, and looked at 
jMt. Dubbley; Mr. Dubbley pocketed his staff, and looked 
at the division ; and tbe division pocketed their staves, and 
looked at Messrs. Tupman and Pickwick. 

bir. Pickwick and bis followers, rose as one man. 

Wbat is tbe meaning of tbis atrocious intrusion upon my 
I)rivacy ? ’’ said Mr. Pickwick. 

“ 1^0 dares apprehend me ? ” said Mr. Tiipman. 

What do you want here, Scoundrels ? ” said Mr. Snod- 
grass. 

Mr. Winkle said nothing, but be ffxed bis eyes on Grum- 
mer, and bestowed a look upon him, which if be bad bad any 
feeling, must have pierced bis brain. As it was, however, it 
bad no visible effect upon him whatever. 

When tbe executive perceived that Mr. Pickwick and bis 
Mends were disposed to resist tbe authority of tbe law, 
they very signliicantl}- turned up their coat sleeves, as if 
knocking them down in tbe first instance, and taking them 
up afterw'ards, were a mere professional act which bad only 
to be thought of, to be done, as a matter of course. Tbis 
demonstration was not lost upon IMr. Pickwick. He conferred 
a few moments witb Mr. Tupman apart, and then signified 
bis readiness to proceed to tbe Mayor’s residence: merely 
begging tbe parties then and there assembled, to take notice, 
that it was bis firm intention to resent tbis monstrous invasion 
of bis privileges as an EngHsbman, tbe instant be was at 
liberty; whereat tbe parties then and there assembled laughed 
very heartily, witb tbe single exception of jMt. Gm mm er, 
who seemed to consider that any slight cast npon tbe divine 
right of magistrates, was a species of blasphemy, not to be 
tolerated. 

But when IMr. Pickwick bad signified bis readiness to bow 
to tbe laws of bis country ; and just when tbe waiters, and 
hostlers, and chamber-maids, and post-boys, who bad anti- 
cipated a deHgbtfol commotion from bis threatened obsti- 
nacy, began to turn away, disappointed and disgusted ; a 
difficuliy arose wMcb bad not been foreseen. Witb every 
sentiment of veneration for tbe constituted authorities, Mr. 



POSTHUMOUS PAPBBS OF 


zm 

Pickwick resolutely protested against making Ms appearance 
in tke puklic streets, surrounded and guarded by tbe officers of 
justice, like a common criminal. Mr. Grummer, in tbe tben 
disturbed state of public feeling (for it was balf-boliday, 
and tbe boys bad not yet gone borne), as resolutely protested 
against walking on tbe opposite side of tbe way, .and taking 
Pickwick’s parole Hiat be would go straight to tbe 
magistrate’s; and botb IVIr. Pickwick and Mr. Tupman as 
strenuously objected to tbe expense of a post-coacb, wMcb was 
tbe only respectable conveyance tbat could be obtained. Tbe 
dispute ran bigb, and tbe dilemma lasted long ; and just as 
tbe executive were on tbe point of overcoming Mr. Pickwick’s 
objection to walking to tbe magistrate’s by tbe trite expedient 
of carrying bim tMtber, it was recoHected tbat there stood in 
tbe inn yard, an old sedan chair, wMeb having been originally 
built for a gouty gentleman with funded property, would bold 
Mr. Pickwick and Mr. Tupman, at least as conveniently as a 
modem post-chaise. Tbe chair was hired, and brought into 
tbe ball ; Mr. Pickwick and Mr. Tupman squeezed themselves 
inside, and pulled down the blinds ; a couple of chairmen were 
speedily found; and tbe procession started in grand order. 
The specials surrounded the body of tbe veMde ; Mr. Grum- 
mer and Mr. Dubbley marched triumphantly in front; Mr. 
Snodgrass and Mr. Winkle walked arm-in-arm behind ; and 
tbe unsoaped of Ipswich brought up tbe rear. 

Tbe shopkeepers of the town, although they bad a very 
indistinct notion of tbe nature of the offence, could not but be 
much edified and gratified by this spectacle. Here was tbe 
strong arm of tbe law, coming down with twenty gold-beater 
force, upon two offenders from tbe metropolis itself; tbe 
mighty engine was directed by their own magistrate, and 
worked by their own officers ; and botb tbe criminals by their 
united efforts wme securely shut up, in tbe narrow compass of 
one sedan-chair. Many were tbe expressions of approval and 
admiration wHcb greeted Mr. Grummer, as be beaded tbe 
cavalcade, staff in band ; loud and long were tbe shouts wHcb 
were raised by tbe unsoaped ; and amidst these united testimo- 
nials of pubHe approbation, tbe procession moved slowly and 
majestically along. 

Mr. Weller, habited in bis morning jacket with tbe black 
calico sleeves, was returning in a rather desponding state from 
-an unsuccessfiil survey of tbe mysterious bouse wiib tbe green 
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gate, wlieii, raising Ms eyes, lie Uelield a crowd pouring down 
tlie street, surrounding an object wMcb bad yeiy mucb tbe 
appearance of a sedan-cbair. Willing to divert bis tbougbts 
from tbe failure of Ms enterprise, be stepped aside to see tbe 
crowd pass ; and finding tbat tbey were cbeering away, very 
mucb to tbeir own satisfaction, fortb'witb began (by way of 
raising Ms spirits) to cbeer too, witb all Ms might and main. 

Mr. Grummer passed, and blr Dubbley passed, and tbe 
sedan passed, and tbe body-guard of specials passed, and Sam 
was still responding to tbe enthusiastic cheers of tbe mob, and 
waving Ms bat about as if be were in tbe very last extreme 
of tbe wildest joy (though, of course, be bad not tbe faintest 
idea of tbe matter in band), when be was suddenly stopped by 
tbe unexpected appearance of bir. WinMe and bfr. Snodgrass. 

^^b^Uiat’s tbe row, genl’mM?’' cried Sam. ‘^Wbo have 
tbey got in tMs here watch-box in mournin’ ? ” 

Both gentlemen replied together, but tbeir words were lost 
in tbe tumult. 

Who ? ” cried Sam again. 

Once more, was a joint reply returned; and though tbe 
words were inaudible, Sam saw b}’' tbe motion of tbe two pairs 
of lips tbat tbey bad uttered tbe magic word Pickwick.” 

TMs was enough. In another minute blr. Weller bad made 
Ms way through tbe crowd, stopped tbe chairmen and con- 
fronted tbe portly Grummer. 

Hallo, old genl’m’n ! ” said Sam. Who have you got 
in this here conwayanoe ? ” 

Stand back,” said Mr. Grummer, whose dignity, like tbe 
digniiy of a great many other men, bad been wondxoiisly 
augmented by a little popularity. 

‘‘ Knock Mm down, if be don’t,” said Mr. Dubbley. 

^^I’m wery mucb obliged to you, old genl’m’n,” replied 
Sam, ^^for cousultiug my eouwenience, and I’m stiH more 
obliged to the other genl’m’n who looks as if be ’d just escaped 
from a giant’s canywan, for Ms wery ’ansome suggestion; 
but I should prefer your givin’ me a answer to my question, 
if it ’s all tbe same to you. — How are you, sir ? ” TMs last 
observation was addressed witb a patronising air to Il^Ir. Pick- 
wick, who was peeping through tbe front window. 

blr. Grummer, perfectly speecHess with indignation, 
dragged tbe truncheon with, tbe brass crown, from its par- 
ticular pocket, and flourished it before Sam’s eyes. 
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said Sam, ^erypretiy, ’specially tke crom^ 
vMcIl is xuLcommon like the real one,” 

“ Stand back ! ” said the outraged Mr. Gnmuner. By way 
of adding force to the command, he thrust the brass emblem 
of royalty into Sam’s neckcloth with one hand, and seized 
Sam’s collar with the other : a compliment which Mr. Weller 
returned by knocking him down out of hand: haying pre- 
yiously, with the utmost consideration, knocked down a chair- 
man for him, to lie upon. 

Whether Air. Winkle was seized with a temporary attack 
of that species of insanity which originates in a sense of 
injury, or animated by this display of Air. Weller’s valour, is 
uncertain; but certain it is, that he no sooner saw Mr. 
Grummer fall, than he made a terrific onslaught on a small 
boy who stood next him; whereupon Air. Snodgrass, in a 
truly Christian spirit, and in order that he might take no one 
unawares, announced in a very loud tone that he was going to 
begin, and proceeded to take off his coat with the utmost 
deliberation. He was immediately surrounded and secured ; 
and it is but common justice both to him and Air. Winkle to 
say, that they did not make the sKghtest attempt to rescue 
either themselves or Air. AVeller: who, after a most vigorous 
resistance, was overpowered by numbers, and taken prisoner. 
The procession then re-formed; the chairmen resumed their 
stations ; and the march was re-commenced. 

Air. Pickwick’s indignation during the whole of this pro- 
ceeding, was beyond all bounds. He could just see Sam up- 
setting the specials, and flying about, in every direction; and 
that was all he could see, for the sedan doors wouldn’t open, 
and the hlinds wouldn’t pull up. At length, with the assist- 
ance of Air. Tupman, he managed to push open the roof; and 
mounting on the seat, and steadying himseK as weE as he 
could, by placing his hand on that gentleman’s shoulder, Air. 
Pickwick proceeded to address the multitude ; to dwefl upon 
the unjustifiable manner in which he had been treated ; and 
to call upon them to take notice that his servant had been first 
assaulted. In this order they reached the magistrate’s house ; 
the ehamnen trotting, the prisoners following, Air. Pickwick 
oratorising, and the crowd shouting. 
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CHAPTER XXY. 

SHOWING, AMONG A VARIETY OF PLEASANT MATTERS, HOW MAJESTIC AND 
IMPARTIAL MR. NtrPKINS WAS ; AND HOW ME. WELLEE RETURNED MB. 
JOB TROTTER’S SHUTTLECOCK, AS HEAVILY AS IT CAME. WITH ANOTHER 
MATTER, WHICH WILL BE FOUND IN ITS PLACE. 

Violent was Mr. Weller’s indignatioiL as lie was borne 
along; numerous were tbe allusions to the personal appear- 
ance and demeanour of Mr. Grummer and Ms companion: 
and valorous were the defiances to any six of the gentlemen 
present: in wMch he vented Ms dissatisfaction. !^Ir. Snod- 
grass and Mr. Winkle listened with gloomy respect to the 
torrent of eloquence wMch their leader poured forth, from the 
sedan chair, and the rapid course of wMch, not all Mr. 
Tupman’s earnest entreaties to have the Hd of the veMcle 
closed, were able to cheek for an instant. But Mr, Weller’s 
anger quickly gave way to curiosiiy, when the procession 
turned down the identical court-yard in wMeh he had met 
with the rimaway Job Trotter: and curiosity was exchanged 
for a feeling of tlie most gleefiil astonishment, when the all- 
important Mr. Grummer, commanding the sedan-bearers to 
halt, advanced with dignified and portentous steps, to the very 
green gate from wMch Job Trotter had emerged, and gave a 
mighty pull at the bell-handle wMch hung at the side thereof. 
The ring was answered by a very smart and prettj'-faced 
servant-girl, who, after holding up her hands in astonishment 
at the reb^ous appearance of the prisoners, and the im- 
passioned language of JMr. Pickwick, summoned Mr. Muzzle, 
Mr. Muzzle opened one-half of the carriage gate, to admit the 
sedan, the captured ones, and the specials ; and immdeiately 
slammed it in the faces of the moh, who, indignant at being 
excluded, and anxious to see what followed, relieved their 
feelings by Mckiiig at the gate and ringing the bell, for an 
hour or two afterwards. In ihis amusement they all took 
part by turns, except three or four fortunate individuals, who^ 
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iLaYing discovered a grating in tlie gate v^McIi commanded a 
view of notMng, stared throngli it, with, the indefatigable 
perseverance with which people will flatten their noses agaiast 
the front windows of a chemist’s shop, when a drunken man, 
who has been run over by a dog-cart in the street, is under- 
going a surgical inspection in the back-parlour. 

At the foot of a flight of steps, leading to the house door, 
which was guarded on either side by an American aloe in a 
green tub, the sedan-chair stopped. Mr. Pickwick and his 
friends were conducted into the hall, whence, having been 
previously announced by Muzzle, and ordered in by iSIr. 
Nupkins, they were ushered into the worshipfiil presence of 
that public-spirited ofdcer. 

The scene was an impressive one, well calculated to strike 
terror to the hearts of culprits, and to impress them with an 
adequate idea of the stem majesty of the law. In front of a 
big book-case, in a big chair, behind a big table, and before 
a big volume, sat Mr. Nupkins, looking a full size larger than 
any one of them, big as they were. The table was adorned 
with piles of papers : and above the further end of it, appeared 
the head and shoulders of Mr. Jinks, who was busily engaged 
in looking as busy as possible. The party having all entered, 
Muzzle carefully closed the door, and placed himselt behind 
Ms master’s chair to await his orders. Mr. Nupkins threw 
himself back, with thrilling solemnity, and scrutinised the- 
Jhces of his unwilling visitors. ^ 

Now, Griimmer, who is that person ? ” said Mr. Nupkins, 
pointing to ^Ir. Pickwick, who, as the spokesman of Ms friends, 
stood hat in hand, howing with the utmost politeness and 
respect. 

This here’s Pickvick, your wash-up,” said Grummer. 

“ Come, none o’ &at ’ere, old Strike-a-light,” interposed 
hir. Weller, elbowing himself into the front rank. Peg 
your pai’dcn, sir, hut this here officer o’ youm in the gam- 
booge tops, ’ull never earn a decent livin’ as a master o’ the 
ceremonies any vere. This here, sir,” continued Mr. Weller, 
thrusting Grummer aside, and addressing the magistrate with 
pleasant familiarity, This here is S. Pickvick, Esquire ; tMs 
here’s Air. Tupman; that ’ere’s Mr. Snodgrass; and fcder 
on, next him on the t’other side, Mr. Winkle — all wery nice 
genl’m’n, sir, as you’ll he wory happy to have the acquaint- 
ance on; so the sooner you commit these here officers 
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yoTirn to tlie tread-mill for a montli or two, tiie sooner we 
sliall begin to be on a pleasant iinderstanding'. Business firsts 
pleasure arterwards, as King Hicbard the Third said wen he 
stabbed the t'other king in the Tower, afore he smothered the 
babbies." 

At the conclusion of this address, Mr. Weller brushed his 
hat with his right elbow, and nodded benignly to Jinks, who 
had heard him throughout with unspeahable awe. 

Who is this man, Gmmmer ? " said the magistrate. 

‘‘ Wery desp'rate ch'racter, your wash-up," replied 
Grummer. He attempted to rescue the prisoners, and 
assaulted the officers ; so we took him into custody, and 
brought him here." 

You did quite right," replied the magistrate. “ He is 
evidently a desperate ruffian." 

He is my servant, sir," said IMr. Pickwick, angrily. 

“ Oh ! he is your servant, is he ? " said ]Mr. IS'upkms. A 
conspiracy to defeat the ends of justice, and murder its officers. 
Pickwicks servant. Put that down, IVIr. Jinks." 

Mr. Jinks did so. 

What's your name, fellow? " thundered !Mr. Nupkins. 

“ Yeller," replied Sam. 

A very good name for the Newgate Calendar," said Mr. 
Nnpkins. 

This was a joke; so Jinks, Grummer, Dubhley, all the 
specials, and Muzzle, went into fits of laughter of five minutes' 
duration. 

Put down his name, IVIr. Jinks," said the magistrate. 

Two L's, old feller," said Sam. 

Here an luifortimate special laughed again, whereupon the 
magistrate threatened to commit him, instantly. It is a 
dangerous thing to laugh at the wrong man, in these cases. 

Where do you live ? " said the magistrate. 

Yare-ever I can," replied Sam. 

“ Put down that, Mr. Jinks," said the magistrate, who was 
fast rising into a rage. 

“ Score it under," said Sam. 

He is a vagabond, Mr. Jinks," said the magistrate. He 
Is a vagabond on his own statement ; is he not, Mr. Jinks ? " 

Certainly, Sir." 

“Then I'H commit him. I'll commit him, as such," said 
Mr.' Nupkins. 
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TMs is a wery impartial coirntry for justice/’ said Sam. 
^^TEere ain’t a magistrate going, as don’t commit Mmself, 
tTsdce as often as lie commits otlier people.” 

At tMs sally another special langKed, and then tried to look 
so snpernaturally solemn, that the magistrate detected him 
immediately. 

Gnimmer,” said Mr. Nnpldns, reddening with passion, 
^^how dare you select such an inefficient and disreputable 
person for a special constable, as that man ? How dare you 
do it, sir ? ” 

I am very sorry, your wash-up,” stammered Grummer. 

Very sorry ! ” said the furious magistrate. You shall 
repent of this neglect of duty, IMr. Grummer ; you shall be 
made an example of Take that fellow’s staff away. He’s 
drunk. You’re drunk, fellow.” 

I am not drunk, your worship,” said the nian. 

You are drunk,” returned the magistrate. How dare 
you say you are not drunk, sir, when I say you are ? Doesn’t 
he sm^ of spirits, Grummer ? ” 

Horrid, your wash-up,” replied Grummer, who had a 
vague impression that there was a smell of rum somewhere. 

I knew he did,” said Air. Nupkins. I saw he was 
drunk when he first came into the room, by his excited eye. 
Did you observe his excited eye, Mr. links ? ” 

Certainly, sir,” 

I haven’t touched a drop of spirits this morning,” said 
the man, who was as sober a fellow as need be. 

How dare you tell me a falsehood ? ” said Mr, Nupkins. 

Isn’t he drunk at this moment, Mr. Jinks ? ” 

Certainly, sir,” replied Jinks. 

“ Mr. Jinks,” said the magistrate, I shall commit that 
man fox contempt. Make out his committal, Mr. Jinks.” 

And committed the special would have been, only Jinks, 
who was the magistrate’s adviser (having had a legal educa- 
tion of three years in a country attorney’s office) whispered 
the magistrate that he thought it wouldn’t do ; so the magis- 
trate made a speech, and said, that in consideration of the 
special’s family, he would merely reprimand and discharge 
him. Accordingly, the special was abused, vehemently, for a 
q[uarter of an hour, and sent about his business : and 
Grummer, Dubbley, Muzzle, and aD. the other specials mur- 
mured their ad m i r ation of the magnanimily of Mr. Nupkins. 
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Nov, Mr. Jiiibs/’ said tlie magistrate, svear Grammer.'’ 

Grammer vas svorn directly ; but as Grmumer vaudered, 
aud Mr. Niipkms’ dinner was nearly ready, Mr. Niipkins cut 
tbe matter sliort by putting leading questions to Grummer, 
wMcli Grummer answered as nearly in the aBirmatiTe as lie 
could. So tlie examination went off, all rery smootk and 
comfortable, and two assaults were proved against Mr. VeEer, 
and a tlireat against Mr. Winkle, and a push against Mr. 
Snodgrass. When all this was done to the magistrate’s satis- 
faction, the magistrate and Mr. Jinks consulted in whispers. 

The consultation having lasted about ten minutes, Mr. Jinks 
retired to his end of the table ; and the magistrate, with a 
preparatory cough, drew himself up in Ms chair, and was 
Xmoeeeding to commence Ms address, when Mr. Pickwick 
interposed. 

I beg your pardon, sir, for interrupting you,” said j\Ir. 
Pickwick ; “ but before you proceed to express and act upon 
any opinion you may have formed on the statements which 
liave been made here, I must claim my right to be heard, so 
far as I am personally concerned.” 

Hold your tongue, sir,” said the magistrate, peremptorily. 

I must submit to you, sir,” said !Mr. Pickwick. 

Hold your tongue, sir,” interposed the magistrate, or I 
shall order an oiffeer to remove you.” 

You may order your officers to do whatever you please, 
sir,” said Mr. Pickwick ; and I have no doubt, from the 
specimen I have had of the subordination preserved among 
them, that whatever you order, they will execute, sir ; but I 
shall take the liberty, sir, of claiming my right to be heard, 
until I am removed by force.” 

Pickvick and principle,” exclaimed Mr. Weber, in a very 
audible voice. 

Sam, be quiet,” said hlr. Pickwick. 

Dumb as a drum vith a hole in it, sir,” replied Sam. 

klr. Nupkins looked at ^Ir. Pickwick with a gaze of intense 
astonishment, at Ms dimlaving such unwonted temerity ; and 
was apparently about to return a very angry reply, when j\£r. 
Jinks pulled Mm by the sleeve, and wMspered sometbiu^ ir_ 
Ms ear. To tMs, the magistrate returned a lia if- audible 
answer, and then the whispering was renewed. Jinks was 
evidently remonstrating. 

At length the magistrate, gulping down, with a very bad 
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grace, Ms disiacliaatioii to Hear anytMng more, turned to Mr. 
Pickwick, and said skarpiy — WHat do you want to say ? 

'"First/^ said Mr, Pickwick, sending a look tMougk Ms 
spectacles, under wMck even ISTupMns quailed. First, 
I wisk to know wkat I and my friend kave keen krongkt 
Here for ? ’’ 

Must I tell kirn ? wMspered tke magistrate to Jinks. 

I tkinlr you. kad ketter, sir,” wMspered Jmks to tke 
magistrate. 

An information kas keen sworn kefore me, said tke 
magistrate, tkat it is apprekended you are going to %kt 
a duel, and tkat tke otker man, Tiipman, is your aider and 
akettor in it. Tkerefore — ek, Air. Jinks? ” 

“Certainly, sir.” 

“Tkerefore, I call upon you kotk, to — I tMnk tkat ’s tke 
course, Mr. Jinks?” 

“ Certainly, sir.” 

To — ^to — ^wkat Mr. Jinks ? ” said tke magistrate, pettisMy. 

“ To find bail, sir.” 

“ Yes. Tkerefore, I call upon you kotk — as I was about to 
say, wken I was interrupted by my clerk- — ^to find kail.” 

“ Good kail,” wMspered Mr. Jinks. 

“ I skall require good kail,” said tke magistrate. 

“ Town^s-people,” wMspered Jinks. 

“ Tkey must be town^s-people,” said tke magistrate. 

“ Fifty pounds eack,” wMspered Jinks, and kousekolders, 
of course.” 

“I skall require two sureties of fifty pounds eack,” said 
tke magistrate aloud, witk great dignity, “ and tkey must be 
kousekolders, of course.” 

“ But, bless my keart, sir,” said Mr. Pickwick, wko, togetker 
witk Mr. Tupman, was all amazement and indlgr}j^l«:n , “ we 
axe perfect sixangers in tkis town. I kave as little knowledge 
of any kousekolders kere, as I kave intention of figkting a duel 
witk anybody.” 

I dare say,” replied tke magistrate, “ I dare say — don't 
you, Mr. Jinks?” 

“ Certainly, sir.” 

“Have you anytMng more to say?” inquired tke magis- 
trate. 

Mr. Pickwick had a great deal more to say, wMok ke would 
no doubt kave said, very little to Ms own advantage, or tke 



THE PICKWIOK CLUB. 


355 


magistrate's satisfaction, if lie had. not, the moment he ceased 
speaking, keen pnlLed hy the sleeve hy Mr. Weller, with whom 
he was immediately engaged in so earnest a conversation, that 
he suffered the magistrate's inquiry to pass wholly unnoticed. 
Mr. Nupkins was not the man to ask a question of the kind 
twice over ,* and so, with another preparatory cough, he pro- 
ceeded, amidst the reverential and admiring silence of the 
constables, to pronounce his decision. 

He should fine Weller two pounds for the first assault, and 
three pounds for the second. He should fine Winkle two 
pounds, and Snodgrass one pound, besides requiring them to 
enter into their own recognisances to keep the peace towards 
all his Majesty's subjects, and especially towards his Hege 
servant, Daniel Grummer. Pickwick and Tnpman he had 
already held to bail. 

Immediately on the magistrate ceasing to speak, hir. Pick- 
wick, with a smile mantling on Ms again-good-humoiired 
countenance, stepped forward, and said : 

I beg the magistrate’s pardon, hut may I request a few 
minutes’ private conversation with him, on a matter of deep 
importance to himself ? ” 

What ! ” said the magistrate. 

'Mr. Pickwick repeated Ms request. 

‘‘ TMs is a most extraordinary request,” said the magistrate, 

A private interview ! ” 

private interview,” replied Mr. Pickwick, firmly; 

only, as a part of the information wMch I wish to com- 
municate is derived from my servant, I should wish him to 
be present.” 

The magistrate looked at Mr. Jinks ; !^lr. Jinks looked at 
the magistrate; and the ofiicers looked at each other in 
amazement. Mr. Nupkins turned suddenly pale. Could the 
man Weller, in a moment of remorse, have divulged some 
secret conspiracy for Ms assassination? It was a dreadffil 
thought. He was a public man ; and he tinned paler, as he 
ihough'- of Julius Cmsar and Mr. Perceval. 

The magistrate looked at Mr. Pickwick again, and beckoned 
Mr. Jinks. 

What do you think, of tMs request, Mr. Jinks?” murmured 
Mr. Nupkins. 

Mr. Jinks, who didn’t exactly know what to think of it, and 
was afraid he might offend, smiled feebly, after a dubious 
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fasHon, serewing up tlie comers of Ms moutli, sliook Ms 
kead slowly from side to side. 

Mr. Jinks,” said the magistrate, gravely, '' you are an ass.” 

At tMs little expression of opinion, Mr. Jinks smUed again 
— ^rather more feebly tban before — and edged Mmself, by 
degrees, back into Ms own comer. 

Air. bTupMns debated tbe matter witMn Mmself for a few 
seconds, and tken, rising from Ms ebair, and requesting Mr. 
Pickwick and Sam to foEow Mm, led the way into a small 
room wMcb opened into tbe justice-paxlour. Desiring Mr. 
Pickwick to walk to tbe upper end of tbe little apartment, 
and bolding bis band upon tbe balf-closed door, that be might 
be able to effect an immediate escape, in case there was tbe 
least tendency to a display of hostilities, Mr. Nupkins ex- 
pressed Ms readiness to bear tbe commnnication, whatever it 
might be. 

I wiE come to tbe point at once, sir,” said JMr. Pickwick ; 
it affects yourseK, and your credit, materiaEy. I have every 
reason to bebeve, sir, that you axe harbouring in your bouse, 
a gross impostor ! ” 

^'Two,” interrupted Sam, ‘'Mulberry agin aE natiir, for 
tears and willainy.” 

“ Sam,” said Air. Pickwick, " if I am to render myself 
intelligible to tMs gentleman, I must beg you to control your 
feelings.” 

“ Wery sorry, sir,” repEed Mr. WeEer ; “but when I think 
o' that ere Job, I can't help -v^rke a inch or two.” 

“In one word, sb,” sa'd Mr. • ’v “is my servant 

right in suspecting that a certain Captain Fitz-AIarsbaE is in 
tbe habit of visiting here ? Because,” added Mr. Pickwick, as 
be saw that Mr. Nupldns was about to offer a very indignant 
interruption, “ because, if be be, I know that person to be a — 

“ Hush, bush,” said Mr. Nupkins, closing die door. “ Know 
Mm to be what, sir ? ” 

“An unprincipled adventurer — dishonourable character — 
a man who preys upon socieiy, and makes easily-deceived 
people Ms dupes, sir; Ms absurd, Ms foobsb, Ms wretched 
dupes, sir,” said tbe excited Mr. Pickwick. 

“ Dear me,” said Mr. Nupldns, turning very red, and alter- 
ing Ms whole manner directly. “ Dear me, Air. — 

“Piekvick,” said Sam. 

“ Pickwick,” said tbe magistrate, “ dear me, Mr. Pickwick 
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— ^pray take a seat — ^you eaunot mean tMs ? Captain Fitz- 
MarshaH? 

^^Don^t call Mm a cap’en,” said Sam, ^^nor Fitz-Marskall 
neither ; he ain’t neither one nor t’ other. He ’s a strolling 
actor, he is, and Ms name’s Jingle; and if ever there vas a 
v^oif in a mnlherry suit, that ’ere Joh Trotter ’s him.” 

It is very true, sir,” said IMr. Pickwick, replying to the 
magistrate’s look of amazement ; my only husiaess in thi« 
tovm, is to expose the person of whom we now speak.” 

^Ir. Pickwick proceeded to pour into the horror-stricken 
ear of jMt. Napkins, an abridged account of Mr. Jingle’s 
atrocities. He related how he had first met him; how he 
had eloped with Miss Wardle; how he had cheerfiiily resigned 
the lady for a pecuniary consideration; how he had entrapped 
Mm into a lady’s hoarding-school at midnight ; and how he 
(Mr. Pickwick) now felt it Ms duiy to expose his assumption 
of Ms present name and rank. 

As ihe narrative proceeded, all the warm hlood in the body 
of Mr. Napkins tingled up into the very tips of Ms ears. He 
had picked up the captain at a neighbouring race-course. 
Charmed with Ms long list of aristocratic acquaintance, Ms 
extensive travel, and Ms fasMonable demeanour, jMi's. Nup- 
kins and Miss Nupkins had exMbited Captain Fitz-Marshall, 
and quoted Captain Fitz-Marshall, and hurled Captain Fitz- 
Marshall at the devoted heads of their select circle of acquaint- 
ance, until their bosom friends, Mrs. Porkenham and the Miss 
Porkenhams, and Mr. Sidney Porkenham, were ready to burst 
with Jealousy and despair. And now, to hear, after all, that 
he was a needy adventurer, a strolling player, and if not a 
swindler, something so very like it, that it was hard to teH the 
difference ! Heavens ! what would the Porkenhams say i 
What would be ihe triumph of Mr. Sidney Porkenham when 
he found that Ms addresses had been slighted for such a 
rival ! How should he, Nupkins, meet the eye of old Por- 
kenham at the next Quarter Sessions ! And what a handle 
w^ould it be for the opposition magisterial party, if the story 
got abroad I 

^^But after all,” said ^Ir. Nupkins, brightening for a 
moment, after a long pause ; after aH, tMs is a mere state- 
ment. Captain Fitz-Marshall is a man of very engaging 
manners, and, I dare say, has many enemies. What proof 
have you, of ihe truth of these representations ?” 
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'^Confront me Tritli Mm/’ said llr. Picfcvnck, ^^tbat is aE 
I ask, and aE I require. Confront Mm witE me, and my 
friends Here ; yon mE want no furtEer proof.” 

^"WEy,” said Mr. NnpMns, '"tEat migEt Ee yery easEy 
done, for Ee wEl Ee Eere to-nigEt, and tEen tEere would Ee no 
occasion to m^e the matter pnEHc, just — just — ^for tEe young 
man’s own sake, you know. I — I — should like to consult 
Mrs. ISTupkins on the propriety of the step, in the first instance, 
though. At aE events, Mr. Pickwick, we must despatch this 
legal Eusiness Eefore we can do anytliing else. Pray step 
Eack into the next room.” 

Into the next room they went. 

Grummer,” said the magistrate, in an awful voice. 

“ Your wash-up,” repE^ Grummer, with the smEe of a 
favourite. 

Gome, come, sir,” said the magistrate, sternly, don’t let 
me see any of tMs levity Eere. It is very unbecoming, and I 
ca& assure you that you have very little to smEe at. Was the 
account you gave me just now, strictly true ? Now Ee careful, 
sE\” 

Your wa^-up,” stammered Grummer, I — ” 

“OE, you are confused, are you?” said the magistrate. 
'^Mr. Jinks, you oE^rve this confusion?” 

Certainly, sir,” repHed Ji n ks. 

‘^Now,” said the magistrate, just repeat your statement, 
Grummer, and again I warn you to Ee carefrE. Mr. Jinks, 
take Ms words down.” 

TEe unfortunate Grummer proceeded to re-state Ms com- 
plaint, but, what between Mr. Jinks’s taking down Ms words, 
and fee magistrate’s taking them up ; Ms natural tendency to 
rambling, and Eis extreme confusion: Ee managed to get 
involved, in sometMng under three minutes, in such a mass of 
entanglement and contradiction, feat Mr. Nupkins at once 
declared he didn't EeHeve Mm. So, fee fines were remitted, 
and Mr. Jinks found a couple of EaE in no time. And aE 
these solemn proceedings having Eeen satisfactorEy concluded, 
Mr. Grummer was igno m i x iiously ordered out — an awful 
instance of fee instaEEiiy of human greatness, and the un- 
certain tenure of great men’s favour. 

Mre. NiipHns was a majestic female in a pink gauze 
turban and a EgEt brown wig. Miss Nupkins possessed aE 
her mamma’s EaugEtia^s without fee turban, and aE her El- 
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natui’e mtliout tlie wig ; and wlieiieTer tlie exercise of tliese 
two amialble qualities involved motiier and daugliter in some 
unpleasant dilemma, as they not unfrequentLy did, they hoth 
concurred in laying the hlame on the shoulders of Mr. Nup- 
Accordingly, when Mr. Nupidns sought j^Irs. Nupkins, 
and detailed the communication which had been made hy Mr. 
Pickwick, Mrs. Nupkins suddenly recollected that she had 
always expected something of the kind; that she had always 
said it would he so ; that her advice was never taken ,* that 
she really did not know what hir. Nupkins supposed she was ; 
and so forth. 

^^The ideal’’ said Miss Nupkins, forcing a tear of very 
scanty proportions, into the comer of each eye, the idea of 
my being made such a fool of!” 

“Ah! you may thank your papa, my dear,” said Mrs, 
Nupkins; “how have I implored and begged that man to 
inquire into the Captain’s family connections; how have I 
urged and entreated hi m , to take some decisive step ! I am 
quite certain nobody would believe it — quite.” 

“ But, my dear,” said Mr. Nupkins. 

“Don’t talk to me, you aggravating thing, don’t!” said 
Mrs. Nupkins. 

“ My love,” said Mr. Nupkins ; “ you professed yourself 
very fond of Captain Fitz-Mar shall. You have constantly 
asked him here, my dear, and you have lost no opportunitj’ 
of introducing him elsewhere.” 

“Didn’t I say so, Henrietta?” cried Mrs. Nupkins, ap- 
pealing to her daughter with the air of a much-injured 
female, “ Didn’t I say that your papa would tom round, 
and lay all this'at my door ? Didn’t I say so ?” Here Mrs. 
Nupkins sobbed. 

“ Oh pa ! ” remonstrated Mss Nupkins, And here she 
sobbed too. 

“ Isn’t it too mneh, when he has brought ah this disgrace 
and ridicule upon us, to taunt rtu with being the cause of it ?” 
exclaimed !Mrs. Nupkins. - 

“ How can we ever show ourselves in society !” said Miss 
Nupkins. 

“ How can we face the Porkenhams ! ” cried Mrs. Nupkins. 

Or the Griggs’s !” cried Mss Nupkins. 

“ Or the Slummintowkens 1 ” eried Mrs, Nupkins. “ But 
what does your papa care! What is it to himP’’ At this 



m POSTHUMOUS PAPERS OF 

dreadful reflection, Airs. NnpMns wpt witli mental anguisli, 
and Aliss NnpMns followed on the same side. 

Airs. NupMns’s tears eontinned to gush forth, with great 
velocity, imtil she had gained a Htfle time to think the matter 
over : when she decided, in her own mind, that the best thing 
to do, would be to ask Mr. Pickwick and his Mends to 
remain until the CaptaMs arrival, and then to give Mr. 
Pickwick the 0'>no.'iL.nl'!y ]■ > sought. If it appeared that he 
had spoken tiM-y, il'-e Cuptain could he turned out of the 
house without noising the matter abroad, and they could easily 
account to the Porkenhams for Ms disappearance, hy saying 
that he had heen appointed, through the Court influence of 
his family, to the Govemor-GeneralsMp of Sierra Leone, or 
Saugur Point, or any other of those saluhrious climates wMcli 
enchant Europeans so much, that, when they once get there, they 
can hardly ever prevail upon themselves to come back again. 

When Mrs. Nupkins dried up her tears, Miss NupMns 
dried up her's^ and Mr. Nupkins was very glad to settle the 
matter as Mrs. Nupkins had proposed. So, Mr. Pickwick 
and Ms Mends, having washed off all marks of their late 
encounter, were introduced to the ladies, and soon afterwards 
to their dinner; and Mr, Weller, whom the magistrate 
with Ms peculiar sagacity, had discovered in half an hour to 
be one of the flnest fellows alive, was consigned to the care 
and guardiansMp of Air. Muzzle, who was specially ©j^joined 
to take Mm below, and make much of him. 

How de do, sir ? said Air. Aluzzle, as he conducted Mr. 
Weller down the Htehen stairs. 

Why, no con-siderable change has taken place in the state 
c£ my system, since I see you cocked up behind your governor’s 
chair in the parlour, a little vile ago,” replied Sam. 

You wih excuse my not taking more notice of you then,” 
said Mr. Muzzle. ^^You see, master hadn’t introduced us, 
then. Lord, how fond he is of you, Mr. Weller, to be sure !” 

Ah,” said Sam, what a pleasant chap he is !” 

Ain’t he ?” replied Air. Aluzzle. 

So much humour,” said Sam. 

And such a man to speak,” said Air. Muzzle. How Ms 
ideas flow, don’t they?” 

Wonderful,” replied Sam, ^^they comes a pouring out, 
knocking each other’s heads so fast, that they seems to stun 
one another ; you hardly know what he ’s arter, do you?” 
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Tliat ’s tlie great merit of Ms style of speaking/^ rejoined 
Mr. Muzzle. Take care of tke last step, Mr. Weller. 
Would you like to Trasli your liands, sir, before we join the 
ladies? Here’s a sink, mtli tiie water laid on, sir, and a 
clean jack towel beMnd tbe door.” 

Ah . ! Perhaps I may as well have a rinse,” replied Mr. 
Weller, applying plenty of yellow soap to the towel, and 
rubbing awaj^, till Ms face shone again. How many ladies 
are there?” 

Only two in our kitchen,” said Mr. Muzzle, “ cook and 
’ousemaid. We keep a boy to do the dirtj^ work, and a gal 
besides, but they dine in the washus.” 

Oh, they dines in the washus, do they?” said Mr. Weller. 

^Wes,” replied Mr. Muzzle, “we tried ’em at our table 
when they first come, but we eoMdn’t keep ’em. The gal’s 
manners is dreadful vulgar* and the boy breathes so very 
hard while he ’s eating, Siat we found it impossible to sit at 
table with Mm.” 

“ Young grampus !” said Mr. Weller. 

“ Oh, dreadful,” rejoined -Mr. Muzzle : “ hut that is the 
worst of country service, Mr. W'eller,* the juniors is always so 
very savage. TMs way, sir, if you please — tMs way.” 

Preceding jMr. Weller, with the utmost politeness, 31r. 
Muzzle couducted Mm into the Mtchen. 

“ Mar}^,” said Mr. Muzzle to the pretty servant«girl, “ tMs 
is jMr. Weller : a gentleman as master bis sent down, to be 
made as comfortable as possible.” # 

“ And your master ’s a knowin’ hand, and has just sent me 
to ihe right place,” said Mr. Weller, with a glance of admira- 
tion at Mary. “ If I wos master o’ tMs here house, I should 
alvays find the materials for comfort vere Mary wos.” 

“ Lor, Mr. Weller !” said Mary, Hushing. 

“ Wed, I never 1” ejaculated the cook. 

“ Bless me, cook, I forgot you,” said Llr. Muzzle. “ Mr. 
Weller, let me introduce you.” 

“ How are you, ma’am ? ” said ]Mr. Weller. “ Wery glad 
to see you, indeed, and hope our acquaintance may be a long 
’un, as the gen’hn’n said to the fi.’ pun’ note.” 

When tMs ceremony of introduction had been gone through, 
the cook and Mary retired into the back kitchen to titter for 
ten minutes ; then returning, all giggles and Hushes, they sat 
down to dinner. 
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Mr. Weller’s easy manner arui conyersational powers Iiad 
such irresisti'ble influence with Ms new friends, that "before 
the dinner was half over, they were on a footing of perfect 
inthnacy, and in possession of a full account of the de]inq[ueney 
of Job Trotter. 

I never conlfl a-hear that Job,” said Mary. 

more yon never ought to, my dear,” replied Mr. 

Waller. 

^ ^ Why not ? ’ ’ inquired Mary. 

^^Cos ugliness and svindlin’ never ought to he form i liar 
viih elegance and wirtew/’ replied 'Mr. Weller. Ought 
they, Mr. Muzzle?” 

Kot hy no means,” replied that gentleman. 

Here Mary laughed, and said the cook had made her ; and 
the cook laughed, and said hadn’t. 

1 haMt got a glass,” said Mary. 

Drink with me, my dear,” said Mr. Weller. Put your 
lips to tMs here tumbler, and then I can Mss you hy deputy.” 

Por shame, IVIr. Weller !” said Mary. 

^ ' What a shame, my dear ? ” 

Talkin’ in that way.” 

Xonsense ; it ain’t no harm. It ’s natur ; ain’t it, cook?” 

Don’t ask me imperence,” replied the cook, in a Mgh 
state of delight : and '*jci-cu]-)on the cook and Mary laughed 
again, till what hetwc^m ibo boor, and the cold meat, and the 
In-ghtei combined, tho latter young lady was brought to the 
verge cF c’lolong— -an alarming crisis from wMch she was 
only recovered by sundry pats on the back, and other neces- 
saiy attentions, most delicately a-dministered by Mr. Samuel 
Weller. 

In the midst of all this jollity and conviviality, ei lotid ring 
was heard at the garden-gate : to which the young gentleman 
who took his meals in the wash-house, immediately responded. 
Mr. Weller was in the height of his attentions to tho pretty 
house-maid; Mr. Muzzle was busy doing the honours of the 
table ; and the cook had just paused to laugh, in the very act 
cf raising a huge morsel to her lips ; when the Idtchen-door 
opened, and in walked Mr. Job Trotter. 

We have said in walked Mr. Job Trotter, but the statement 
is not distinguished by our usual scrupulous adherence to fact. 
The door opened, and Mr. Trotter appeared. He uould have 
walked in, and was in the very act of doing so, indeed, when 
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catcLing siglit of Mr. Weller, lie inTo ln-nfei-n ly Rptninlr back a 
pace or two, and stood gazing on tbe unexpected scene before 
Mm, perfectly motionless with amazement and terror. 

Here be is !” said Sam, rising witb great glee. Wby 
we were tbat wery moment a speaking o’ yoin How are yon ? 
Were have you been ? Come in.” 

Laying Ms band on tbe mulberry collax of tbe unresisting 
Job, Mr, Weber dragged Mm into tbe Mtcben; and, lo cking 
tbe door, banded tbe key to Mr. Muzzle, wbo Tery cooEy 
buttoned it up, in a side-pocket. 

WeE, bere ’s a game !” cried Sam. Only tbiok o" my 
master bavin’ tbe pleasure o’ meeting your’n, up stairs, and 
me bavin’ tbe joy o’ meetin’ you down bere. How are you 
gettin’ on, and bow is tbe cbandleiy bis’ness Hkaly to do? 
WeE, I am so glad to see you. How bappy you look. It ’s 
quite a treat to see you ,* ain’t it, Mr. Muzzle ?” 

Quite, ” said IVIr. Muzzle. 

“ So cbeerfol be is ! ” said Sam. 

la snob good spirits,” said Muzzle. 

And so glad to see m — ^tbat makes it so mucb more com- 
fortable,” said Sam, Sit down; sit down.” 

Mr. Trotter suffered MmseE to be forced into a dbair by tbe 
fireside. He cast Ms smaE eyes, jSrst on Mr. WeEer, and &en 
on Mr. Muzzle, but said notMng. 

WeE, now,” said Sam, afore tbese bere ladies, I sbould 
jest like to ask you, as a sort of curiosity, wetber you don’t 
eon-sider yourself as nice and weE-bebaved a young gen’lm’n, 
as ever used a pink check pocket-bandkercMef, and tbe 
number four coEection ?” 

And as was ever a-going to be married to a cook,” said 
tbat lady, indignantly, Tbe wOIin !” 

And leave off Ms evE ways, and set up in tbe cbandlery 
line, arterwards,” said tbe bousemaid. 

^''Now, I’E teE you wbat it is, young man,” md Mr. 
Muzzle, solemnly, enraged at tbe last two aEusions, ” tiiis 
bere lady (pointing to tbe cook) keeps company with me ; and 
wben you presume, sir, to talk of keeping cbandlers’ shops 
with her, you injure me in one of the most deHeatest points in 
wMcb one Tnart can injure another. Do you understand me, 
sir?” 

Here Mr. Muzzle, wbo bad a great notion of Ms eloquence, 
in wMcb be imitated Ms master, paused for a reply. 
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But Mr. Trotter made no reply. So Air. Muzzle proceeded 
in a solemn manner : 

It 's very probable, sir, tbat you won^t be wanted u|) stairs 
for several minutes, sir, because ncy master is at this moment 
particularly engaged in settling the basb of your master, sir ; 
and tliorefore you *11 bave leisure, sir, for a little private talk 
witb. me, six. Do you understand me, sir ? ** 

Mr. Muzzle again paused for a reply ; and again Mr. Trotter 
disappointed Mm. 

'^Well, tben,** said Mr. Muzzle, ^^I*m very sorry to liave 
to esplain myseK before ladies, but the urgency of the case 
win be my excuse. Tlie back Idtcben ’s empty, sir. If you 
will step in there, sir, Mr. Weller will see fair, and we can 
have mutual satisfaction ’till the bell rings. Follow me, sir ! ** 

As Air. Aluzzle uttered these words, he took a step or two 
towards the door ; and by way of saving time, began to pull 
off Ms coat as he walked along. 

Now, the cook no sooner heard the concluding words of tMs 
desperate challenge, and saw Mr. Muzzle about to put it into 
execution, than she uttered a loud and piercing shriek, and 
rusMng on Mr. Joh Trotter, who rose from Ms chair on the 
instant, tore and buffeted Ms large flat face, with an energy 
peculiar to excited females, and twimng her hands in Ms long 
black hair, tore therefrom about enough to make flve or six 
dozen of the very largest-sized mourning-rings. Having 
accomplished tMs feat with all the ardour wMch her devoted 
love for Air. Muzzle inspired, she staggered hack ; and being 
a lady of very excitable and dehcate feeHngs, instantly foil 
under the dresser, and fainted away. 

At tMs moment, the heU rang. 

^^That ’s for you, Joh Trotter,** said Sam; and before Air, 
Trotter could offer remonstrance or reply — even before he had 
time to stanch the wounds inflicted by the iasensihle lady — 
Sam seized one arm and Air. Muzzle the other ; and one 
puUiug before, and the other pushing behind, they conveyed 
Mm up stairs, and into the parlour. 

It was an impressive tableau. Alfred Jingle, Esquire, alias 
Captain Fitz-Marshall, was standing near the door with Ms 
hat in Ms hand, and a smile on Ms face, wholly unmoved by 
Ms very unpleasant situation. Conffonting him, stood Air. 
Pickwick, who had evidently boon inculcating some Mgh moral 
lesson; for Ms left hand was beneath his coat tail, and Ms 
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rigM extended in air, as wsls Ms -wont wlien delivering Mmself 
of an impressive address. At a little distance, stood Mr. 
Tupman witli indignant conntenanee, carefully Held back by 
Ms two yoimger friends ; at tbe fortber end of tbe room were 
bir. NnpMns, IVirs. Nupkins, and Miss IKnpkins, gloomily grand 
and savagely vexed. 

Wbat prevents me,” said Mr. Niipkins, witb magisterial 
dignity, as Job was brought in: ‘‘wbat prevents me from 
detaining these men as rogues and impostors ? It is a fooHsh 
mercy. Wbat prevents me ? ” 

“ Pride, old fellow, pride,” replied Jingle, quite at Ms ease. 

Wouldn’t do — ^no go — caught a captain, eh ? — ^ha ! ha I very 
good — ^husband for daughter — ^biter bit — ^make it pubHc — ^not 
for worlds — ^look stupid — ^very ! ” 

Wretch,” said Mrs. !Mupkins, '^we scorn your base 
insinuations.” 

I always hated Mm,” added Henrietta. 

Oh, of course,” said Jingle. ^‘Tall young man — old 
lover — Sidney Porkenham — ^rich — ^fine fellow — ^not so rich as 
captain, though? — ^tum M m away— off with him — anything 
for captain — notMng Hke captain anywhere — all the girls — 
raving mad — eh, Job ? ” 

Here Mr. Jingle langhed very heartily ; and Job, rubbing 
Ms hands with delight, uttered the first sound he had given 
vent to, since he entered the house — a low noiseless chuckle, 
wMch seemed to intimate that he enjoyed Ms langh too much, 
to let any of it escape in sound. 

Mr. Nupkins,” said the elder lady, ^^tMs is not a fit com 
versation for the servants to overhear. Let these wretches be 
removed.” 

“ Certainly, my dear,” said Mr. Kupkins. Muzzle ! ” 

Your worship.” 

Open the front door.” 

Yes, your worsMp.” 

Leave the house I ” said Mr. Kupkins, waving Ms hand 
emphatically. • 

Jingle smiled, and moved towards the door. 

Stay 1 ” said Mr. Pickwick. 

Jingle stopped. 

I might,” said Mr. Pickwick, have taken a much greater 
revenge for the treatment I have experienced at your hands, 
and that of your hypocritical friend there.” 
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JoU Trotter "bo-wed witli great politeness, and laid Ms Uand 
upon Ms Heart. 

say/^ said Mr. Pickwick, growing gradually angry, 
^'that I miglit Have taken a greater revenge, but I content 
myself witH exposing you, wMcH I consider a duty I owe to 
society. TMs is a leniency, sir, wMcH I Hope you will 
remember.^' 

"WHen Mr. Pickwick arrived at tHis point, J ob Trotter, witH 
facetious gravity, appHed Ms Hand to Ms ear, as if desirous 
not to lose a syllable He uttered. 

‘MAnd I Have only to add, sir,’' said Mr. Pickwick, now 
tHorougMy angry, tHat I consider you a rascal, and a — a 
ruffian — and — and worse tHan any man I ever saw, or Heard 
of, except tHat pious and sanctified vagabond in tHe mulberry 
livery.” 

^^Hal Ha!” said Jingle, ^^good fellow, Pickwick — fine 
Heart — stout old boy — ^but must not be passionate — ^bad thing, 
very — ^bye, bye — see you again some day — ^keep up your spirits 
— ^now, Job— trot 1 ” 

With these words, Mr. Jingle stuck on Ms Hat in the old 
fasMon, and strode out of the room. Job Trotter paused, 
looked round, smiled, and then with a bow of mock solemnity 
to Mr. Pickwick, and a vraik to Mr. Weller, the audacious 
slyness of wMcH, baffles all description, followed the footsteps 
of Ms Hopeful master. 

Sam,” said Mr. Pickwick, as Air. Weller was following. 

Sir.” 

'' Stay Here.” 

Mr. WeUer seemed uncertain. 

Stay Here,” repeated Mr. Pickwick, 

‘^Mayn’t I poHffl that ere Job off, in the Mont garden?” 
said Mr. Weller. 

Certainly not,” repHed Mr. Pickwick. 

Mayn’t I Mck Mm out o’ the gate, sir ?” said Mr. Weller. 

Not on any account,” replied Ms master. 

For the first time since Ms engagement, Mr. WeUer looked, 
for a moment, discontented and unhappy. But Ms coun- 
tenance immediately cleared up ; for the v^y Mr. Muzzle, by 
concealing Himself TbeMnd the street door, and rushing violently 
out, at the right instant, contrived with great dexterity to 
overturn both Mr. Jingle and His attendant, down the flight of 
steps, into the American aloe tubs that stood beneath. 



THB PICKWICK CLUB. 


3S7 

Having diseiiarged my duty, sir/" said Mr. Pickwick to 
^Ir. Niipkins, will, with my Mends, hid you farewell. 
AYlule we thank you for such hospitality as we hare received, 
permit me to assure you, in our joint names, that we should 
not have accepted it, or have consented to extricate ourselves 
in this way, from our previous dilemma, had we not keen 
impelled hy a strong sense of duly. We return to London to- 
morrow. Your secret is safe with us."" 

Having thus entered his protest against their treatment of 
the morniag, Mr. Pickwick bowed low to the ladies ; and not- 
withstanding the sohcitations of the family, left the room with 
his Mends. 

Get your hat, Sam,"' said Mr. Pickwick. 

It "s below stairs, sir,"" said Sam, and he ran down after it. 

Now, there was nobody in the kitchen, hut the pretly house- 
maid ; and as Sam's hat was mislaid, he had to look for it ; 
and the pretty house-maid lighted him. They had to look all 
over the place for the hat. The pretty house-maid, in her 
anxiety to find it, went down on her knees, and turned over 
all the things that were heaped together in a little corner hy 
the door. It was an awkward comer. You couldn’t get at 
it without shutting the door first. 

Here it is,” said the pretty house-maid. '' This is it, 
ain’t it ? " 

Let me look,” said Sam. 

The pretty house-maid had stood the candle on the floor ; as 
it gave a very dim light, Sam was obliged to go down on his 
knees before he could see whether it really was his own hat 
or not. It was a remarkably small comer, and so — ^it was 
nobody's Mult but the man’s who built the house — Sam and 
the pretty house-maid were necessarily very close together. 

Yes, this is it,” said Sam. Good bye I ” 

Good bye ! ” said the pretty house-maid. 

Good bye 1 ” said Sam ; and as he said it, he dropped the 
hat that had cost so much trouble in looking for, 

^'How awkward you are,” said the pretty house-maid. 

You TL lose it again, if you don’t take care.” 

So, just to prevent his losing it agaia, she put it on for 
him. 

Whether it was that the pretty house-maid's face looked 
prettier still, when it was raised towards Sam's, or whether it 
was the accidental consequence of their being so near to each 
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otter, is matter of uncertaiaiy to this day; but Sam kissed 
Her. 

You don’t mean to say, you did that on purpose/’ said 
tine pretty bouse-maid, ■‘Ir-hl.'ig. 

^No, I didn’t tben,” - r'-l but I Trill now.” 

So be kissed ber again. 

Sam ! ” said Mr. Piefavick, calling over tbe bannisters. 

Coming, sir,” repKed Sam, running up stairs. 

Plow long you bave been ! ” said Mr. Pickwick. 

There was sometbing behind tbe door, sir, which per- 
wenteci om getting it open, for ever so long, sir,” replied Sam. 

And this was the first passage of Mr. Weller’s first love. 
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CHAJPTEE XXVL 

WHICH CONTAINS A EHIEy ACCOUNT OF THE PHOGRESS OF THE ACITON OF 
BARBELL AGAINST PICKWICK. 

Hatikg accompKslied -the raaia end and object of Ms 
jonmey, by tbe exposure of Jingle, Blr. Pickwick resolved on 
i mm ediately returning to London, witk tbe view of becoming 
acquainted witb tbe proceedings wbicb bad been taken against 
bim, in tbe mean time, by Messrs. Dodson and Fogg. Acting 
upon this resolution witb all tbe energy and decision of Ms 
ebaracter, be mounted to tbe back seat of tbe first coaeb wMcb 
left Ipswicb on tbe morning after tbe memorable occuiTences 
detailed at length in tbe preceding chapters ; and accom- 
panied by Ms tMee Mends, and Mr. Samuel WeHer, arrived 
in tbe metropolis, in perfect health and safety, tbe same 
evening. 

Here, tbe fiiends, for a short time, separated. Messrs. 
Tiipman, Winkle, and Snodgrass repaired to their several 
homes to make such preparations as might be requisite for 
their forthcoming visit to Dingley Dell ; and Mr. Pickwick 
and Sam took np their present abode in very good, old- 
fasMoned, and comfortable quarters : to wit, ibe George and 
Vulture Tavern and Hotel, George Yard, Lombard Street. 

Mr. Pickwick bad dined, finished Ms second pint of par- 
ticular port, pulled Ms silk bandkercMef over Ms bead, put 
Ms feet on the fender, and thrown himself back in an easy 
chair, when tbe entrance of Mr. Weller witb Ms carpet bag, 
aroused bim from Ms tranquil meditations, 

Sam,’’ said Mr. Pickwick. 

Sir,” said Mr. Weller, 

I have just been tbmkmg, Sam,” said Mr. Pickwick,, 
that having lefr a good many things at kirs. Bardell’s, in 
GosweE Street, I ought to arrange for taking them away 
before I leave town again.” 

Wery good, sir,” replied Mr. Weller. 

TOL. 1. EB 
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I could send tHeia to Mr. Tupmau^ s, for tiie present, Sam/’ 
continued Air. Piclrwick, tut, before "we take tbem away , it is 
necessary tbat tkey sbould be looked up, and put togetker. I 
wisb you would step up to Goswell Street, Sam, and arrange 
about it.’’ 

At once, sir ? ” inquired Mr. Weller. 

^^At once,” replied Air. Pickwick. ^^And stay, Sam,” 
added Mr. Pickwick, pulling out Ms purse, '^ Tkere is some 
rent to pay. Tbe quarter is not due till Christmas, but you 
may pay it, and bave done with. it. A month’s notice termi- 
nates my tenancy. Here it is, written out. Give it, and tell 
Mrs. Bardell she may put a bill up as soon as sbe likes.” 

Wery good, sir,” replied Air. Weller ; '' anytMn’ more, 
sir? ” 

Nothing more, Sam.” 

Air. AVeEer stepped slowly to the door, as if be expected 
sometMng more ; slowly opened it, slowly stepped out, and 
bad dowly closed it within a couple of inches, when Air. Pick- 
wide called out, 

Sam.” 

'' Sir,” said Air. Wellor, stepping quickly hack, and closing 
tbe door bebind bim. 

I bave no objection, Sam, to your endeavouring to ascer- 
tain bow Airs. Paxdell berself seems dispo^d towards me, and 
wbetber it is really probable that tMs vile and groundless 
action is to be carried to extremiiy. I say I do not object to 
your doing tMs, if you wish it, Sam,” said Air. Pickwick. 

Sam gave a short nod of intelligence, and left the room. 
Mr. Pickwick drew the silk handkercMef once more over Ms 
head, and composed himself for a nap. Air. Weller promptly 
walked forth, to execute Ms commission. 

It was nearly nine o’clock when be reached Goswell Street. 
A couple of candles were burning in tbe Kttle front parlour, 
and a couple of caps were reflected on tbe window-blind. 
Mrs. Bardell bad got company. 

Mr. Weller knocked at tbe door, and after a pretty long 
interval — occupied by tbe party without in wMstling a tune, 
and by a pariy withM, in persuading a reb'aetory flat candle 
to aDow itself to be bgbfed — & pair of small boots pattered 
over tbe floor-cloth, and Alaster Bardell presented himself. 

Well, young townskip,” said Sam, bow ’s mother ? ” 

‘‘ She’s pretty well,” repbed Master Bardell, m am I.” 
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“Well, tliat^s a mercy/' said Sam; Iier I want to, 

speak to lier, mil you, my Mufant fernomenon ? " 

Master Eardell, tkus adjured, placed tke refractory flat 
candle on tlie bottom stair, and vanisked into tke front parlour 
■witk Ms message. 

Tbe two caps, reflected on tke mndow-blind, were tke 
respectiTO ]iead>dresses of a couple of IMrs. Bardell’s most par- 
ticular acquaintance, who kad just stepped in to have a quiet 
cup of tea, and a little warm supper of a couple of sets of 
pettitoes and some toasted ckeese. The ekeese was simmering 
and browning away, most delightfully, in a little Dutek oven 
before tke Are ; and tke pettitoes were getting on deliciously 
in a little tin saucepan on tke kok ; and Mrs. Bardell and ker 
two friends were getting on very well, also, in a little quiet 
conversation about and concerning all tkeir particular friends 
and acquaintance; wken Master BardeH came back from 
answering tke door, and delivered tke message intrusted to 
kim by kir. Samuel Weller. 

kir. Pickwick's servant ! " said Mrs. Bardell, torning pale. 

Bless my soul I " said kfrs. Cluppins. 

“ Well, I raly would not ka’ believed it, unless I kad ka' 
kappened to ka' been kere I " said kirs. Sanders. 

Mrs. Cluppins was a little, krisk, buBy-looking woman; and 
Mrs. Sanders was a big, fat, keavy-frced peonage ; and tke 
two were tko company. 

Mrs. Bardell felt it proper to be agitated ; and as none of 
tke three exactly knew wkatker, under existing circumstances, 
any communication, otkerwise than througb. Dodson and 
ought to be held with Mr. Pickwick’s servant, they were all 
ratker taken by surprise. lathis state of indecision, obviously 
tke first thing to be done, was to thump tke boy for flufliug 
Mr. Weller at tke door. So Ms mother thumped kirn, and he 
caied melodiously. 

Hold your noise — do — you naugkiy creetur I " said Mrs. 
Bardell. 

Yes; don't worrit your poor mother,” said kins. Sanders. 

She 's quite enough to worrit her, as it is, without 
you, Tommy,” said Mrs. Cluppins, with spipatkising re^- 
nation. 

Ak ! worse luck, poor lamb I ” said Mrs. Sanders. 

At all wMck moral reflections, Master Bardell howled tko 
louder. 
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wliat shall I do?’’ said Mrs. BaxdeE to Airs. 

Cluppins. 

I tMuk you ougM to see Mdol/’ replied Mrs. Cluppins. 

But on no account witLout a witness.” 

think two witnesses would be more lawful/’ said Mrs. 
Sanders, who, like the other Mend, was bursting with curiosiiy. 

Perhaps he ’d better come in here,” said Mrs. Bardell. 

“ To be sure,” replied Mrs. Cluppins, eagerly catching at 
the idea : Walk in, young man ; and shut the street-door 
first, please.” 

Air. Weller immediately took the hint; and presenting 
himseK in the parlour, esp)lained his business to Airs. Bardell, 
thus : 

Wery sorry to ’casion any personal inconwenience, ma’am, 
as the housebreaker said to the old lady when he put her 
on the fire ; but as me and my governor ’s only jest come 
to town, and is jest going away agin, it can’t be helped you 
see.” 

Of course, the young man can’t help the faults of his 
master,” said Airs. Cluppins, mudh struck by Air. Weller’s 
appearance and conversatioii. 

Certainly not,” chimed in Airs. Sanders, who, from certain 
wistful glances at the HtHe tin saucepan, seemed to he engaged 
in a mental calculation of the probable extent of the pettitoes, 
in the event of Sam’s bemg asked to stop supper. 

^^So all I’ve come about, is just tbis here,” said Sam, 
disregarding the interruption ; First, to give my governor’s 
notice — ^there it is. Secondly, to pay the rent— here it is. 
Thirdly, to say as all his things is to be put together, and 
give to anybody as we sends for ^em. Fourthly, that you 
may let the place as soon as you like — and that ’s 

Whatever has happened,” said Airs. Bardell, I always 
have said, and always will say, that in every respect hut one, 
Air. PiclOTick has always behaved himself like a perfect 
gentleman. His money always was as good as the bank : 
always.’^ 

As Airs. Bardell said this, she applied her handkerchief to 
her eyes, and went out of the room to get the receipt. 

Sam well knew that he had only to remain quiet, and the 
women were sure to talk ; so he looked alternately at the tin 
saucepan, the toasted cheese, the wall, and the ceiling, in 
profound silence. 
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Poor dear ! ” said jVIrs. duppins. 

All, poor thing ! ” replied IMrs. Sanders. 

Sam said nothing. He saw they were coining to the subject. 

I raly cannot contain myself/' said ISIrs. Chippins, '' when 
I thinh of such peijury. I don't wish to say anything to 
make you uncomfortable, young man, but your master ’s an 
old brute, and I wish I had him here to tell him so.” 

I wish yon had,” said Sam. 

To see how dreadful she takes on, going moiling about, 
and taking no pleasure in nothing, except when her Mends 
comes in, out of charity, to sit with her, and make her com- 
fortahle,” resumed Mrs. Cluppins, glancing at the tin sauce- 
pan and the Dutch oxen, it 's shocking ! ” 

^'Barbareous,” said Mrs. Sanders. 

And your master, young man ! A gentleman with money, 
as could newer feel the expense of a wife, no more than 
nothing,” continued Mrs. Cluppms, with great Tolubility; 
'^why there ain’t the faintest shade of an excuse for his 
behaTLOur ! Why don't he marry her ? ” 

Ah,” said Sam, to be sure ; that ’s the question.” 

‘^Question, indeed,” retorted Mrs. Cluppins; she'd 
question Mm, if she ’d my spirit. Hows' ever, there is law for 
us women, mis'rahle ereeturs as they 'd make us, if they could; 
and that your master will find out, young man, to his cost, 
afore he's six months older.” 

At tMs consolatory reflection, Mrs. Cluppins bridled np and 
smiled at Mrs. Sanders, who smiled back again. 

*‘The action's going on, and no mistake,” thought Sam, 
as Mrs. Bardell re-entered with the receipt. 

Here 's the receipt, Mr. Weller,” said Mrs. Bardell, and 
here 's the change, and I hope you 'll take a little drop of 
something to keep the cold out, if it's only for old 
acquaintance sake, Mr. W'eller.” 

Sam saw the advantage he should gain, and at once 
acquiesced ; whereupon hlrs. Bardell produced, from, a small 
closet, a black bottle and a wine glass ; and so great was her 
abstraction, in her deep mental affliction, that, after filliag 
Mr. Weller's glass, she brought out three more wine glasses, 
and filled them too. 

^^Lauk, Mrs. Bardell,” said hJrs. Cluppins, ^‘^see what 
you Ve been and done ! ” 

Well, that is a good one ! ” ejaculated hirs. Sanders 
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Ahy my poor IxeadP^ said Mrs. Bardell^ 'witli a faint 
smile. 

Sam understood all tHs, of course, so lie said at once, tliat 
lie never could drink before supper, unless a lady drank vdth 
him, A great deal of laugbing ensued, and Mrs. Sanders 
volunteered to Immour Mm, so ske took a sligM sip out 
of ber glass. Tben, Sam said it must go all round, so they 
all took a slight sip. Then, little Mrs. Clnppins proposed as 
a toast, Success to BardoU again Pickmck ; and then the 
ladies emptied their glasses in iLonour of the sentiment, and 
got very talkative directly. 

suppose you’ve heard what’s going forward, Mr. 
Weller ? ” said !Mrs. Bardell. 

I ’ve heerd somethin’ on it,” replied Sam. 

It ’s a terrible thing to be dragged before the public, in 
that way, Mr. Waller,” said Mrs. Bardell; ^^but I see now, 
that it ’s the only thing I ought to do, and my lawyers, IVIr. 
Dodson and Fogg, teU me, that with the evidence as we shall 
call, we must succeed. I don’t know what I should do, Mr. 
WeHer, if I didn’t.” 

The mere idea of Mrs. ^tordell’s faiiiag in her action, 
affected Mrs. Sanders so deeply, that she was under the 
necessity of re>fil,Iing and re-emptying her glass immediately ; 
feeling, as she said afterwards, that if she hadn’t had the 
presence of mind to have done so, she must have dropped. 

^ Wen is it expected to come on? ” inquired Sam. 

Either in February or March,” replied Mrs, Bardell. 

What a number of witnesses there ’U be, won’t there ?” 
said Mrs. Cluppins. 

Ah, won’t there ! ” replied Mrs. Sanders. 

And won’t Mr. Dodson and Fogg be wild if the plaintiff 
Wouldn’t get it?” added Mrs. Cluppins, when they do it 
all on speculation!” 

Ah I won’t they 1 ” said Mrs. Sanders. 

tt plaiatifi must get it,” resumed Mrs. Clai)pins. 

I hope so,” said rfe. Bardell. 

^'Oh, there can’t be any doubt about it,” rejoined Airs. 
Sanders. 

Veil,” said Sam, rising and setting down Ms glass. Ail 
I c»n say is, that I wish you may get it.” 

Thank’ ee, Mr. Weller,” said Mrs. Bardell, fervently. 

And of them Dodson and Fogg, as does these sorts o’ 
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things on spec/’ eontimied ^Ir. Weller, ''as well as for the 
other Mnd and gen’rous people o’ the same pnrfession, as 
sets people by the ears, free gratis for nothin’, and sets their 
clerks to work to find out little disputes among their neigh- 
bours and acquaintance as yants settlin’ by means o’ law-suits 
— ah I can say o’ them, is, that I vish they had the revard 
I ’d give ’em.” 

^^Ah, I wish they had the reward that every kind and 
generous heart would be inclined to bestow upon them 1 ” said 
the gratified Mrs. Bardeh. 

Amen to that,” replied Sam, '' and a fat and happy livin' 
they ’d get out of it ! Wish you good night, ladies.” 

To the great relief of Mrs. Sanders, Sam was allowed to 
depart, withont any reference, on the part of the hostess, to 
ihe pettitoes and toasted cheese: to which the ladies, with 
SLich juvenile assistance as Master Bardell could afrbrd, soon 
afterwards rendered the amplest justice — ^indeed they whoUy 
vanished, before their strenuous exertions. 

Mr. Weller went his way back to the George and Yultuxe, 
and fa-ithfoH}' recounted to his master, such indications of the 
sharp practice of Dodson and Fogg, as he had contrived to 
pick up, in his visit to Mrs. Bardell’s. An interview with 
Air. Perker, next day, more than confirmed Mr. Weller’s state- 
ment ; and Air. Pickwick was fain to prepare for his Christmas 
visit to Dingley Dell, vith the pleasant anticipation that some 
two or three months afterwards, an action brought against 
h i m for damages sustained hy reason of a breach of promise 
of marriage, would be publicly tried in the Ccurt of Common 
Pleas : the plaintiff having all the advantages derivable, not 
only firom the force of circumstances, but fr-om the sharp 
practice of Dodson and Fogg to booh 
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CHAPTER XXYIL 


SAMCEL WELLER MAKES A PILGRIMAGE TO DOEKIKG, AND BEHOLDS HIS 
MOTHER-IN-LAW. 

Thebe still remaining an interval o£ two days, before tbe 
time agreed upon for tbe departure of tbe PicbwicMans to 
Dingley Dell, Mr. Weller sat bimself down in a back room at 
tbe George and Vulture, after eating an early dinner, to muse 
on tbe best way of disposing of bis time. It was a remarkably 
fne day ; and be bad not turned tbe matter over in bis mind 
ten minutes, wben be was suddenly stricken blial and affec- 
tionate ; and it occurred to him so strongly that be ought to 
go down to see bis father, and pay bis du^ to bis motber-iu- 
law, that be was lost in astonishment at bis own remissness in 
never tliinking of this moral obligation before. Anxious to 
atone for bis past noglocl without another hour’s delay, be 
straightway walked up stairs to Mr. Pickwick, and requested 
leave of absence for this laudable purpose. 

Certainly, Sam, certainly,” said Mr. Pickwick, bis eyes 
glistening with delight at this manifestation of filial feeling, 
on tbe part of bis attendant ; certainly, Sam,” 

Mr. WeEer made a grateful bow. 

I am very glad to see that you have so high a sense of 
jour duties as a son, Sam,” said Mr. Pickwick, 
always bad, sir,” replied Mr. Weller. 

■^^Tbat^s a very gratii5"^c "Glloction, Sam,” said IVIr. Pick- 
wick, approvingly. 

^AVery, sir,” replied Mr. Weller; ^^if ever I wanted any- 
thin’ o’ my father, I always asked for it in a wery ’spectful 
and obligm’ manner. If be didn’t give it me, I took it, for 
fear I should be led to do anythin’ wrong, through not bavin’ 
it. I saved him a world o’ -trouble this vay, sir.” 

“That ’s not precisely what I meant, Sam,” said Mr. Pick- 
wick, shaking bis bead, with a slight smile. 

*‘AIL good feelin’, sir — ^the wery best intentions, as tbe 
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genlm’n said tch lie rim aTray from Iiis ’cos slie seemed 
imliappy -witii liiin,” repHed Mr. Weller. 

‘‘You may go, Sam,” said Mr. Pickwick. 

“ Tkauk’ee, sir,” replied l^Ir. Weller ; and kaying made Ms 
Best hoWf and put on Ms best clotbes, Sam planted liimself on 
tbe top of tbe Arundel coacb, and journeyed on to Dorking. 

Tbe Marquis of Granby, in Mrs. Weller’s time, was quite 
a model of a road-side publie-bouse of tbe better class — just 
large enough to be convenient, and small enough to be snug. 

On the opposite side of the road, was a large sign-board 
on a Mgh post, representing the head and shoulders of a 
or.-nr-.pj},, an apoplectic countenance, in a red coat with 
deep blue facings, and a touch of the same blue over Ms three- 
cornered hat, for a sky. Over that again, were a pair of 
flags; beneath the last button of Ms coat were a couple of 
cannon ; and the whole formed an expressive and undoubted 
likeness of the Marquis of Granby of glorious memory. 

The bar window displayed a choice coEection of geranium 
plants, and a weE-dusted row of spirit pMals. The open 
shutters bore a variety of golden inscriptions, eMogistic of 
good beds and neat wines ; and the choice group of country- 
men and hostlers lounging about the stable-door and horse- 
trough, afforded presumptive proof of the exeeEent quahty of 
the ale and spirits wMch were sold within. Sam WeEer paused, 
when he dismoxmted from the coach, to note aE these Ettle 
indications of a thriving business, with the eye of an expe- 
rienced traveEer; and having done so, stepped in at once, 
MgMy satisfied with everything he had observed, 

Now, then I ” said a shriE female voice, the instant Sam 
tMust in Ms head at the door, “what do you want, young 
man ? ” 

Sam looked round in the direction whence the voice pro- 
ceeded. It came from a rather stout lady of comfortable 
appearance, who was seated beside the fire-place in the bar, 
blowing the fire to make the kettle hoE for tea. She was not 
alone ; for on the other side of the fire-place, sitting bolt 
i .].‘ ‘ i ii Mgh-backed chair, was a man in thread-bare 
ih. \ !<, I < with, a back almost as long and stiff as that of 
the chair itself, who caught Sam’s most particular and especial 
attention at once. 

He was a prim-faced, red-nosed man, with a long thin 
countenance and a semi-rattlesnake sort of eye — ^rather sharp. 
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■but decidedly bad. He wore very short trousers, and blach- 
cotton stoc^gs : -which, like the rest of Ms ajjparel, were 
p-nrticTilarlv rusty. His looks were starched, but Ms wMte 
neckercbiei was not; and its long limp ends straggled over 
Ms closely buttoned waist<x)at in a very uncouth and unpic- 
turesque fasMon. A pair of old^ worn, beaver gloves; a 
broad-brimmed hat ; and a faded green umbrella, with plenty 
of whalebone sticking tlirough the bottom,, as if to counter- 
baknee the want of a handle at the top ; lay on a chair heside 
' him ; and being disposed in a very tidy and careful manner, 
seemed to imply that the red-nosed man, whoever he was, had 
no intention of going away in a hurry. 

To do the red-nosed man justice, he would have been very 
far JBrom -wise if he had entertained any such intention; for, 
to judge from all appearances, he must have been possessed 
of a most desirable circle of acquaintance, if he could have 
reasonably e2q)ected to be more comfortable anywhere else. 
The free was Mazing hrightLy, -onder the influence of the 
beflowB ; anfl the kettle was singing gaily, under the influence 
of hoih- A smaE tray of tea-things was arranged on the 
table ; a plate of hot buttered toast was gently simmering 
before the Are ; and the red-nc^ed man himself, was busily 
engaged in converting a large shee of bread, into the same 
agreeable edible, through the instrumentality of a long brass 
toastmg-fork. Beside him, stood a glass of xeeMng hot pine- 
apple ruQi and water, with a slice of lemon in it ; and every 
time the red-nosed man stopped to bring the round of bread 
to Ms eye, with the view of ascertain in g how it got on, he 
imbibed a drop or two of the hot pine-apple rum and water, 
and smiled upon the rather stout lady, as she blew the Are. 

Sam was so lost in the contemplation of tMs comfortable 
scene, that he siifered the Arst ino Mry of the rather stout 
lady to pass unheeded. It was not until it had been twice 
repeated, ^ch time in a shriller tone, that he became con- 
scious of the impropriety of Ms behaviour. 

Governor in ? iaquired Sam, in reply to the question. 

Ho, he isn’t,” replied Mrs. Weller, for the rather stout 
lady was no other tAan -the quondam relict and sole executrix 
of the dead-and-gone Mr. Clarke ; “No, he isn’t, and I doMt 
expect Mm, either.” 

I suppose he ’s a drivin’ uq> to-day ? ” said Sam. 

He may he, or he may nol^” replied Mrs. Weller, buttenng 
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tBe round of toast -wMcli tlie red-nosed man Iiad just finislieil, 
I don't kno’vr, and, 'wh.at 's more, I don't cai'e. Ask a 
Messin', Mr. Stiggins.” 

Tke red-nosed man did as iie ivas desired, and instanriy 
commenced on tke toast mth. fierce Yoracity. 

Tke appearance of tiie red-nosed man kad indneed Sam, at 
first sight, to more than half suspect that he was the deputy 
shepherd, of whom Ms estimahle parent had spoken. The 
moment he saw him eat, all donht on the subject was removed, 
and he perceived at once that if he purposed to take up Ms 
temporary quarters where he was, he must make Ms footing 
good without delay. He therefore commenced proceedings hy 
putting Ms arm over the half-door of the bar, coolly unbolting 
it, and leisurely walking in. 

Mother-in-law,” said Sam, ^‘how are you ? ” 

Why, I do believe he is a Weller !” said ]Mrs. W., raising 
her eyes to Sam’s face, with no very gratified expression of 
countenance. 

I rayther think he is,” said the imperfurbahle Sam, 
and I hope tMs here reverend gen’lm’n ’ll excuse me saying 
that I wish I was the Weller as owns you, mother-in-law.” 

TMs was a double-harrelled compliment. It imphed that 
Mrs, Weller was a most agreeable female, and also that 
Mr. Stiggins had a clerical appearance. It made a visible 
impression at once ; and Sam followed np Ms advantage by 
kissing Ms mother-in-law. 

Get along with yon,” said Mrs. Weber, pusliing Mm 
away. 

For shame, young man ! ” said the gentieman with the 
red nose. 

No offence, sir, no offence,” replied Sam ; you Me wery 
right, though ; it ain’t the right sort o’ thing, wen mothers- 
in-law is young and good-looking, is it, sir 
‘Mt’s all vanity,” said Mr. Stiggins. 

Ah, so it is,” said Weller, setting her cap to rights. 
Sam thought it was, too, but he held Ms peace. 

The dejmh' shepherd seemed by no means best pleased vdth 
Sam’s arrival,* and when the first effervescence of the compli- 
ment had subsided, even Mrs. Weller looked as if she could 
have spared him without the smallest inconvenience. How- 
ever, there he was ; and as he couldn’t be decently tomed out, 
they ab three sat down to tea 
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And Iiow fatlier ? said Sam. 

At tMs inquiry, Mrs. Weller raised lier hands, and 
turned up her eyes, as if the subject ^fere too painful to 
be alluded to. 

Mr. Stiggins groaned. 

‘‘What’s the matter with that ’ere inquired 

Sam. 

“ He ’s shocked at the way your father goes on, in,” replied 
Mrs. Weller. 

“ Oh, he is, is he ? ” said Sam. 

“ And with too good reason,” added Mrs. Weller, gravely. 

Mr. Stiggins took up a fresh piece of toast, and groaned 
heavily. 

“ He is a dreadfol reprohate,” said Mrs. Weller. 

“ A man of wrath ! ” exclaimed Mr. Stiggins. He took a 
large semi-circular hite out of the toast, and groaned again. 

Sam felt very strongly disposed to give the reverend 
Mr. Stiggins something to groan for, hut he repressed his 
indmation, and merely asked, “What’s the old ’un up to, 
now ? ” 

“ Up to, indeed 1 ” said Mrs. Weller, “ oh, he has a hard 
heart. Night after night does this excellent man — don’t 
frown, IMr- Stiggins : I will say you are an excellent man — 
eome and sit here, for hours together, and it has not the least 
effect upon him.” 

“Well, that is odd,” said Sam; “it ’ud have a wery con- 
siderable effect upon me, if I wos in his place ; I know that.” 

“ The fact is, my young friend,” said Mr. Stiggins, solemnly, 
“he has an obderrate bosom. Oh, my young friend, who 
else could have resisted the pleadiag of sixteen of our fairest 
asters, and withstood their exhortations to subscribe to our 
noble society for providing the infant negroes in the West 
Indies with flamidL waistcoats and moral pocket handker- 
chiefs ? ” 

“ What ’s a moral pocket ankercher ? ” said Sam ; “ I never 
see one o’ them articles forniter.” 

“ Those which combine amusement with instruction, my 
young friend,” replied !Mr. Stigghis : “blending select tales 
with wood-cuts.” 

“Oh, I know,” said Sam; “them as hangs up in the 
liaeu-drapers’ shops, with beggars’ petitions and all that ’ere 
upon ’em ? ” 
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Mr. Stiggins began a tliird roirad of toast, and nodded assent. 

And be wouldn’t be persuaded by tbe ladies, wouldn’t 
be?” said Sam. 

Sat and smoked bis pipe, and said tbe infant negroes 
were — ^wbat did be say tbe infant negroes were?” said Mrs. 
■Weber. 

Little bumbugs,” replied bir. Stiggias, deeply affected. 

Said tbe infant negroes were Httle bumbugs,” repeated 
Mrs. Weller. And tbey botb groaned at tbe atrocious conduct 
of tbe old gentleman. 

A great many more iniquities of a similar nature might 
bave been disclosed, only tbe toast being all eaten, tbe tea 
baying got very weak, and Sam bolding out no indications of 
meaning to go, Mr. Stiggins suddenly recollected tbat be bad 
a most pressing appointment witb tbe sbepberd, and took 
bimself off accordingly. 

Tbe tea-things bad been scarcely put away, and tbe hearth 
swept up, when tbe London coach deposited Mr. Weller senior 
at tbe door ; bis legs deposited iom in tbe bar j and bis eyes 
showed him bis son. 

What, Sammy ! ” exclaimed tbe father. 

What, old Nobs ! ” ejaculated tbe son. And tbey shook 
bands heartily. 

Werry glad to see you, Sammy,” said tbe elder IMr. Wel- 
ler, though bow you Ve managed to get over your mother- 
in-law is a mystery to me. I only visb you ’d write me out 
ibe receipt, that ’s all.” 

Hush ! ” said Sam, she 's at home, old feller.” 

^^Sbe ain’t vitbin bearing,” replied Mr. Weller; ^^sbe 
always goes and blows up, down stairs, for a couple of hours 
arter tea ; so we ’ll just give ourselves a damp, Sammy.” 

Saying this, Mr. Weller mixed two glasses of spirits and 
water, and produced a coaplo ox pipes. Tbe father and son 
sitting down opposite each other : Sam on one side tbe ftre, in 
tbe bigb-baeked chair, and JVIr. Weller senior on tbe other, in 
an easy ditto ; tbey proceeded to enjoy themselves witb all due 
gravity. 

Anybody been here, Sammy ? ” asked Mr. Weller senior, 
drily, after a long silence. 

Sam nodded an expressive assent. 

Red-nosed chap ? ” inquired Mr. Weller. 

Sam nodded again. 
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AiniaMe mantliat ^ere, Sammj/’ said Mr. Weller, smoMng 
violeatlj. 

Seems so,” observed Sam. 

“ Good band at accounts,” said Mr. Weber, 
said Sam. 

Borrows r.pr-rro on Monday, and comes on Tuesday 

for a sbillm’ to make it up liaJf a crown; cabs again on 
Vensday for anotber balf crown to make it five sbibin’s ; and 
goes on, donbbng, tib be gets it up to a five pnnd note in no 
time, like tbem snins in tbe bithmetic book ’bout the nails in 
tbe borse's shoes, Sammy.” 

Sam intimated by a nod tbat be recobected tbe problem 
abnded to by liis parent. 

So yon vonldn’t subscribe to tbe flannel veskits?” said 
Sam, after another interval of smoking. 

Cert’nly not,” replied Mr. Weber ; “ what ’s the good o’ 
flannel veskits to tbe yonng niggers abroad ? But I ’b teb 
yon wbat it is, Sammy,” said Mr. Weber, lowering bis voice, 
and bending acro^ tbe fire-place; I’d come down wery 
handsome towards strait veskits for some people at borne.” 

As !Mr. Weber said this, he dowly recovered his former 
position, and winked at Ms first-bom, in a profound manner. 

It cert’nly seems a queer start to send out pocket anker- 
chers to people as don’t know the use on ’em,” observed Sam. 

Tbe}’- ’re aivays a doin’ some gammon of tbat sort, 
Sammy,” repbed bis father. T’ other Sunday I wos walkin’ 
np tbe road, wen who sbonld I see, a standia’ at a cbapel- 
door, with a Mne sonp-plate in her band, but your motber- 
in-lawi I werbybebeve there was change for a couple o’ 
snv’rins in it, then, Sammy, ab in ha’pence ; and as the people 
come out, they rattled tbe peoni^ in, tib yoa ’d ba’ thought 
that BO mortal plate as ever was baked, could ba’ stood tbe 
wear and tear. What d’ye think it wa^ ab for ? ” 

^*Tor another tea-drinkin’, perhaps,” said Sam. 

Not a bit on it,” repbed the father : for the shepherd’s 
water-rate, Sammy.” 

Tbe shepherd’s water-rate I ” said Sam. 

'^Ay,” replied Mr. Weber, there was three quarters 
owin’, and tbe shepherd hadn’t paid a farden, not be — ^perhaps 
it might be on account tbat -water wam’t o’ so much use to 
Mm, for it ’s wery bttie o’ that tap he drinks, Sammy, wery ; 
be knows a trick worth a good half dozen of ihat, he does. 
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Hows’eyer, it i^arn’t paid, and so they cuts the water off. 
Down goes the shepherd to chapel, gives out as he ’s a per- 
secuted saint, and says he hopes the heart of the turncock as 
cut the water off, ’ll he softened, and turned in the right vay : 
but he rayther thinks he ’s booked for somethin’ uncomfort- 
able. Upon this, the women calls a meetin’, sings a hymn, 
wotes your mothmr -in-law into the chair, wolunteers a col- 
lection next Sunday, and hands it all over to the shepherd. 
And if he ain’t got enough out on ’em, Sammy, to make hi-m 
free of the water company for life,” said Mi. Weller, in con- 
clusion, I ’m one Dutchman, and you ’re another, and that ’s 
all about it.” 

Mr. Weller smoked for some minutes in silence, and then 
resumed : 

“ The worst o’ these here shepherds is, my hoy, that they 
regTarly i urns the heads of all the young ladies, about here. 
Lord bless their little hearts, they thinks it ’s all right, and 
don’t know no better; hut they’re the wictims o’ gammon, 
Samivel, they ’re the wictims o’ gammon.” 

“ I s’pose they are,” said Sam. 

jN'othin’ else,” said Mr. Weller, shaking his head gravely : 
^'and wot aggrawates me, Samivel, is to see ’em a wastin’ all 
their time and labour in making clothes for copner-colcrired 
people as don’t want ’em, and takin’ no notice of ihe ilosli- 
coloured Christians as do. If I ’d my vay, Samivel, I ’d just 
stick some o’ these here sliepherds bebind a heavy wheel- 
harrow, and run ’em up and down a fourteen-inch-wide plank 
all day. That ’ud shake the nonsense out of ’em, if anythin’ 
vould.” 

Mr. WeSer having delivered this gentle recipe with strong 
emphasis, eked out by a varieiy of nods and contortions of the 
eye, emptied his glass at a draught, and knocked the ashes out 
of his pipe, with native dignity. 

He was engaged in this operation, wnen a shrill voice was 
heard in the passage. 

“ Here ’s your dear relation, Sammy,” said Mr. WeEer ; and 
Mrs. W. hurried into the room. 

Oh, you ’ve come hack, have you ! ” said Mis. Wdler. 

Yes, my dear,” replied hlr. Weller, f illing a ffedh pipe. 

Has Mr. Sti^ans been back ? ” said Mrs. WeHer. 

Ho, my dear, he hasn’t,” replied Mr. Weller, lighting the 
pipe by the ingenious process of holding to the howl thereof 
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■between tiie tongs, a xed-bot coal from the adjacent fire ; and 
what ’s more, my dear, I sbalL manage to snrwive it, if he 
don’t come back at all.” 

Ugh, yon wretch 1 ” said Mrs. Weller. 

Thank’ee, my love,” said Mr. Weller. 

^"Come, come, father,” said Sam, ^'none o’ these little 
levin’s afore strangers. Here’s the reverend genhn’n a 
cornin’ in now.” 

At this annonncement, l^Irs. Weller hastily wiped off the 
tears which she had jnst begun to force on ; and Mr. W. drew 
his chair sullenly into the chimney comer. 

Mr. Stiggins was easily prevailed on, to take another glass 
of the hot pino-apple rum and water, and a second, and a 
third, and then to refresh himself with a slight supper, pre- 
vious to beginning again. He sat on the same side as Mr. 
Weher senior; and every time he could contrive to do so, 
unseen by Ms wife, that gentleman indicated to Ms son the 
Mdden emotions of his bosom by shaking Ms fist over the 
depuiy shepherd’s head : a process wMch afforded Ms son the 
most unmingled delight and satisfaction : the more especially 
as Mr. Stiggins went on, quietly drinking the hot pine-apple 
rum and water, whollynnoonscious of what was going forward. 

The major part of the conversation was confined to Mrs. 
Weller and the reverend Mr. Stiggins ; and the topics prin- 
cipally descanted on, were the virtues of the shepherd, the 
worthiness of Ms fiock, and the Mgh crimes and misdemeanors 
of everybody beside ; dissertations wMch the elder Mr. Weller 
occasionally interrupted by half-suppressed references to a 
gentleman of the name of Walker, and other running com- 
mentaries of the same kind. 

At length Mr. Stiggins, with several most indubitable sym- 
ptGms of having quite as much pine-apple rum and water about 
him, as he could comfortahly accommodate, took Ms hat and 
Ms leave : and Sam was, immediately afterwards, shovui to 
bed by Ms father. The respectable old gentleman wrung Ms 
hand fervently, and seemed disposed to address some observa- 
tion to his son ,* but on Mrs. Weller advancing towards Mm, 
ha appeared to relinquish that intention, and abruptly bade 
him good night. 

Sam was up betimes next day, and having partaken of a hasiy 
breakfast, prepared to return to London. He had scarcety set 
foot without ihe house, when Ms father stood before him. 
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Goin’, Sammy ? ’’ inquired IMr. TUeEer. 

Off at once,” replied Sam. 

“ I visli you could muffle tKat ’ere Stiggios, and take Bim 
witk you,” said Mr. Weller. 

“ I am askamed on you ! ” said Sam, reproacLfolly ; wtat 
do you let Mm show Ms red nose in the MarHs o’ Granby at 
all, for?” 

Mr. Weller tbe elder fixed on Ms son an earnest look, and 
repHed, ’Cause I’m a married man, Samivel, ’cause I’m a 
married man. Wen you ’re a married man, Samivel, you’ll 
understand a good many tMngs as you don’t understand uott ; 
but vetker it ’s wortk wkile goin’ tkrougk so muck, to leam 
so little, as tke ckarity-boy said ven ke got to tke end of tke 
alpkabet, is a matter o’ taste. I rayiker tkink it isn’t.” 

‘‘ Well,” said Sam, “ good bye.” 

“ Tar, tar, Sammy,” replied Ms fatker. 

I ’ve only got to say tMs kere,” said Sam, stopping short, 

tkat if I -was tke properiator o’ tke MaxMs o’ Granby, and 
tkat ’ere Stiggins came and made toast in my bar, I ’d — ” 

^^Wkat?” interposed Mr. Weller, vritk great anxiety. 
^^Wkat?” 

— Pison Ms rum and vrater,” said Sam, 

No ! ” said Mr. WeEer, skaMng Ms son eagerly by tke 
hand, would you raly, Sammy; would you, tkougk?” 

I i^ould,” said Sam. I wouldn’t be too kard upon Mm, 
at first. I ’d drop Mm in tke water-butt, and put tke lid on ; 
and if I found ke was insensible to kindness, I ’d try tke otker 
persvasion.” 

Tke elder Mr. Weller bestowed a look of deep, unspeakable 
admiration on Ms son; and, kaving once more grasped Ms 
band, walked r.y. :v\'olviiig in Ms mind tke numerous 

reflections to av! '(^l bad given rise. 

Sam looked after Mm, until ke turned a comer of tke road : 
and tken set forward on Ms walk to London. He meditated, 
at first, on tke prob - of Ms own advice, and 

tke likelikood and • ' - ‘ ■ 1 -/ ■ is fatker’s adopting it. 
He dismissed the subject from Ms mind, however, witk tke 
consolatory reflection that time alone would show ; and this is 
tke reflection we would impress upon tke reader. 
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CHAPTER XmiL 

A GOOI^HTTMOXIBEB CEBISTMAS chapter, containing an account op a WED' 
BINO, AND SOME OTHER SPORTS BESIDE : WHICH ALTHOUGH IN THEIR 
WAT, EVEN AS GOOD CUSTOMS AS 3HARRIAGE ITSELF, ABE NOT QUITE 
SO BELIGIOUSLY KEPT UP, IN THESE DEGENERATE TIMES. 

As brisk as bees, if not altogetber as liglit as fairies, did 
the four Pickwickiaas assemble on the morning of the twenty- 
second day of December, in the year of grace in which these, 
their faithMIy-recorded adventures, were undertaken and 
accomplished. Christmas was close at hand, in all his bluff 
and hearty honesty ; it was the season of hospitality, merri- 
ment, and open-heartedness; the old year was preparing, like 
an ancient philosopher, to call his Mends around him, and 
amidst the sound of feasting and revelry to pass gently and 
calmly away. Gay and merry was the time ; and right gay 
and merry were at least four of the numerous hearts that 
were gladdened hy its coming. 

And numerous indeed are the hearts to which Christmas 
brings a brief season of happiness and enjoyment. How 
many families whose members have been dispersed and 
scattered, far and wide, in the restless struggles of life, are 
then re-united, and meet once again in that happy state of 
companionship, and mutual good-will, which is a source of 
such pure and unalloyed delight, and one so incompatible 
with the cares and sorrows of the world, that the religious 
belief of the most civilised nations, and the rude traditions of 
the r(H ‘savages, uliko number it among the first joys of 
a future condition of esistence, provided for the blest and 
happy I How many old recollections, and how many dormant 
sympathies, does Christmas lime awaken I 

We write these words now, many miles distant from the 
spot at which, year after year, we met on that day, a merry 
and joyous circle. Many of the hearts that throbbed so gaffy 
then, have ceased to beat; many of the looks that shone so 
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briglitly then, Have ceased to glow ; tHe Hands we grasped. 
Have grown cold ; tHe eyes we songHt, Have Hid tHeir lustre in 
tHe grave ,* and yet tHe old House, tHe room, tHe merry voices 
and smiling faces, tHe jest, tHe laugH, tHe most minute and 
trivial circumstances connected witH tHose Happy meetings, 
crowd upon our mind at eacH recurrence of tHe season, as if 
tHe last assemblage Had been but yesterday I Happy, Happy 
CHristmas, tHat can win us back to tHe delusions of our 
cHildisH days ,* tHat can recal to tHe old man the pleasures of 
His youtH ; and transport tHe sailor and tHe traveller, tHou- 
sands of miles away, back to His own fire-side and His quiet 
Home ! 

But we are so taken up, and occupied, witH tHe good 
qualities of tHis saint CHristmas, tHat we are keeping Mr. 
Pickwick and His friends waiting in tHe cold, on tHe outside 
of tHe Muggleton coacH : wHicH tHey Have just attained, well 
wrapped up in great-coats, sHawls, and comforters. THe port- 
manteaus and caiy)OL-l';ags Have been stowed away, and HIr. 
Weller and tHe guard are endeavouring to insinuate into tHe 
fore-boot a Huge cod-fisH several sizes too large for it : wHicH 
is snugly packed up, in a long brown basket, witH a layer of 
straw over tHe top : and wHicH Has been left to tHe last, in 
order that He may repose in safety on tHe Half-dozen barrels of 
real native oysters, all tHe property of Mr. Pickwick, wMcH Have 
been arranged in regular order, at tHe bottom of tHe receptacle. 
THe interest displayed in Mr. Pickwick’s countenance, is most 
intense, as Mx. AVelLer and tHe guard try to squeeze tHe cod-fisH 
into tHe boot, first Head first, and then tail first, and tHen top 
upwards, and tHen bottom upwards, and tHen side-ways, and 
tHen long-ways, all of wHicH artifices tHe implacable cod-fisH 
sturdily resists, until tHe guard accidentally Hits Him in tHe 
very middle of the basket, whereupon He suddenly disappears 
into the boot, and with Him, the Head and shoulders of the 
guard Himself, who, not calculating upon so sudden a cessation 
of the passive resistance of the cod-fisH, experiences a very 
unexpected shock, to the unsmotHerable deHgHt of all the 
porters and by-standers. Upon this, Mr. Pickwick smiles with 
great good-Hui^cur, and drawing a shilling from Ms waistcoat 
pocket^ Hegs the guard, as He picks Himself out of the boot, 
to driuk Ms Health in a glass of Hot brandy and water ; at 
wMcH, the guard smiles, too, and Messrs. Snodgrass, Winkle, 
and Tupman, all smile in company. THe guard and ISfr. 
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Weller disappear for five miautes : most probably to get tbe 
hot brandy and water, for they smell yery strongly of it, when 
they return: the coachman mounts to the box, Mr. Weller 
jumps up behind, the PickwicMans pnH their coats round their 
legs, and their shawls over their noses ; the helpers pnU the 
horse-cloths off, the coachman shouts out a cheery All right,’ ^ 
and away they go. 

They have rumbled through the streets, and jolted over the 
stones, and at length reach the wide and open country. The 
wheels sMm over the hard and firosly ground ; and the horses 
bursting into a canter at a smart crack of the whip, step along 
the road, as if the load behind them : coach, passengers, cod- 
fish, oyster barrels, and all r were but a feather at their heels. 
They have descended a gentle slope, and enter upon a level, as 
compact and dry as a solid block of marble, tvt'o miles long. 
Another crack of the whip, and on they speed, at a smart 
gallop ; the horses tossing their heads and rattling the harness, 
as if in exhilaration at fiie rapidity of the motion : while the 
coachman, holding whip and reins in one hand, takes off his 
hat with the other, and resting it on his knees, pulls out his 
handkerchief, and wipes Ms forehead : partly because he has 
a hahit of doing it, and partly because it ’s as well to show 
the passengers how cool he is, and what an easy thing it is 
to drive four-in-hand, when you have had as much practice 
as he has. Having done this very leisurely (otherwise the- 
effect would be materially impaired), he replaces Ms handker- 
cMef, pulls on his hat, adjusts Ms gloves, squares Ms elbows, 
cracks the wMp again, and on they speed, more merrily than 
before. 

A few small houses scattered on either side of the road, 
betoken the entrance to some town or village. The lively 
notes of the guard’s key-hugle vibrate in the clear cold air, 
and wake up the old gentleman inside, who, carefully letting 
down the window-sash half-way, and standing sentry over tho 
air, takes a short peep out, and then carefully pulling it up 
again, informs the other inside that they ’re going to change 
directly; on wMch the other inside wakes MmseK up, and 
determines to postpone Ms next nap until after the stoppage. 
Again the bugle sounds lustily forth, and rouses the cottager’s 
wife and cMldren, who peep out at ^e house-door, and watch 
the coach till it turns the comer, when they once more crouch 
round the blazing fire, and throw on another log of wood 



THE PIOKWICK CLUB. S89 

against father comes home, while father himself, a foil mile 
off, has just exchanged a friendly nod with the coachman, and 
turned round, to take a good long stare at the vehicle as it 
whirls away. 

And now the bugle plays a lively air as the coach rattles 
through the iH-paved streets of a country town ; and the 
coachman, undoing the bucHe which keeps his ribands 
together, prepares to throw them off, the moment he stops. 
Mr. Pickwick emerges from his coat collar^ and looks 
about him with great curiosiiy ; perceiving which, the coach- 
man informs Mr. Pickwick of the name of the town, and tells 
him it was market-day yesterday, both of which pieces of 
information Mr. Pickwick retails to his fellow-passengers ; 
whereupon they emerge from their coat collars too, and look 
about them also. Mr. Winkle, who sits at the extreme edge, 
with one leg dangHng in the air, is nearly precipitated into 
the street, as the coach twists round the sharp comer by the 
cheese-monger’s shop, and turns into the market-place ; and 
before Mr. Snodgrass, who sits next to him, has recovered 
from his alarm, they pull up at the inn yard, where the fresh 
horses, with cloths on, are already waiting. The coachman 
throws down the reins and gets down himself, and the other 
outside passengers drop down also : except those who have no 
great confidence in their ability to get up again : and they 
remahi where they are, and stamp their feet against the coach 
to warm them — ^looking, with longing eyes and red noses, at 
the bright fire in the inn bar, and the sprigs of holly with red 
berries which ornament the window. 

But, the guard has delivered at the com-deale/s shop, the 
brown paper packet he took out of the httie pouch which 
hangs over his shoulder by a leathern strap ; and has seen the 
horses carefully put to ; and has thrown on the pavement the 
saddle which was brought from London on the coach-roof ; 
and has assisted in the conference between the coachman and 
tt.e hostler about the grey mare that hurt her off-fore-leg last 
Tuesday ; and he and Mr. Weller are all right behind, and 
the coachman is all right in front, and the old gentleman 
inside, who has kept the window down fall two inches all this 
time, has pulled it up again, and the cloths are off, and they 
are all ready for starting, except the two stout gentlemen,’’ 
whom the coachman inquires afrer with some impatience. 
Hereupon the coachman, and the guard, and Sam Weller, and 
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Mx. 'WinMe, Mr. Snodgrass, and all i^e hostlers, and every 
one of the idlers, who are more in ntunlber than all the others 
put together, shout for the missiog gtcitlcTiirn as loud as they 
can bawL A distant response is heard from the y^d, and 
Mr. Pickwick and Mr. Tupman come mnning down it, quite 
out of breath, for they have been having n glass of ale 
a-piece, and Mr. Pickwick’s fingers are so cold that he has 
heen full five minutes before he could find the sixpence to pay 
ftir it. The coachman shouts an admonitory Now then, 
gen'hn’n ! ” the guard re-echoes it ; the old gentleman inside, 
ilii-nlrs it a very extraordinary thing that people will get down 
when they know there isn’t time for it ; Mr. Pickwick s'^ug- 
gles up on one side ; Mr. Tupman on the other ,* Mr. Winkle 
cries “ AH right ; ” and off they start. Shawls are pulled up, 
coat collars are re-adjusted, the pavement ceases, the houses 
disappear ; and they are once again dashing along the open 
road, with the fresh dear air blowing in their faces, and glad- 


dening their very hearts within them. 

Such was the progress of Mr. Pickwick and his friends by 
the Muggleton Telegraph, on their way to Diogley Dell j and 
at three o’clock that affcemoon, they ^ stood, high and dry, 
safe and sound, hale and hearty, upon the steps of the Blue 
Lion : having taken on the road quite onougli. of ale and 
brandy, to enable them to bid defiance to the that was 
hinding up the earth in its iron fetters, and weaving its 
beautiful net-work upon the trees and hedges. Mr. Pickwick 
was busily engaged in counting the barrels of oysters, and 
superintending the disinterment of the cod-fish, when he felt 
IriTnstftlf gently pulled by the skirts of the coat. Looking 
round, he discovered that the individual who resorted to this 
mode of catching his attention, was no other than Mr. 
Wardle’s favourite page ; better known to the readers of 
this unvarnished hisLory by the diiifrgi'isli’rg -(‘n of 


the fat boy. 

Aha I ” said Mr. Pickwick. 


“ Aha I ” said the fat boy. 

As he said it, he glanced from the cod-fish to the oyster- 
banrels, and chuckled joyoudy. He was fetter than ever. 

Well, you look rosy enough, my young friend ! ” said Mr. 
Pickwick. 


I ’ve been asleep, right in front of the tap-rcom fire,” 
replied the fat boy, who had heated him self to the colour of 
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a new cMmiieY-pot, in tlie course of an lioiir’s nap. Master 
sent me over witli the shay-cart, to carry your luggage up to 
the house. He ha^ sent some saddle-horses, hut he thought 
you M rather walk : being a cold day.” 

“ Yes, yes,” said Mr. Pickwick, hastily, for he remembered 
how they had travelled over nearly the same ground on a 
previous occasion. ^‘Yes, we would rather walk. Here, 
Sam I ” 

Sir,” said Mr. Weller. 

^^Help Mr. War die’s servant to put V'( > into the 

cart, and then ride on with him. We \ VI \ rward at 
once.” 

Having given this direction, and settled with the coachman, 
Mr. Pickwick and his three fdends stiuck into the footpath 
across the fields, and walked briskly away : leaving Mr. Wel- 
ler and the fat boy, confronted together for the first time. 
Sam looked at the fat boy with great astonishment, but with- 
out saying a word, and began to stow the luggage rapidly 
away in the cart, while the fat boy stood quietly by, and 
seemed to think it a very ‘-'i' •.'•-•'■'■ p sort of thing to see 
Mr. Weller working by himseii. 

There,” said Sam, throwing in the last carpet-bag, 
There they are ! ” 

“Yes,” said the fat boy, in a very satisfied tone, “there 
they are.” 

“Veil, young twenty stun,” said Sam, “youfre a nice 
specimen of a prize hoy, you are ! ” 

“ Thank’ee,” said the fat boy. 

“You ain’t got nothin’ on your mind, as makes you fret 
yourself, have you?” inquired Sam. 

“ Not as I imows on,” replied the hoy. 

“ I should rayther ha’ thought, to look at you, that you 
was a lahourin’ under an unrequited attachment to some 
young ’ooman,” said Sam. 

The fat hoy ^ook his head. 

Veil,” said Sam, “ I ’m glad to hear it. Ho you ever 
drink anythin’ ? ” 

“ I likes eating better,” replied the boy. 

“Ah,” said Sam, “I should ha’ s’posedthat; but what I 
mean is, should you like a drop of anythin’ as ’d warm you ? 
but I s’pose you never was cold, with all them elastic 
fixtures, was you?” 
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‘^Sometimes,” replied the boy; “and I likes a drop of 
something, when it 's good.’' 

“Oh, yon do, do you?” said Sam, “come this way, 
then ! ” 

The Blue Lion tap was soon gamed, and the fat boy swal- 
lowed a glass of liqnor without so much as winking ; a feat 
which considerably advanced him in Mr. Weller’s good 
opinion. Mr. Weller having transacted a similar piece of 
business on his own account, they got into the cart. 

“ Can you drive ? ” said fat boy. 

I should rayther think so,” replied Sam. 

"'There, then,” said the fat boy, putting the reins in his 
hand, and pointing up a lane. “ It 's as straight as you can 
go ; you can’t miss it.” 

With these words, the fat boy laid himself affectionately 
down by the side of the cod-fish : and placing an oyster- 
barrel under his head for a pillow, fell asleep instantaneously. 

"Well,” said Sam, “ of all the cool boys ever I set my eyes 
on, this here yoamg gen’hn’n is the coolest. Come, wake up, 
young dropsy ! ” 

But as young dropsy evinced no symptoms of returning 
animation, Sam Weller sat himself down in front of the cart, 
and starting the old horse with a jerk of the rein, jogged 
steadily on, towards Manor Farm. 

Meanwhile, Mr. Pickwick and his friends having walked 
their blood into active circulation, proceeded cheerfully on. 
The paths were hard ; the grass was crisp and frosiy ; the air 
had a fine, dry, bracing coldness ; and the rapid approach of 
the grey twilight (slate-coloured is a better term in frosty 
weather) made them look forward with pleasant anticipation 
to the comforts which awaited them at their hospitable enter- 
tainer’s. It was the sort of affeemoon that might induce a 
couple of elderly gentlemen, in a lonely field, to take off their 
great-coats and play at leap-frog in pure lightness of heart 
and gaiety ; and we firmly believe that had Mr. Tupman at 
that moment proffered " a back,” Mr. Pickwick would have 
accepted his offer with Ike utmost avidiiy. 

However, Mr. Tupman did not volunteer any such accom- 
modation, and the friends walked on, conversing merrily. As 
they turned into a lane they had to cross, the sound of many 
voices burst upon their ears ; and before they had even had time 
to form a guess as to whom they belonged, they walked into 
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tke very centre of tlie party 'wixo vrere expecting tlieir arrival 
— a fact -wMoli v^as first notified to tlie PickwicMans, by tbe 
loud ^^Hnrrali/' wbicli burst from old Wardle's Eps, viien 
tbey appeared in sight. 

First, there was Wardle bimself, looking, if possible, more 
jolly than ever ; then th^re were Bella and her faithful 
Trundle ; and, lastly, there were Emily and some eight or ten 
young ladies, who had all come down to the wedding, which 
was to take place next day, and who were in as happy and 
important a state as young ladies usually are, on such 
momentous occasions ; and they were, one and all, startling 
the fields and lanes, far and wide, with their frolic and 
laughter. 

The ceremony of introduction, under such circumstances, 
was very soon performed, or we should rather say, that the 
introduction was soon over, without any ceremony at all ; and 
in two minutes thereafter, JVlr. Pickwick was joking with the 
young ladies who wouldn’t come over the stile while he 
looked : or who, having pretty feet and unexceptionable 
ankles, preferred standing on the top-rail for five minutes or 
so, declaring that they were too frightened to move : with as 
much ease and absence of reserve or constraint, as if he had 
known them for life. It is worthy of remark, too, that IVIr. 
Snodgrass offered Emily far more assistance than the absolute 
terrors of the stile (although it was full three feet high, and 
had only a couple of stepping-stones) would seem to require ; 
while one black-eyed young lady in a very nice little pair of 
.boots with fur round the top, was observed to scream very 
loudly, when Mr. Winkle offered to help her over. 

All this was very snug and pleasant : and when the 
difficulties of the stile were at last surmounted, and they once 
more entered on the open field, old Wardle informed IMr. 
Pickwick how they had all been down in a body to iaspect 
the furniture and fittings-up of the house, which the young 
couple were to tenant, after the Christmas holidays j at which 
communication Bella and Trundle both coloured up, as red as 
the fat hoy after the tap-room fire ; and the young lady with 
the black eyes and the fur round the hoots, whispered some- 
thing in Emily’s ear, and then glanced archly at Mr. Snodgrass : 
to which Emily responded that she was a foolish girl, hut 
turned very red, notwithstanding ; and Mr. Snodgrass, who 
was as modest as all great geniuses usually are, felt the 
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crimsoii rising to tlxe cromi of Ms Lead, and deyouiiy "wisliedj 
in tlie inmost recesses of Ms own lieart, tliat tlie young lady 
aforesaid, witli Her Mack eyes, and Her arckaess, and Her boots 
■witk tke far round the top, were all comfortably deposited in 
tbe adjacent county. 

But if they were social and bappy outside the bouse, wbat 
was tbe warmth and cordiality of their reception when they 
reached the farm ! The yery seryants grinned with pleasure 
at sight of Mr. Pickwick ; and Emma bestowed a half-demure, 
half-impudent, and all pretfy look of recognition, on hfr. 
Tupman, wMch was enough to make the statue of Bonaparte 
in the passage unfold Ms arms, and clasp her within them. 

The old lady was seated in customary state in the hont 
parlour, hut she was rather cross, and, by consequence, most 
particularly deaf. She never went out herself, and Hke a 
great many other old ladies of the same stamp, she was apt 
to consider it an act of domestic treason, if anybody else 
took the liberty of doing what she couldnH. So, Mess her 
old soxd, she sat as upright as she could, in her great chair, 
and looked as fierce as might he — and that was benevolent 
after all. 

Mother,’’ said Wardle, Pickwick. You recollect 

Mm.” 

Never mind,” replied the old lady with great dignily. 

Don’t trouble Mr. Pickwick about an old creetur like me. 
Nobody cares about me now, and it’s very nat’ral they 
shouldn’t.” Here the old lady tossed her head, and smoothed 
down her lavender-coloured silk dress, with trembling hands. 

Come, come, ma’am,” said Mr. Pickwick, I can’t let 
you cut m old friend in this way. I have come down ex- 
pressly to have a long talk, and another rubber with you ; 
and we ’H show these boys and girls how to dance a minuet, 
b^ore they ’re eight-and-forty hours older.” 

The old lady was rapidly giving way, but she did not like 
to do it all at once; so she only said, '^Ahl I can’t hear 
Mm.” 

Nonsense, mother,’^ said Wardle. Come, come, don’t 
be cross, there’s a good souL Recollect BeEa; come, you 
must keep her spirits ut), poor girl.” 

The good old lady heard fMs, for her lip quivered as her 
son said it. But age has its little infirmities of temper, and 
she was not quite brought round yet So, she smoothed down 
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tile lavender-colonxed dress again, and tiiming to Mr. Pick- 
wick said, Ah, Mr. Picl^c^ young people wan very 
different, wken I was a girl.” 

Ko doubt of that, ma’am,” said m. Pickwick, and 
that ’s tbe reason wby I would make mncb of tke few that 
bay© eny traces of tli© old stock,” — and sayiag tiiis, Mr. 
Pickwick gently pulled Bella towards Lim, and bestowing a 
Mss iiponber forebead, bade ber sit down on tbe bttle stool at 
ber grandmotber’s feet. Wbetber tbe expression of ber 
countenance, as it was raised towards tbe old lady’s face, 
called lip a tbongbt of old times, or wbetber tbe old lady*was 
toncbed by Mr. Pickwick’s affectionate good-nature, or wbat- 
eyer was tbe cause, sbe was fairly melted ; so sbe threw ber- 
seff on ber ^and-dangbter’s neck, and aH tbe little ill-biimoiir 
evaporated in a gusb of silent tears. 

A bappy party they were, that nigbt. Sedate and solemn 
were tbe score of rubbers in wMcb Mr. Pickwick and tbe old 
lady played together; and uproarious was tbe mirth of tbe 
round table. Long ^er tbe ladies bad retired, did tbe hot 
elder wine, well qualified with brandy and spice, go round, 
and round, and round again ; and sound was tbe sleep, and 
pleasant were tbe dreams that fobowed. It is a remarkable 
fact, that those of Mr. Snodgrass bore constant reference to 
Emily Wardle ; and that ibe principal figure in Mr. Winkle’s 
visions, was a young lady wiib black eyes, an arch smile, and 
a pair of remarkably nice boots, with for round tbe tops. 

Mr. Pickwick was awakened, early in the morning, by a 
bum cff voices and pattering of feet, sufficient to rouse even 
tbe fat boy from Ms heavy slumbers* He sat up in bed, and 
listened. Tbe female servants and female visiters were 
1- io and fro; and there were such multi- 
cl' 'lU’wN (- >• warm water, such repeated outcries for 
needles and thread, and so many half-suppressed entreaties of 
^^Ob, do come and tie me, there’s a dear I” that Mr. Pick- 
wick in bis innocence began to imagine that some thing 
dreadful must have occurred: when be grew more awake, 
and remembered tiie wedding. Tbe occasion being an im- 
portant one, be dressed Irlr •volf with pecubar care, and 
descended to the breakfast room. 

There were all the female servants in a bran new uniform 
of pink muslin gowns, with wMte bows in their caps, ninniag 
about the bouse in a state of excitement and agitation, wMcb 
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it would be impossible to describe. Tbe old lady was dressed 
out, iu a brocaded gown, wbicb bad not seen tbe Hgbt for 
twenty years, saving and excepting sucb truant rays as bad 
stolen tbrougb tbe cbinks in tbe box in wbicb it bad been lain 
by, during tbe whole time. Mr, Trundle was in bigb feather 
and spirits, but a little nervous withal. Tbe hearty old land- 
lord was trying to look very cheerful and unconcerned, but 
failing signally in tbe attempt. All tbe girls were in tears 
and white muslm, except a select two or three, who were being 
honoured with a private view of tbe bride and bridesmaids, 
up stairs. All tbe PickwicHans were in most blooming 
array ,* and there was a terrific roarmg on tbe grass in j5:ont 
of the bouse, occasioned by all tbe men, boys, and hobblede- 
hoys attached to tbe farm, each of whom bad got a white 
bow in bis button-bole, and all of whom were cheering with 
might and main: being incited thereunto, and stimulated 
therein, by tbe precept and example of Mr. Samuel Weller, 
wbo bad managed to become mighty popular already, and 
was as much at home as if be bad been bom on tbe land. 

A wedding is a licensed subject to joke upon, but there 
really is no great joke in tbe matter after all; — ^we speak 
merely of tbe ceremony, and beg it to be distinctly understood 
that we indulge in no bidden sarcasm upon a married life. 
Mixed up with tbe pleasure and joy of tbe occasion, are tbe 
many regrets at quitting home, the tears of parting between 
parent and child, tbe consciousness of leaving tbe dearest and 
kindest Mends of tbe happiest portion of human life, to 
encounter its cares and troubles with others still untried, and 
little known : natural feeliags wbicb we would not render this 
chapter mournful by describing, and wbicb we should be stiH 
more unwilling to be supposed to ridicule. 

Let us briefly say, then, that tbe ceremony was performed 
by tbe old clergyman, in tbe parish church of Dingley Dell, 
and that Mr. Pickwick’s name is attached to tbe register, still 
preserved in tbe vestry thereof; that tbe young lady with tbe 
black eyes signed her name in a very unsteady and tremulous 
manner ; and that Emily’s signature, as tbe other bridesmaid, 
is nearly illegible; that it all went off in very admirable 
siyle; that the young ladies generally, thought it far less 
abocking than they bad expected; and that although tbe 
owner of tbe black eyes and tbe arch smile informed Mr. 
Winkle that she was sure she could never submit to anything 
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so dreadful, we Have the very "best reasons for fh-TnlrtTig she 
was mistahen. To all this, we may add, that Mr. Pickwich 
was the first who saluted the hride : and that in so doing, he 
threw over her neck, a rich gold watch and chain, which no 
mortal eyes hut the jeweller’s had ever beheld before. Then, 
the old church beh rang as gaily as it could, and they all 
returned to breakfast. 

Yere does the mince-pies go, young opium eater?” said 
Mr. Weller to the fat boy, as he assisted in laying out such 
articles of consumption as had not been duly arranged on the 
previous night. 

The fat hoy pointed to the destination of the pies. 

'' Wery good,” said Sam, stick a bit o’ Christmas in ’em. 
T’ other dish opposite. There ; now we look compact and 
comfortable, as the father said ven he cut his litiie boy’s head 
ofiP, to cure him o’ squintin’.” 

As Mr. Weller made the comparison, he fell hack a step or 
two, to give full effect to it, and surveyed the preparations 
with the utmost satisfaction. 

Wardle,” said Mr. Pickmck, almost as soon as they were 
all seated, ^^a glass of wine, in honour of this happy occasion!” 

“I shall he delighted, my hoy,” said Wardle. “Joe — 
damn that hoy, he ’s gone to sleep.” 

“No, I ain’t, sir,” repHed the fat boy, starting up from a 
remote comer, where, like the patron saint of fat hoys — ^the 
immortal Homer — ^he had been dcvoiuing a Christmas pie : 
though not with the coolness and dcl’-horiiLion which charac- 
terised that young gentleman’s urocoediiigs. 

^^FilL Mr. Pickwick’s glass.” ^ 

“Yes, sir.” 

The fat hoy filled MDp. Pickwick’s glass, and then retired 
behind his master’s chair, from whence he watched the play of 
the knives and forks, and the progress of the choice morsels, 
from the dishes, to the mouths of the company, with a kind of 
dark and gloomy joy that was most impressive. 

“ God Hess you, old fellow 1 ” said Mr. Piclrwiek. 

“ Same to you, my hoy,” replied Wardle ; and they pledged 
each other, heartily. 

“Mrs. Wardle,” said Mr. Pickwick, “we old folks must 
have a glass of wine together, in honour of this joyful 
event.” 

The old lady was in a state of great grandeur just then, for 
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she TOS sitting at the top of the table in the brocaded gown, 
with her newly-married daughter on one side, and Mr. Pickwick 
on the other, to do the carving. Mr. Pickwick had not spoken 
in a veiy loud tone, but she nnderstood him at once, and drank 
off a full glass of wine to his long life and happiness; after 
which the worthy old soul lannched forth into a minute and 
particular account of her own wedding, with a dissertation on 
the fashion of weariag liigli-hcolcd shoes, and some particulars 
conc(niirg the life and adventures of the beautiful Lady 
ToUiniglcMVcr, deceased: at all of which the old lady herself 
laughed very heartily indeed, and so did the young ladies too, 
for they were wondering among themselves what on earth 
grandma was talking about. When they laughed, the old 
lady laughed ten times more heartily, and said that these 
always had been considered capital stories : which caused 
them all to laugh again, and put the old lady into the very 
best of humours. Then, the cake was cut, and passed 
through the ring; and the young ladies saved pieces to put 
under their pillows to dream of their future husbands on; 
and a great deal of blushing and merriment was thereby 
occasioned. 

Mr. Miller,’’ said Mr. Pickwick to his old acquaintance, 
the hard-headed gentleman, a glass of wine ? ” 

With great satisfaction, Mr. Pickwick,” replied the hard- 
headed gentleman, solemnly. 

You ’H take me in ? ” said the benevolent old clergyman. 

And me,” interposed bis wife. 

And me, and me,” said a couple of poor relations at the 
bottom of the table, who had eaten and drank very heartily, 
and laughed at everything. 

Mr. Pickwick expressed his heartfelt delight at every 
additional suggestion : and his eyes beamed with hilarity and 
cheerfuln^. 

Ladies and gentlemen,” said Mr. Pickwick, suddenly 
rising — 

'^Hear, hear I Hear, hear! Hear, hear!” cried Mr. 
Weller, in the excitement of his feelings. 

Can in all the servants,” cried old Wardle, interposing to 
prevent the pubhc rehuke which Mr. Weller would otherwise 
most indubitably have received ftom his master. Give them 
a glass of wine each, to drink the toast in. Now, Pickwick.” 

Amidst tiie silence of the company, the whispering of the 
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women seiTants, and tlie awkward embaxTassment o£ ike men, 
Mr. Pickwick proceeded. 

“ Ladies and gentlemen — ^no, I won’t say ladies and gen€e- 
men, I ’ll call yon my Mends, my dear Mends, if the ladies 
will allow me to take so great a liberty ” 

Here Mr. Pickwick was interrupted by immense applause 
from the ladies, eckoed by the gentlemen, during which the 
owner of the eyes was distinctly heard to state that she could 
kiss that dear Mr. Pickwick, whereupon Mr. Winkle gallantly 
inquired if it couldn’t be done by deputy: to wMch the young 
lady with the black eyes repHed, Go away ” — and accom- 
panied the request with a look which said as plainly as a look 
could do if you can.” 

My dear Mends,” resumed l^ir. Pickwick, “ I am going 
to propose the health of the bride and bridegroom — God bless 
’em (cheers and tears). My young Mend Trundle, I believe 
to be a veiy excellent and manly fellow ; and his wife I know 
to be a very amiable and lovely girl, well quaMed to transfer 
to another sphere of action the happiness which for twenty 
years she has difhised around her, in her father’s house. 
(Here, the fat boy burst forth into stentorian blubberings, and 
was led forth by the coat collar, by l^Ir. Weller.) I wish,” 
added Mr. Pickwick, I wish I was young enough to be her 
sister’s husband (cheers), but, failing that, I am happy to be 
old enough to be her father; for, being so, I shall not be 
suspected of any latent designs when I say, that I admire, 
esteem, and love them both (cheers and sobs). The bride’s 
father, om good Mend there, is a noble person, and I am 
proud to kiMJW liim (great uproar). He is a kind, excellent, 
independent-spirited, fine-hearted, hospitable, liberal man 
(enthusiastic shouts &om the poor relations, at all the adjec- 
tives; and especially at the two last). That his daughter 
may enjoy all the happiness, even he can desire; and that 
he may derive horn the contemplation of her feliciiy all the 
gratification of heart and peace of mind which he so well 
deserves, is, I am persuaded, our united wish. So, let us 
drink their healths, and wish them prolonged life, and every 
blessirig I ” 

Mr. Pickwick concluded amidst a whirlwind of applause ; 
and once more were the lungs of the supernumeraries, under 
Mr. Weller’s command, brought into active and efficient 
operation. Wardle proposed Mr. Pickwick; and Mr. 
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Pickwick proposed ike old lady. Mr. Snodgrass proposed 
Mr. Wardle, and Air. Wardle proposed Mr. Snodgrass. One 
of tke poor relations proposed Mr. Tnpman, and tke otlier 
poor relation proposed Air. 'Winkle ; and all was kappiness 
and festivily, tintil tke mysterious disappearance of botk tke 
poor relations beneatk the table, warned the party that it was 
time to adjonm. 

At dinner they met again, after a five-and-twenty mile 
walk, imdertaken by the males at Wardle’ s recommendation, 
to get lid of the effects of the wine at breakfast. The poor 
relations had kept in bed all day, with the view of attaining 
the same happy consummation; but, as they had been nn- 
successfiil, they stopped there. Mr, WeHer kept the domes- 
tics in a state of perpetual hilarity; and the fat boy divided 
Ms time into small alternate allotments of eating and 
sleeping. 

The dinner was as hearty an affair as the breakfast, and 
was quite as noisy, without the tears. Then came the dessert 
and some more toasts. Then came the tea and coffee ; and 
then, the ball. 

The best sitting room at Manor Farm was a good, long, 
dark-panelled room with a Mgh chimney-piece, and a capa- 
cious chimney, up wMch you could have driven one of the 
new patent cabs, wheels and all. At the upper end of the 
room, seated in a shady bower of holly and 
the two best fiddlers, and the only harp, in i'i 
In aU sorts of recesses, and on all kinds of brackets, stood 
massive old silver candlesticks with four branches each. The 
carpet was up, the candles burnt bright, the fire blazed and 
cracMed on the hearth; and merry voices and light-boiirtod 
laughter rang through the room. If any of the old Efigiish 
yeomen had turned into fairies when they died, it was just the 
place in wMdh they would have held their revels. 

If anjdMng could have added to the interest of tMs agree- 
able scene, it would have been the remarkable fact of Mr. 
Pickwick’s appearing without Ms gaiters, for the first time 
within the memory of his oldest ffiends. 

You mean to dance ? ” said Wardle. 

Of course I do,” replied Air, Pickwick. Don’t you see 
I am dressed for the purpose ? ” Mr. Pickwick called atten- 
tion to his speckled siM stockings, and smartly tied pumps. 

You in silk stockings I ” exclaimed Mr. Tupman jocosely. 
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And wliy not, six — ^wliy not?'' said llx. Pickwick, tiiriiing 
warmly upon Mm. 

Ok, of course tliere is no reason wky yon skonldak wear 
tkem," responded Mr. Tnpman. 

I imagine not, sir — I imagine not," said kir. Pickwick m 
a very peremptory tone. 

Mr. Tnpman kad contemplated a langk, knt ke found it was 
a serious matter ; so ke looked grave, and said tkey were a 
very pretty pattern. 

I kope tkey are," said Mr. Pickwick, fixing Ms eyes upon 
Ms friend. Yon see notkmg extraordinary in tkese stockings, 
as stockings, I trust, sir ? " 

Certainly not— ok, certainly not," replied !Mr. Tnpman. 
He walked away; and Mr. Pickwick's coimtenance resumed 
its customary benign expression. 

are aU ready, I believe," said !Mr. Pickwick, wko was 
stationed witk tke old lady at tke top of tke dance, and kad 
already made four false starts, in Ms excessive anxiety to 
com m ence. 

Tken begin at once," said Wardle. “ Now I " 

Up struck tke two fiddles and tke one karp, and off went 
Mr. Pickwick into hands across when ikere was a general 
clapping of hands, and a cry of Stop, stop ! " 

What 's tke matter ?" said Mr. Pickwick, wko was only 
brought to by tke fiddles and karp desisting, and could have 
been stopped by no other earthly power, if tke house kad been 
on fire. 

Wkere 's Arabella Allen ? " cried a dozen voices. 

And Winkle ? " added Mr. Tnpman. 

Here we are ! " exclaimed that gentleman, emerging witk 
Ms I etty compaMon from tke comer ; as ke did so, it would 
have been hard to tell wMck was tke redder in tke face, ke or 
tke young lady witk tke black eyes. 

‘^Wkat an extraordinary thing it is, Winkle," said Mr. 
Pickwick, rather pettisMy, ^^tkat you couldn't have taken 
your place before." 

Not at all extraordinary," said Mr. Winkle. 

Well," said Mr. Pickwick, witk a very expressive smile, 
as Ms eyes rested on Arabella; ^^well, I don't know that it 
was extraordinary, either, after all." 

However, there was no time to think more about tke 
“matter, for tke fiddles and karp began in real earnest. Away 
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vent Air. Pickwick — kands across — dowoi tke middle to the 
very end of tlie room, and kaH way up tke ckiirmey, back 
again to tke door — ^poussette everywkere — ^loud stamp on tke 
ground — ^ready for tke next couple — off again — all tke ffgure 
over once more — anotker stamp to beat out tke time — ^next 
couple, and tke next, and tke next again — uneven was suck 
going ! At last, affcer tkey kad reacked tke bottom of tke 
dance, and foil fourteen couple after tke old lady kad retired 
in an exkausted state, and tke clergyman’s wife kad been 
substituted in ker stead, did tkat gentleman, wken tkere was 
no demand wkatever on kis exertions, keep perpetually dancing 
in kis place, to keep time to tke music: smiling on kis 
partner all tke wkile witk a blandness of demeanour wkick 
baffles an description. 

Long before Mr. Pickwick was weary of dancing, tke 
newly-married couple kad retired from tke scene. Tkere 
was a glorious supper down stairs, notwitkstanding, and a 
good long sitting after it ; and wken Air. Pickwick awoke, 
late tke next morning, ke kad a confused recoffection of 
kaviog, severally and conffdentiany, invited somewkere about 
ffve-and-forty people to dine witk kim at tke George and Vul- 
ture, tke very first time tkey came to London; wkick Air. 
Pickwick rigktly considered a pretty certain indication of 
kis kaving taken sometking besides exercise, on tke previous 
nigkt. 

And so your family kas games in tke Mtcken to-rdgkt, my 
dear, kas tkey ? ” inquired Sam of Emma. 

‘^Yes, Air. Weller,” replied Emma ; ^^we always kave on 
Gkristmas-eve. Alaster wouldn’t neglect to keep it up, on an^r 
account.” 

Your master’s a wery pretty notion of keepiu’ anytkin’ 
up, my dear,” said Air. Weller ; I never see suck a sensible 
sort of man as ke is, or suck a reg’lar gen’kn’n.” 

Ok, tkat ke is !” said tke fat boy, joining in the conver- 
sation ; don’t ke breed nice pork !” and tke fat youth gave 
a semi-cannibalie leer at Air. Weller, as ke thought of tke 
roast legs and gravy. 

Ok, you ’ve woke up, at last, kave you ?” said Sam. 

Tke ikt boy nodded. 

'' I’ll tell you wkat it is, young boa constnicter,” said Air. 
Weller, impressively ; if you don’t sleep a little less, and 
exercise a little more, wen you comes to be a man you’ll lay 
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yourself open to tlie same sort of personal inconTrenience as 
was inflicted on tlie old gen’lm’n as wore tlie pig-tail.” 

Wliat did they do to Mm?” inquired tlie fat boy, in a 
faltering voice. 

a goin^ to teH yon,” replied LIr. 'Weller; ^'be was 
one o' tbe largest patterns as was ever turned out — ^reglar fat 
man, as Hadn't caugbt a glimpse of Ms own shoes for five-and- 
forty-year.” 

Lor !” exclaimed Emma. 

No, that be hadn’t, my dear,” said Mr. Weller, and if 
yon ’d pnt an exact model of Ms own legs on the dinia’ table 
afore him, he wouldn’t ha’ known ’em. Well, he always 
walks to Ms office with a weiy handsome gold watch-chain 
hanging out, about a foot and a quarter, and a gold watch in 
his fob pocket as was worth — ^I’m afraid to say how much, 
but as much as a watch can be — sl large, ready, round mana- 
facter, as stout for a watch, as he was for a man, and with a 
big face in proportion. ‘You’d better not cany that ’ere 
watch,’ says the old gen’l’m’n’s friends, ‘you’ll be robbed on 
it,’ says they. ‘Sh^ I?’ says he. ‘Yes, will you,’ says 
they. ‘Yell,’ says he, ‘ I should like to see the tMef as could 
get tMs here watch out, for I ’m blessed if I ever can, it ’s 
such a tight fit,’ says he ; ‘ and venever I wants to know 
what ’s o’clock, I ’m obhged to stare into the bakers’ shops,’ 
he says. Well, then he laughs as heariy as if he was a goin’ 
to pieces, and out he walks agin with Ms powdered head and 
pig-tail, and rolls down the Strand vith the chain bangin’ out 
furder than ever, and the great round watch almost bustin’ 
through Ms grey kersey smalls. There wam’t a pickpocket 
in all London as didn’t take a pull at that chain, but the 
chaiu ’ud never break, and the watch ’ud never come out, so 
they soon got tired o’ dragging such a heavy old genT’m’n 
along the pavement, and he ’d go home and laugh till the pig- 
tail wibrated like the penderlum of a Dutch clock. At last, 
one day the old gen’l’m’n was a rollin’ along, and he sees a 
p'fl - - .-f as he know’d by sight, a-comin’ up, arm in arm 

. ■ boy vith a wery large head. ‘Here’s a game,’ 
says the old gen’l’m’n to himself, ‘ they ’re a-goin’ to have 
another try, but it won’t do I ’ So he begins a chuckl i n’ wery 
hearty, wen, all of a sudden, the litde boy leaves hold of the 
pickpocket’s arm, and rushes headforemost straight into the 
old gen’l’m’n’s stomach, and for a moment doubles Mm right 
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upvitlL the pain, ‘Murder!* says the old genTm’n. ‘All 
right, sir/ says the pickpocket, a wisperin* in his ear. And 
iren he come straight agin, the watch and chain was gone, 
and what *s worse than that, the old gehi’m’n’s digestion was 
all wrong ever artervards, to the wery last day of his life ; so 
just yon look about yon, young feller, and take care you don’t 
get too fat.” 

As Mr, WeHer concluded this moral tale, with which the 
fat boy appeared much affected, they all three repaired to the 
large kitchen, in which the family were by this time assem- 
bled, according to annual custom dn Christmas-eve, observed 
by old Wardle’s forefathers horn time immemorial. 

From the centre of the ceiling of this kitchen, old Wardle 
had just suspended, with his own hands, a huge branch of 
misletoe, and this same branch of mislctoe instanta- 
neously gave rise to a scene of general and most delightful 
struggling and confiision; in the midst of which, Mr. Pick- 
wick, with a gallantry that would have done honour to a 
descendant of Lady ToHimglower herself, took the old lady 
by the hand, led her beneath the mystic branch, and saluted 
her in all courtesy and decorum. The old lady submitted to 
tins piece of practical politeness with all the dignity which 
befitted so important and serious a solem n ity, but the younger 
ladies, not being so thoroughly imbued with a superstitious 
veneration for the custom : or imagining that the value of a 
salute is very much enhanced if it cost a little trouble to obtain 
it : screamed and struggled, and ran into comers, and 
threatened and remonstrated, and did everji:hi[ig but leave the 
room, until some of the less adventurous gentlemen were on 
the point of desisting, when they all at once found it useless to 
resist any longer, and submitted to he kissed with a good 
grace. Mr. Winkle kissed the young lady with the black 
eyes, and Mr. Snodgrass kissed Emily, and Mr. Weller, not 
being particular about the form of being under the misletoe, 
kissed Emma and the other female servants, just as he caught 
them. As to the poor relations, they kissed everybody, not 
even excepting the plainer portion of the young-lady visiters, 
who, in their excessive confizsion, ran right under the misletoe, 
as soon as it was hung up, without knowing it I Wardle 
stood wiih Ms back to the fire, surveying the whole scene, ivith 
the utmost satisfaction ; and* the fat boy took the opportunity 
of appropriating to his own use, and summarily devouring, a 
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particular!}- fine minee-pie, that had been careMlj put by, for 
somebody else. 

Now, the screaming had subsided, and faces were in a 
glow, and curls in a tangle, and IMr. Pickwich, after Mssing 
the old lady as before mentioned, was standing under the 
misletoe, looking with a very pleased countenance on ail that 
was passing around him, when the yoxmg lady with the black 
eyes, after a little whispering with the other young ladies, 
made a sudden dart forward, and putting her arm round Blr. 
Piclrwicks neck, saluted him affectionately cn the left cheek ; 
and before Mr. Pickwick distinctly knew what was the matter, 
he was surrounded by the whole body, and kissed by every 
one of them. 

It was a pleasant thmg to see Mr. Pickwick in the centre of 
the group, now pulled this way, and then that, and first kissed 
on the chin, and then on the nose, and then on the spectacles : 
and to hear the peals of laughter which were raised on every 
side ; but it was a still more pleasant thing to see !Mr. Pick- 
wick, blinded shortly afterwards with a silk handkerchief, 
falling up the wall, and scrambling into comers, and 

goiag riir«.i.;:h <'Jl the mysteries of blindman^s buff, with the 
utmost relish for the game, xmtil at last he caught one of the 
poor relations, and then had to evade the Llindman himself, 
which he did with a nimbleness and agility that elicited the 
admiration and applause of all beholders. The poor relations 
cauglit ilic people uho ihey thought would like it ; and when 
the game llaggcd, got caught themselves. When they were 
all till'd of hiiDclman’s there was a great game at snap- 
dragon, and when fibegers enough were burned with that, 
and all the raisins were gone, fiiey sat down, by the huge 
fire of blazing logs, to a substantial supper, and a mighty 
bowl of wassail, something smaller than an ordinary wash- 
house copper, in which the hot apples were hissing and bub- 
bling wi‘& a rich look, and a jolly sound, that were perfectly 
irresistible. 

^^This,’' said Mr. Pickwick, looking round him, ^^this is, 
indeed, comfort.” 

“ Our invariable custom,” replied Mr. Wardle. Every- 
body sits down with us on Christmas-eve, as you see them now 
— servants and all ; and here we wait, until the cloci strikes 
twelve, to usher Christmas in, and beguile the time with forfeits 
and old stories. Trundle, my boy, rake up the fire.” 
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Up flew tlie bxiglit sparks in myriads as tke logs were stirred. 
The deep red Haze sent forth, a rich, glow, tkat penetrated into 
tke furthest comer of the room, and cast its cheerful tint on 
eyery face. 

“ Come/' said Wardle, a song — a Christmas song ! I '11 
giye yon one, in defanlt of a better." 

Bravo ! " said Mr. Pickwick. 

^^Fill up," cried Wardle. will be two hours, good, 
before you see the bottom of the bowl through the deep rich 
colour of the wassail j All up all round, and now for the song." 

Thus saying, the merry old gentleman, in a good, round, 
sturdy voice, commenced without more ado : 


A CHEISTMAE CAEOL. 

I CAEE not for Spring ; on Ms ficMe wing 
Let the blossoms and buds be borne : 

He WOOS them amain with Ms treacherous rain, 
And he scatters them ere the mom. 

An inconstant elf, he knows not Mmsel^ 

Nor his own changing mind an hour, 

He ’ll smile in your lace, and, with wry grimace, 
He ’ll wither your youngest dower. 

Let the Summer snn to his bright home run, 

He shall never be sought by me ; 

When he ’s dimmed by a clond I can laugh aloud. 
And care not he •’h,. ' , ’ ‘ 

For Ms darling ^ t . : • > •. wild 

That sports in fierce fever’s train ; 

And when love is too strong, it don’t last long, 

As many have found to their pain. 

A mild harvest night, by the tranquil light 
Of the modest and gentle moon, 

Has a far sweeter sheen, for me, I ween, 

Than the broad and unblushing noon. 

But every leaf av akens my grief, 

As it lieth beneath the tree ; 

So let Autumn air be never so fair, 

It by no means agrees with me. 

But my song I troll out, for Cheistmas stout, 

The hearty, the true, and the hold ; 

A bumper I drain, and with might and main 
Hive three cbeers fdr this Christmas old ! 

We ’ll usher Mm in with a merry din 
That shall gladden Ms joyous heart, 

And we ’ll keep him up, wlule there ’s bite or sup, 
And in fellowsMp good, we *11 part. 
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In Ms fine lionest pride, lie scorns to Mde 
One jot of Ms hard-weatlier scars ; 

They ’re no disgrace, for there ’s mnch the same trace 
On the cheeks of onr hravest tars. 

Then again I sing ’till the roof doth ring, 

And it echoes from wall to wall — 

To the stout old wight, fair welcome to-night, 

As the King of the Seasons all ! 


TMs song was tumultuously applauded — ^for friends and 
dependents make a capital audience — and the poor relations, 
especially, were in perfect eestaeies of rapture. Again was 
tke fire replenisked, and again went the wassail round. 

How it snows ! said one of the men, in a low tone. 

“ Snows, does it ? ” said Wardle. 

'^Eough, cold night, sir,” replied the man; and there ’s 
a wind got up, that drifts it across the fields, in a thick white 
cloud.” 

''What does Jem say?” inquired the old lady. "There 
ain’t anything the matter, is there ? ” 

" No, no, mother,” replied Waxdle ; " he says there ^s a 
snow-drift, and a wind that ’s piercing cold. I should know 
that, hy the way it rumhles in the chimney.” 

" Ah ! ” said the old lady, " there was just such a wind, and 
just such a fall of snow, a good many years back, I recollect 
— just five years before your poor father died. It was a 
dnistmas-eve, too ; and I remember that on that very night 
he told us the story about the goblins that carried away old 
Gabriel Grub.” 

" The story about what ? ” said Mr. Pickwick. 

" Oh, nothing — nothing,” replied Wardle. " About an old 
sexton, that the good people down here, suppose to have been 
carried away by goblins.” 

" Suppose ! ” ejaculated the old lady. " Is there any body 
hardy enough to disbelieve it ? Suppose I Haven’t you heard 
ever since you were a child, that he was carried away hy the 
goblins, and don’t you know he was ? ” 

" Yery well, mother, he was, if you like,” said Wardle, 
laughing. " He was carried away by goblins. Pickwick; and 
there ’s an end of the matter.” 

" No, no,” said Mr. Pickwick, " not an end of it, I assure 
you ; for I must hear how, and why, and all about it.” 

Wardle smiled, as every head was bent forward to hear ; 
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and BUiTio^ out tlie wassail witk no stinted iLand; nodded a 
liealiiL to Air. Pickwick, and began as follows : — 

But bless our editorial beart, wkat a long chapter we have 
been betrayed into ! We bad quite forgotten all suck petty 
restrictions as chapters, we solemnly declare. So here goes, 
to give the goblin a fair start in a new one ! A clear stage 
and no favour for the goblins, ladies and gentlemen, if you 
please. 
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